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INTRODUCTION. 



In submitting this new edition of native Songs, 
BalladSy and Legends to the public, I merely wish 
to introduce them as the offspring of national poetic 
ardour. 

In the succeeding pages the reader will find many 
war-poems on the chivalrous valour of the noble Oael, 
in the grand and proud old days of Boyal Eire, when 
the bard was the companion of the King, and gold 
was less prized than song. I have also varied the 
volume with some romantic Legends, founded on the 
Fairy superstitions which our noble peasantry so 
dearly love, and which have never failed to lend an 
airy charm to Irish poetry. These Fairy pieces have 
some slight traditional ground-work, but the super« 
structure belongs to the ideal region of Fancy, in 
which I have dreamt and revelled whilst alone on 
the bright green banks of the kingly Shannon, when 
summer sunset was stealing away from the sleeping 
flowers, and the dewy curtain of night lay on the 
silent meadows. 

Though a new book of Irish poetry, like all native 
manufacture, may deserve patronage and support, yet 
it too often receives neither, and therefore our fine 
literature has almost become extinct, like our noble 
language. 

Many of the learned tribunals of my native land 
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have awarded the palm of merit to the produce of 
my Famassian farm ; and though I have had a late 
and bad harvest, yet I fear I shall be early enough 
for a worse market. 

Twelve years ago I made my first advance in the 
market of letters, and was remorselessly fleeced by a 
Printer's devil, who stormed my air-castles, broke 
through the entrenchments of Mount Helicon, sacri* 
legiously seized on the chattels of the sacred Nine, 
and drove me from the ramparts without the honours 
of war. I was not much disspirited at such an unex- 
pected repulse, for poetry lost nothing of its enjoy- 
ment, and the Muse waved a bolder wing than ever, 
and now I again enter the poetical arena to fight for 
fresh laurel boughs. I know my rhyming tilts wiU 
not please everybne-some may condemn and some 
may applaud, but every honest lover of poor old Ire- 
land will believe that I meant well for her sake. 

To the lovers of Ireland's splendid traditions and 
olden glories, I present this volume of " Lays and 
Legends." They are not clothed with classic mantles, 
neither do they shine with the gaudy tinsel of Art. I 
offer them as the simple creations of a natural poetic 
imagination ; the outpourings of a heart glowing 
with love for the noble sons and daughters of the 
Emerald Isle. My proudest and best reward shall be 
a place in my country's memory, when the Redeemer 
will call her from the tomb of alien bondage. 

The first edition of these Poems, which appeared in 
1867, would have been a great success were it not for 
the shameless and faithless conduct of the publisher, 
who promised to have the book ready in three months, 
but it was two years before I could get it out of his 
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hands, and then only in unbound sheets. Oonse- 
quently, the public grew tired of waiting, and the 
subscribers angry and disgusted. 

Some time previous I made another venture in 
Dublin, and fared worse, for although I have the 
publisher's memoranda for 7,000 copies printed and 
published, yet I never received anything more sub- 
stantial than the memoranda. If this is not profitable 
business with a vengeance, I challenge aU the enter- 
prise on earth for success. I often think that I was 
bom to live on cobwebs and rainbows, and to have ac- 
coimts nowhere only in Jaoe Delay's Bank, where I 
never get principal or interest; but there's good times 
coming, as the sailor said when he was drowning, 
" I might catch a spar of the wreck yet" 

Thomond. 
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10 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

She look'd, as if the Fairy powers 
Had lent her eves their thrilling charm ; 

She blush'd, as ii the young May flowers 
Were glowing in her face and form. 

But why, this mom, has Mary's face 
Lost all its rose-bright smiles of grace ? 
Why droops she paler than the my, 
When biting nortii-winds chill the valley ? 
She sits upon a heathery mound. 
Beside the streamlet's dreamy sound ; 
And like the gentle stars that keep 
Their dewy watch o'er Nature's sleep. 
Her large, blue, pensive eyes express'd 
The tesurful angmsh of her breast. 

For two long years, from day to day, 

A Saxon Captain courted Mary ; 
But her young heart was given away, 

With all its truth, to Patt O'Leary. 
And Patt was Nature's Irish child. 

With heart and spirit warm and grateful ; 
In sport the wildest of the wild, 

In love and friendship, fond and faithful. 
His step was proud — ^his form was high, — 

His brow with manhood's glory bright'ning. 
And from his wild, impassion'd eye. 

Youth, fire, and vigour flung their lightning. 
When Clare's swift hurlers swept the ball 

Along the meadows, sreen and airy, 
Your eye could mark, aoove them aU, 

The comely port of Patt O'Leary. 
Impetuous, 'mid the rushing throng. 

His blows, with sweeping might, resounded, 
As from his hurley, tough and strong. 

The ball, with hissing swiftness, lx>unded ! 
When, to the bagpipes' merry sound. 

He danced the reel with Mountain Mary, 
The peasant-girls all sigh'd around. 

And flung their hearts at Patt O'Leary. 

He thrash'd Red Cormac, from the glen ; 

He beat Con Clanchy in a wrestle, 
And, for a wacer of Potheen, 

He flung a sledge o'er Moneen Castle ! 
Down, in the ravine's bed of stone, 

He pitched a Ganger, from the hill, 
And broke the hero's collar-bone, 

For seizing on Bill Daly's still ; 
And when Lord Saxon's agent came 

To dispossess his cousin, Sally, 
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Patt left a landmark on his frame, 

As he descended to the valley. 
In vain the Vultures of the Law 

Pursued his steps thro' glen and meadow • 
Soon as their scarlet coats he saw, 

He vanish'd like a fairy shadow. 
And often, in his spirit's play, 

He lured them to the mountains, dreary ; 
And there, 'mid briers and rocks, all day. 

They chased and curst wild Patt O'Leary. 
At times he melted from their view ; 

Then, sudden, reappear'd before them ; 
And then, again, with wild halloo. 

Danced proudly on the tall rocks, o'er them ! 
With straining arm, and sweating brow. 

They climbed the cliff's brown forehead, airy ; 
Then from the glen's deep bed below, 

Look'd up, and shouted, Patt O'Leary ! 
Thus fared the chase, 'till closed the day. 

And Heaven's high star lamps all were lighted. 
Then homeward Patt pursued his way, 

And left them in the glens, benighted ! 

The loveliest maids of Emerald Clare 

Put on their sunniest smiles to win him ; 
Where'er he moved, at dance or fair, 

A host of beaming eyes were on him ; 
But, with affection's golden chain. 

His heart was link'd to Mountain Mary, 
And she paid back his love again. 

And wildly worshipp'd Patt O'Leary ! 
But Mary's father liked him not ; 

He said some gloomy fate was o'er him ; 
And when he sought her mountain cot. 

She mark'd her sire grow dark before him. 
Yet, when the Captain came the way. 

How courteous was the old man's greeting ; 
A cloud lay on her heart all day ; 

She wept and trembled at their meeting. 

This mom he sought their mountain home. 

With hamess'd steeds and flittering carriage ; 
And Mary's brow was wrapt in gloom. 

When he declared the day of marriage. 
Wild, frenzied, from the cot she flew, 

While gushing tears, in hot showers, drown'd her ! 
Her hair, on every wind that blew, 

Stream'd, like a midnight cloud, around her ! 
Far, in the forest's dark green vest. 

She vanish'd like a thing of brightness ! 
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The dewy, spangled grass, scarce prest, 
Danced playfm in ner track of lightness, 

Till fainting, from her tiresome flight. 
She sunk oeside the amber fountain ; 

There, lonely, as a bird of night. 
Wept dark-hair'd Mary of the Mountain. 

FABT n. 

The red-wine'd clouds of Summer eve 

Slept on the sun's departing brightness. 
And nunff upon the Lake's psue wave 

Their £:«amy shades of aerial whiteness ! 
In pearly wreaths the dew-mists rose 

On shadowy hill and vernal plain. 
White as if Winter's vanish'd snows 

Appear'd on Summer's robe of green ! 
The lark, with weary wings, descended 

To nestle in the shamrock-sod ; 
His sweet day-hymn of praise is ended 

In the blue hall of Nature's God ! 
The dim, white stars peep'd out above, 

In ^wing beauty, one by one, 
Winking their radiant eyes of love. 

With joy, behind the dying sun ! 
The wooos, round Cullane's fairy shore. 

In their own shadows seem'd reposing ; 
On Nature's bosom every flower 

Its eye, in dewy dreams, was closing ; 
All lay in sleepy loveliness ; 

No zephyr to the leaves was speaking. 
As if the Night, in holiest dress. 

An audience of her Grod was seeking ! 

Upon a flowery heather mound, 

At twilight's close, sat Patt O'Leary, 
His manly arm endrcling, round. 

The swan-like neck of Mountain Mary. 
With pouting lip she told her tale, 

And Patt vowed vengeance on the stranger ; 
And Mary strove, without avail, 

To turn him from the deed of danger. 
"Manr !" he said, ** there's yet a hope, 

" That wings my spirit with emotion ; 
** If you be true, let us elope 

"Together o'er the Western Ocean. 
"I'll drive the cow to Tulla fair, — 

" Gk) cheap or dear, I care not whether ; — 
" And if you wish to meet me there, 

" We'll quickly take the road together. 
" If you refuse me to proceed, 

" You'll be the brid/e of Captain Frontry ; — 
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'* Bad luck to all his foreign breed, 
** They've brought misfortune on the country. 

" Say will you wed that blood-stain'd brute, 
** Or fly from him with Patt O'Leary ? 

"Decide at once, and tell the truth, 
"Will you be mine ? oh ! faithful Mary !" 

Then Mary paused, and wept awhile. 

Her fears m one tear-gush were vented ; 
And, with a mingling blush and smile, 

Gazed on her lover, and — consented ! 
With mutual vows and mix'd delight, 

Chasten'd and purified by sorrow. 
They fondly parted for the night. 

To meet more happy on the morrow. 

Patt drove the cow, at twelve o'clock. 

To meet the fair by morning early ; 
Wrapt in his shapely home-made frock. 

He trudged behind her, whistline cheerly. 
Thro' wild Cullane's embowering shades — 

Beneath the silver starlight, s&eping, 
He pass'd — the trees, with silent heads, 

Upon his darken'd path hung weeping. 
He tum'd to see the Lake's blue plain. 

With all its emerald glories round it ; 
But there appear'd a grand demesne. 

By towermg elms and poplars bounded. 
Majestic, in the star-gemm^ sky. 

The a^ and pine t£eir green crowns blended, 
And from the mantling bushes nigh. 

The nightingale's wud song ascended ! 
The breathings of the moorland thyme . 

Stole on his senses, sweet as honey ; 
All look'd so radiant and sublime. 

He thought the face of night grew sunny. 
The silvery tone of streams he heard 

Resoundinff in the arbours, splendid. 
And when a breath the tree-tops stirr'd, 

A shower of honey-drops descended. 
He look'd at every stately tree. 

He peep'd thro' every shaded alley ; 
And far around, as eye could see. 

The place seem'd one enchanted valley ! 

He check'd poor careless drvndrCa speed, 

And promised her a hearty flaking, 
Because she did not stop to heed 

The observations he was making ! 
Enraffed, he aim'd and flung his stick, 

It flew — ^with whizzing force reaounding — 
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And struck her heels — she gave a kick, 

And thro' the taneled fence went bounding ! 
** Oh ! holy Saints ! in mad despair, 

He mutter'd, as the beast deserted ; 
** Sure, if the owner finds her there, 

" 'Tis to the Pound she'll be transported !" 
With one quick, active, manly bound. 

He clear d the thorny hedge behind her. 
And swiftly ran, and searched around 

The spacious grassy lawn, to find her. 
But as he stray'd the glades among, 

New scenes of starthng wonder K>und him ; 
And heavenly sights and sounds of song, 

As bom of magic, rose around him. 
His way was los^his cow was gone — 

A stnuige sky seem'd to glitter o'er him ; 
Where'er ne timi'd, or wander'd on, 

A splendid desert spread before him. 
He paused — and to retrace his track 

Commenced, then stood again astounded ; 
For as he sought the pathway back, 
1 He went astray, yet more confounded. 
He leant against a giant tree. 

And gazed around, confused and weary ; 
Oh I bitter was his agony. 

To think of disappoinnng Mary ! 
Again he tried to wander roick. 

And lo I among the sylvans, gliding. 
He saw a horseman, dress'd in black. 

At headlong speed, against him riding ! 
** Oh ! Virgin ! am I dreaming now?" 

He murmur'd, staring at the stranger ; 
** Mycurse upon that thieving cow 

"That led me to this place of danger !" 
But as he wail'd his luckless lot. 

And all his sad mishaps recounted ; 
The horseman gallop'd to the spot. 

And from his mighty steed dismounted. 
The horse ran free — Patt kept his ground. 

As if chain'd down by spell of Fairy ; 
The rider, courteous, turn d around. 

And said — "Good-morrow, Patt O'Leary !" 

**Gk)od-morrow kindly, sir !" said Patt, 

Who felt new courage kindling o'er him ; 
And pulling off his tight straw hat, 

Made a respectful bow before him. 
"Who owns this place, sir ?" Patt went on, 

" I did not think the whole creation — 
" Earth, Ocean, Heaven, Stars, Moon, or Sun,- 

"Could show me such a fine pkmtc^ion. 
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** I've seen resplendent Eden Vale, — * 

** Of Thomond- vales the loveliest one ; — 
"I've seen Adare and Innisfail,t 

"Ballingar and Cahircon ! 
" Yet all their charms in one united, ' 

** Were but a desert waste to this ; 
" Never was human eye delighted 

"By such surpassing lovelmess !" 
The dark man answered, with a nod, 

" Friend, there is truth in thy opinion ; 
"No mortal foot, save thine, e'er trod 

" The splendid soil of my dominion ! 
" I am the lord of all you see, 

"And here are scenes still more exquisite ; 
" I'll show thee all — ^now follow me — 

"And thou shalt ne'er regret thy visit !" 



PABT in. 

Along a green path, side by side. 

Thro' ma^zy shades, they went together, 
While to his questions, Patt replied, 

'Bout Ireland's state, — ^the crops and weather ; 
And as they farther on advanced 

O'er lawn and woodland's rich expansion, 
A thousand sparkling glories danced 

Around them, as wey near'd the mansion. 
Patt stopp'd — then moved, with easy stride, 

His eye in wild amazement ranging ; 
And as he gazed, on every side. 

With brighter charms the scene was changing. 
At last the splendid fabric shone 

Full on his sight, so brightly beaming ; 
It seem'd one sdid diamond-stone. 

With varied hues of radiance gleaming. 
Such grandeur and magnificence 

Was never seen by eye of mortal ; ^ 
Patt almost lost his sight and sense 

Before the dome's resplendent portal ! 
Hij^ rose to Heaven the glittering towers, 

Their radiant windows all seem'd blazing 
Bright, as when May day's bridal flowers 

Upon their bridegroom Sun are gazing. 
But yet the wonder greater grew, 

For, looking towards the roof that crown'd it 
He saw, 'mid wavy shadows blue, 

Unnumber'd fishes darting round it : 



* Eden Vale, sear Ennis, in the county of Clare, 
t The Island of Inniafallen, in the Lake of Killamey. 
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And, hieh above his head, a boat 

(He plainly heard the oar-strokes splashing). 
In the clear star-li^ht seem'd to float 

Thro' the calm night-sky swiftly dashing. 
He saw the limpid azure nven 

At every dip the oars were taking ; 
And the whole burning plain of heaven 

In rapid fiery rings seem'd breaking ! 

On the vast jewell'd steps that led 

To the majestic Hall of Wonder, 
Patt stood half -dazzled and half dead. 

Venting his wild surprise in blunder : — 
** Lord I where am I ? — ^what's this here ? — 

** Or am I 'witch'd, or am I raving ? 
** I wish there were a doctor near 

" To tell me if I'm dead or living !" 
The dark man waved him to the door, — 

"Come on ! why do you thus refuse, sir ?'* 
Said Patt, "Before I soil the floor ; 

" Allow me to take off my shoes, sir !" 
" Come on I" the gloomy straneer roar'd, 

And frowning stamp'd with kindling fury ; 
Patt started like a frighten'd bird. 

And enter'd in a reckless hurry. 
But here a blinding rush of light, — 

All objects in its splendour i)right'ning — 
flash'd full upon his wounded sieht, 

like one fierce burst of midni^t lightning. 
" Am I in Heaven or Hell ?" he scream'd. 

With both his huids his eye-balls shading ; — 
"Come on !" the mystic host exclaim'd, 

" And tread the footsteps of my leading !" 
Patt thro' his fingers glanced around. 

And saw — with dread refulgence lighting — 
The Battle of Clontarf, renown'd. 

And all the Chieftains fiercely fighting ! 
Here roy%l Brian stood to view 

The movements of the action, gory, 
And there the regal Sunburst flew 

Above the field, in flaming glory ! 
He heard the blows — a thunderous flood — 

He saw the mighty princes d^ 
And thro' the crimson naze of bU 

He mark'd a sea of weapons flying. 
He saw the helmets burst like glass. 

And chasms in the ranks enlarging ; 
Where Morogh and the troops of Cas 

Upon the Danish host were charging. 
His bosom kindled at the fight, 

He dapp'd his hands in mad distraction ; 
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And, burning with a fierce delight, 

He made a rush to join the action ; 
The dark man laugh'd and held him ti^ht, — 

** Friend, tho' that scene, in thy conjecture, 
** Seems real and livinff to thy signt, 

** 'Tis but a false and airy picture !" 
He said, and drew him farther on. 

Where — ^towards the hall's illumined border — 
The glorious Siege of Limerick shone, 

Towers, walls, and hosts in martial order. 
Loud roar'd the red besiegers* guns ; 

The crashing wall is rent asunder, 
And o'er the ruin Limerick's sons 

Opposed the flaming metal thunder ! 
Here Sarsfield — like a god of fire 

Amid a conflagration striding — 
Thro' wreck and flame, and havoc dire, 

Upon the battle's wave seem'd riding ! 
The women cheer'd, and charg'd the foe. 

With stones and crags, and broken bottles ; 
While guns and bayonets, to and fro. 

Were dash'd about, and smash'd, like wattles. 
He saw the ramparts, in a blaze, 

All wavinc; as if built on swivels ; 
While Branaenburghers, in amaze, 

Were blown away, like flaming devils. 

Patt could contain himself no more : 

"Well done ! by heavens !" he fiercely shouted ; 
** Ho ! by tiiie thundering god of war ! 

''The cursed foreign tioieves are routed ! 
'* Take off your hold, sir — let me go ! 

** My madden'd brain on fire is swimming, 
" I'll whack a hundred of the foe ! 

" For Gk)d's sake, let me help the women !" 
Again the dark man laugh'd aloud — 

"Bold youth — I never knew a bolder — 
"There's other sights which, if I show'd, 

" Would drive to madness the beholder !" 

He tum'd from the martial scene. 

And walk'd along the hall of brightness ; 
With walls of f^tLTifrng eolden sheen. 

And marble-floor ot ^ttering whiteness. 
On, on they went thro beaming rooms. 

With ceilings, like the Spring sky, glowing. 
And scented, as if May's perfumes 

Dropp'd there from every sweet flower blowing. 
They reach'd a lofty corridor. 

So stately, spacious and extended. 
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Patt look'd amazed ! behind — ^before — 

But could not reckon where it ended. 
Here at one side, on seats of gold, 

All Thomond's minstrel band was shining, 
And at the other— proud and bold — 

Her Chiefs and Princes sat reclining. 
His cleaving battle-axe and spear, 

Stood bright beside each migh^ leader ; 
A Herald cried, ** there's no one here, 

'* But those that scourged the false Invader !" 
And as he spoke, a dreadful clang 

Of swords and shields, was heard to rattle ; 
The Bards all struck their harps and sang 

The soul-inspiring " Eye o/BoMle /" 
Hi^h swell'd the rin^g martial sound, 

A thousand tones in one uniting ; 
The Chiefs inflamed, grew furious round. 

And shook their arms in act of fighting. 
Patt felt the overpowering spell 

Brown all his senses in its ocean ; 
He reel'd around, and down he fell. 

And fainted, with his fierce emotion ! 



PAET IV. 

When Patt recover'd from his swoon. 

Collecting all his rambling senses ! 
Still on his hearing burst the tune. 

And on his sight the dreadful Pirinces. 
The dark man smiled, and raised him up, 

Presenting him a jewell'd meader ;* 
Patt quickly seized the flittering cup. 

Ana toasted every Bsucas Leader. 
A cheer, from all the regal throng, 

Burst, like the wind in winter oreary, 
And rung the shining halls along, 

With ** Bravo ! Bravo ! Patt O'Leary !" 
The dark man whisper'd in his ear, 

" Brave youth, as you're inclined to marry, 
' There's idle gold in cart-loads here, 

** Now take as much as you can carry !" 

Patt look'd around him, with a smile. 
And saw an open room revealing 

The precious metal, pile on pile. 
Bright rising to the painted ceiling. 

With one quick, wild, electric leap 

He bounded towiuxls the treasure glowing, 

* Andent Irish drinking oap. 
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And, diving in the dazzling heap, 

Fill'd hat and pockets overflowing. 
*^ Make haste ! young friend," the daxk man cries, 

" I mark the golden sun's returning, 
** And in the mistv eastern skies 

** I see the virgm star of morning. 
" Take my best blessing on thy head ! 

** Go and be happy, Patt O'Leary ! 
** And don't for once, delay to wed 

"My great-granddaughter, Mountain Mary ! 
** That nobly-born Balcassian girl — 

" It pierced my anxious heart with sorrow, 
"To thmk she'd wed a Saxon churl, 

"And stain the blood of MacNamara.* 
"Go, take her to thy manly breast, 

" Despite of her degenerate father ; 
" And lon^ may you and she be blest, 

" In wedlock's faithful bonds together. 
"My name were clouded with dis^ce, 

"If she were doomed to wed with any, 
" The sordid, treach'rous, perjured race 

"That robb'd us of our patnmony !" 

He said, and led him from the hall. 

Just as the mom began to render 
Her first, faint golden tinge to all 

The rich surrounding scene of splendour. 
An odorous wind the teee-tops stirr'd, 

Flinging their honied drops before him ; 
And in their boughs, each radiant bird, 

Appear'd a singing jewel, o'er him. 
Patt glanced around, with many a shirk. 

And stroked his beard, and rubb'd his throttle ; 
Drew out his knife and fell to work 

At cutting down a hazel wattle. 
The dark man spoke, with flashing brow — 

"Hurry, lest danger may come o'er thee ! 
" Lo ! yonder is thy lucky cow, 

"Go quick, and drive her on before thee !" 
Patt gazed at drimin, with surprise. 

As from the mead he ran to charge her, 
She look'd so monstrous, in his eyes. 

No three fat cows, in Clare, were larger. 

* A tradition, current in Glare, relates that Sheeda MacNamara. one of 
the Lords of Clancuilen, was carried into Cullane Lake by a lake horse 
which he had caught and tamed for his own use. This romantic transaction 
occurred when the chieftain was on a hunting excursion in the districts 
adjoining the lake. The rock firom which the unnatural animal leaped, 
oearing his rider to a watery grave, is still pointed out by the peasantry, 
haying the impression of horse-shoes visible on its surface. It is believed 
that he resides in the lake, like O'Donoghue in that of Kiilamey ; and the 
legend fiuther says, that Sheeda will yet appear at the head of a Dalcas- 
sian army, to assist in the regeneration of Ireland. There are more delusive 
prophedes of this sort in droolation. 
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The silent glory of the dawn 

Blush'd wro the white mist's floating curls. 
Covering alley, grove, and lawn, 

With molten gold and liquid pearls ! 
Breathing a melody of joy, 

Thro' amber heaa the streams were flowing, 
Appearing to the wondering eye, 

Xike si^er in a furnace, glowing. 
Large, radiant flowers laugh'd off their sweets 

To gaJes, in love around them dying, 
And 'mid the silvan, grand retreats. 

Myriads of airy hsurps were sighing ! 
Such were the scenes Patt's eye beheld, 

The heaven-created valley leaving ; 
He mark'd, with brimful sorrow filPd, 

The trees a lasting farewell waving ! 

Now towards the entrance gate he drew. 

The dark man flung it wide asunder ; 
Patt, blind with gusmng tears, pass'd thro'. 

And heard it close in clanging thunder. 
He look'd behind — ^the scene was gone — 

A thrill of wonder gather'd o'er nim ; 
For, nothing save the blue Lake shone, 

With all its silver curls, before him. 
Was it a splendid dream of youth ? 

No ; let the sneering world doubt him. 
For he had tokens of its truth, 

Li golden evidence, about him ! 
Was he not independent now ? — 

His bosom swell'd with lofty pleasure, 
As thinking where, or what, or now, 

He miffht expend his ample treasure. 
He twirl d his hazel in the air. 

And felt as playful as a fairy. 
As off he tramp'd to Tulla fair. 

To meet his darling Mountain Mary. 
He wonder'd wh^ his beard had grown, 

Li one short mght, so large and lengthy ; 
It seem'd as if 'twere never mown 

During his days, for summers twenty. 

When he arrived at Tulla fair, 

He sold his cow, and sought his Mary ; 
And half the bovs and eirls of Clare, 

Rush'd to shake hands with Patt O'Leary. 
** Arrah ! where were you, this whole year, Patt? 

** Oh ! welcome home ! you darling jewel ! 
"Twelve months away — by this and that — 

" You've treated your poor Mary cruel !" 
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'* Where is my CoUeen ?" Patt replied. 

Wheeling ms stick and wildly leaping ; 
**I*m here !" the joyful maiden cried, 

Clasping his outstretched hand, and weeping. 
*' Oh ! Patt ! 7710 bochaiUf tell me now ! 

** Where did you go ? why did you leave me ? 
"I thought you wouldn't break your vow — 

"I thought you never would deceive me !" 
Hegazed, astonish'd, at the maid, 

lEGs sparkling blue eves stared and started ; 
** Wh^, zoimds ! sure twas last night," he said, 

'* Smce, at the heather bank, we parted !" 
" *Twas last night twelve months !" Mary cried, 

** Ask all your friends, the Macs and Learys ; 
'< And sure *twas rumour 'd, far and wide, 

" That you were taken by the fairies !" 
'* Faith ! 'tis a year or more, at least, 

** Since you were miss'd !" said Darby Drury : 
" By heaven ! I wouldn't b'lieve the Priest I" 

Boar'd Patt, with one wild burst of fury. 
"Mary, my darling CoUeen Ogef 

"In joy or grief, you're always pleasant ; 
"When did you see that Saxon rogue ? 

" Or is he m the fair at present ? 
" He's at the fair !" the maid replied, 

"I saw him lately, with my father ; 
"Near yonder meadow's dewy side 

" They met and talk'd, an hour, together ; 
"My father, on my marriage bent, 

" Press'd me, with many a soft persuasion ; 
" But I refused to give consent, 

" With many a tear and sly evasion ! 
"He swore, he'd force his stem command, 

"To make me wed a heartless * ruffian ;' 
"But, ere I'd give the churl my hand, 

"My bridal bed would be the coffin !" 
" Mary !" said Patt, before we part, 

" This very day we shall be wed ; 
"And for their plans to break your heart, 

"I'll break the Saxon fellow's head!" 

Into a tent he shoved the crowd, 

A roaring scene of mirth begun ; 
Tom Ryan tuned his ba^ipes loud. 

And played the soothing Drinan Bonn ; 
Patt pranced with Mary, up and down. 

And startled pipes and piper fairly ; 
* You squeaking devil, change your tune — 

" Give us * The Wind tkcU shakes the Barley t* 
The Captain furiously rush'd in. 

And fiercely swore — "By heavens, Mary ! 
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" 111 shoot you dead, if once again 

** I see you with that scamp, O'Leary !" 
Roar'd Patt — ** You sordid, heartless brute ; 

** That never had a manly feeling ! 
" Take a return of your salute !" 

He said, and knock'd the Captain reeling. 
His servant to the barrack ran. 

Proclaiming the eventful story ; 
Out rush'd the redcoats, every man, 

With bayonets fix'd for war and glory. 
At once a conflict scour'd the fair ! 

Sticks flew, as if a sudden storm 
Had blown a forest thro' the air ; 

On every side inflicting harm ; 
Foreheads were scalp'd, and heads were whack'd. 

Eyes bump'd, and arms dislocated ; 
Faces tattooed, and noses crack'd, 

And friends and foes alike prostrated. 
Patt, with his wattle of the Lake, 

Clear'd the whole fair-green, in a minute ; 
A f oeman fell, at every flake, 

As if a ten-horse power was in it. 
The Captain's foil'd — the close of night 

Beheld the Reverend Father Cleary, 
Reading the sacred nuptial rite 

For honest Patt and faithful Mary. 



THE ANGEL'S VISIT. 

In the calm, still haze of a sweet spring eve. 

When the dew-pearls whiten'd tne plain ; 
I sat on the bank, where the fairies weave 

The gossamer's spangled chain ; 
While the stream croon'd a hymn by the shore's green rim 

Where virgin spring-buds listen'd 
'Mid the vernal blades, and their roseate heads 

With crystal circlets glisten'd ! 
The sun's red ring in the dreamy West, 

With a safi&on veil was shaded ; 
And his burning crown, as he sank to rest, 

To a glittering ember faded ; 
While behind me, in the dark North skies. 

Was a lovely rainbow glowing ; 
With cloudlets, steep'd in its triple dyes, 

.Round its diamond crescent flowing. 
And that heavenly crescent grew and glow'd 

With a richer and purer ray, 
like a diadem dropp d from the brow of God, 

While watching His angels' play. 
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And the 8affi:t)n veil which the sun had worn, 

With a ruddier ^old-tinge shone ; 
like the crimson ^ance of a wintry mom, 

When the frosty mists are gone ; 
And the hills — the grand eternal hills — 

Have their beautStul snow-crowns on. 

My spirit was steep'd in the simset charm, 

And I saw, 'mia the yellow gloaming, 
A glorious white-robed maiden form 

Out of the sun-mist coming I 
And she floated along over field and wood, 

With her snow-cloud garment splendid ; 
Till before me in the blue air she stood. 

Above the calm meadow, suspended. 
The wavy rings of her glistening curls 

Fell down, uke a star-beam's glow. 
On the dazzling cluster of rose-hued pearls 

That bum'd on her robe of snow. 
Whose billowy folds, like a sunburst grand. 

Far under her feet were waving ; 
Till she seem'd 'mid a sparkling surge to stand. 

With its foam-fringe round her heaving. 

Long, lon^ ago, in my youth's May hours. 

When ttie dreams of my soul were bright ; 
I flung her one of my heart's wild flowers 

That grew in her beauty's light ; 
But she died ere this mournful Earth had given 

One tear her young eye to gem ; 
For her beautiful sisters above in heaven, 

Ask'd God to call her to them. 
With the glow of Fara|dise in her eyes, 

Aiid its love on her sweet face playing ; 
She linger'd, above me in the skies. 

From the Land of the angels straying. 
For she came to show me a glimpse of the joy 

Which God gives the virtuous-hearted ; 
Then she sail'd, like a white star, back to the sky. 

And thro' its gray shadows departed. 

As o'er a deep lake floats a beauteous swan. 

Thro' aerial mist she sped ; 
And smiling look'd up as she glided on. 

Mid the splendour that round her spread ; 
Along the galaxy's snowy height. 

On a silver line she trod. 
O'er the rainbow's purple rim of light. 

On her way to the Palace of God. 
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Froii tke ^utm iy cimiciiyaid to tke duk 

Same ike Antk. of tke ovi or tke lone n^gjbl-vmdv 4^ 

The modooles diadavs lie flOent sftd deeply 
As llie duk "nanov lioue^ wkere Ike deftd 
And llie gUiiilj plaiiiB» rttcy 'd m ike noon s Inzy 

to peii tiieir §u iim nlw of 



And wnngi lus pale handsy vith a low pcDsire gnmn, 

T4MikTn g ttf w aid 8tiie di i u < Aj aid wketette bine ■ifttooii diiiie! 

Tia Gatfaol llacCiiitiii,t tiie Baid of CBnen. 

Ah ! well tiie heholdw nd^t read in lus face 

The heait-iootod aorrow tliat banished lus peace ; 

Deep aorniw for EUen, tiie lordieBt maid 

That e'er in llie dost of KiDedy was laid. 

When llie yootfas and tiie maidens^ last smuiT May moni, 

Hdd tlieir tanmnt>r ^KVtB Under tiie fragrant white tfaom ; 

TIm^ crowned gentle EDen tlieir beanteoos May Queen, 

Anatk loTehcr or £airer one nercr was seen. 

But a dnS^ ckmd suddenly darkened the son. 

And a c6m,Atamj squall shiook. the trees, and was gone ; 

And young filen was lifted aboTe the greoi plain 

On the wings of that weird Uast, and dashed down again. 

Then motionless on the damp sward she redined. 

With a mist on her eyes, and a dond on her mind ; 

And her Toioe had a dreaiy sepoldural tone. 

As if that wild squall had just left her its own. 

Her weeping ccm^Mnituis assisted her htune. 

And laid her to rest in her white oottage-roran ; 



• The fields of KOImIj are tiaditionyiy od^inisd as &Toarite haimtiof 
llie Faixy tnbe. 

t Sir Walter Seott, in his notes to Bokeby, speaks of MaeCoxtin as a 
Bunstral of high ability. He was fiaid to DoDoagfa O^Brien of Thomond, 
bat on tike sabmisnoa of that chief to the Ri^liah poww, MacCurtin 
indignantlj itirised his degenera^ of sjurit and qmttad his house. 
(yBneD, wronc^t to pasnon bj the aoTerity of the satire, Towed Tengeance 
on the spirited Bkrd, who flew for protection to llacCarthy, prince of 
Desmond, and reeeiTed honoiir and support at the hands of that noble and 
genexoas Cbieflain. Some time after, (XBrien met the Bard, and areoon- 
ctliatioo was tiie rasolt of the meeting. He died in 1609. after the " FlifffU 
<ff the BarU^** and at the time of the wholesale oonfiscations of the finest 
lank «f ixeland. 
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But ere the sun sank to his ocean repose, 

The caome, for the lovely departed one, rose. 

And the matrons, who scatter'd wild flowers on her bed, 

Declared that they knew not the face of the dead. 

And, an herb- woman said that in Greenaun's lone dell 

The beauteous young Ellen was living and well ; 

That the power of the Fairies the dear one convey'd 

To their monarch, who long was in love with the maid ; 

That the pale wither'd corpse, which was deck'd with Buch 

care, 
Was a fairy, instead of the maiden, left there. 
And, whoever would watch for nine nights, on the plain, 
By the river, would rescue young Ellen again. 

And, each night, since the coffin was laid in the grave. 

Her lover has stray'd by the wild river- wave ; 

With his heart's weary hope in dark war with despair, 

Expecting his Ellen would come to him there. 

But the cum moonlight fog, and the sad bird of night. 

And the cold stars, were all that appeared to his sight ; 

The river roll'd on, with its deep sullen tone, 

And the landscape slept, 'rouna it, all lovely and lone. 

Now, the ninth weeping night, o'er the broad Shannon, threw 

Its mist-skirted shadows of silver and blue ; 

And the fallen clouds mantled the river and plain. 

From lonely Killeely to shady Parteen. 

The Aurora Borealis was shooting on high 

Its arrows of flame in the North's sullen sky. 

And the moonbeam, that on the cold river-haze shone, 

like a broad silver belt, o'er the waters was thrown. 

The bell has toll'd twelve, and the world is at rest, 

And the white moon has travell'd half-way to the West ; 

And a tall female figure appears by the tide. 

But, her step leaves no track on the bank's dewy side ; 

And her thin airy robe looks so white and so cold. 

The light of the moon seems to freeze in each fold. 

Her person speaks beauty, her bearing is proud. 

And she moves like the shade of a golden May cloud. 

Yet her dim, atrial form no shadow hath cast, 

And, the dew lies imstirr'd on the grass where she pass'd. 

And, Cathol springs forward the fair one to greet. 

But he stands as if magic had fetter'd his feet. 

And his hair grows erect, and his blood seems to freeze, 

For, it is not his own gentle Ellen he sees ; 

But, one whose dark shadowy grandeur of face 

Resembled the deep solemn aspect of space. 

Thro' the parted clouds seen, on a cold night of snow, 

When Earth lies in silence and whiteness oelow. 

And her voice — ^like the wind on a blue autumn-hill, 

Sighing o'er the brown fern — ^was dismal and shrill. 

3 
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" Young Minstrel of Thomond's green valleys ! by me. 
Thy Ellen commissions a message to thee ; 
She bids thee, conducted by me, to repair 
To the grand Fairy hall of the Palace of Air ; 
And bear her away from the spells of the King, 
Ere he puts on her finger the bright wedding ring 1" 

Then, Cathol replied — " Oh 1 whoever thou art, 
Conduct me, at once, to the maid of my heart ; 
Where'er be her dwelling, in air, earth, or sea, 
Tho' life were the forfeit, I'll go there with thee ! 
From my home, by the dear-flowing Fergus, I strayed. 
To tiie banks of the Shannon, to woo the young maid ; 
But since the sweet colleen was stolen away. 
The sky is my roof and my couch is the clay ; 
In O'Brien's proud hall there's no sweet voice of song, 
And the angry Chief wonders what keeps me so long !" 

Then, she laid on his arm her chill snowy hand, 
And lifted him up from the green dewy strand ; 
As the hawk bears the lark, or an eagle a hare, ^ 
She upheld him, and bore him along thro' the air ; 
Towards the old ruin'd Church of mlleely* she b^ds, 
And on the green skirt of the graveyard descends. 
And Cathol stood gazing, in voiceless surprise, 
Where a palace, in glory, arose on his eyes ; 
Its windows and wsQIb were with diamonds illumed. 
And its halls with the brightest of roses perfumed ; 
The towers were like crystal, and rising so high. 
Their tall heads were lost in the blue of the sky. 
The pillars were silver, the ceilings rich coral, 
The doors purest gold, and the floor whitest pearl ; 
The walls, like a spring-sky, transparently blue, 
Let the light of the moon and the star-lustre thro*. 

Thro' the rich halls of splendour the minstrel was led 

To a pompous saloon where a banquet was spread ; 

The tables were flaming with silver and gold, 

And so laden with dainties, no more comd they hold. 

Ladies and Lords of distinction were there. 

With bright looks of pleasure, that never knew care ; 

And Heroes that oft led the battle's advance. 

And, white-headed Ollamhs, and Knights of the lance. 

* The ancient chnrch of Eilleely was founded by St. Leila, the sister of 
St. Munohion. It stood near the north-west bank of the Shannon, in the 
County of Clare, and not far from the western suburbs of Idmeriok. There 
is not a vestige of the old church remaining. Cromwell dismantled it, and 
used the stones in erecting forts while besieging Limerick. Her sister, Rose, 
built the little Church of Eilrush, now known as Old Church, the residence 
of the Hon. Robert O'Brien ; and her younger brother, Quaan, built the 
Tenerable Church of Eilqaaan, commonly known as Farteen. In Eilleely, 
lit intened the remains of the great Irish Histoxian, SylTester O'BaUann. 
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There were dancing and laughing, and music and wine, 
And robes flashing rich with the wealth of the mine : 
And healths drank, and songs sung, and high toasts proposed, 
And war feats recited, and love feats disclosed. 

So vast was the number of guests in that hall. 
His dazzled eye fail'd to distinguish them all ; 
But many he knew, whose cold ashes were laid. 
For years, in the dark silent house of the dead ; 
Noble chiefs slain in battle, and maids who died young. 
Whose biers he attended — whose requiems he sung — 
Were all there, as blooming, elated and gay, 
As if life gave new beauty and fire to their clay. 

He had seen in MacCarthy's high palace of pride. 
Gallant chieftains and lords at the banquet preside ; 
He had seen beauteous women and chivalrous men. 
In the old regal haUs of renown'd Inchiquin. 
He had been, in his travels, thro' rich Inisfiul, 
In the grand festive mansion of kingly O'Neill : 
But never, till now, did his wonder-struck sight 
Behold an assemblage so gorgeous and bright. 

The B«d Hand of Nial and the proud Flag of Clare, 

With their mottoes "LamhDearg" and "Lamh Ladir," were 

there ; 
And the Sunburst, that Brian to victory bore, 
Flash'd between, with its radiant field sprinkled with gore. 
And the Bard, as the old banners glanced on his view. 
Wildly shouted, '* Lamh Bearg ! and Lamh Ladir ! Aboo !"* 
At once, to their feet, all the nobles upsprung. 
And the hall with the thunder of dasning steel rung ; 
And the banners were grasp'd, and each E^ght struck his 

targe, 
And the wild ringing *'Bara Boo" sounded the charge ; 
But, a sage-looking herald, with beard white and long. 
Leapt amongst them, and cool'd down the fire of the throng. 

Then, the solemn and shadowy Spirit that led 

The steps of the Bard to the halls of the Bead ; 

Caught up his right hand and poured out on its palm 

A sweet fairy ointment, of mamcal balm ; 

And pointed to where, by the King's jewell'd throne, 

A large golden harp on tne crystal wall shone ; 

With those words written o'er it, in letters of light, 

Which were traced by the hand of some star-haunting sprite ; 

" Whoever shall strike this great Harp's magic string, 

ShaU vanquish the power of the dread Fairy King /" 

* The war-criM of the O'Neills and the O'BrieuB. 
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Then, Mac Curtin, embolden'd, press'd on thro' the hall, 
Amid bright ranks of ladies and nobles, and all ; 
And advanced to the foot of the diamond-built throne. 
Where the large golden harp on the crystal wall shone. 
On that throne sat the monarch, resplendently crown'd, 
With his marshals, and nobles, and heralds, around ; 
On his left his high-gifted Ard Filea was seen, 
On his ri^ht sat young Ellen, elected his Queen ; 
The Bard made obeisance, and bowed himself down, 
The King, in acknowledgment, bent his rich crown ; 
But Ellen, alternately bmsh'd, and grew pale. 
And shaded her face in her white bridal veil. 
MacCurtin still kept on the gold harp his glance, 
The guards drew their swords and opposed his advance ; 
And the noise of the revelry ceased thro' the hall, 
And, they sat as if terror had frozen them all. 

The Bard never heeded but stretch'd forth his hand, 

And took down the instnmient, radiant and grand ; 

And touched its weird chords, whose wild, wonderful sound 

Made the towers and the shining halls tremble around ; 

The guests started up and looked on, in surprise, 

With their wrapt, listening souls rushing out from their eyes, 

While the Bara struck the magical strings to the tune 

Of that angel of harmony, " Eilleen Aroon!" 

Fixed as statues stood herald, and noble, and knight. 

And the ladies fell off in a swoon of delight ; 

And Ellen flung by her rich diadem of pride, 

And sprung from the throne to her loved Cathol's side. 

Who clasp'd her, and cried out, *' Oh ! King ! be it known. 

Thy spells are subdued, and this maid is my own !" 

Then the monarch srew wrathful, and leaped from his throne, 

And broke the gold harp of the wonderful tone ; 

A murmur arose, and a shadow of gloom, 

like a thundercloud, swept o'er the sheen of the room. 

The crow of a cock on the night-gale was heard. 
The palace thrice rock'd, and the lights disappear'd ; 
And a voice cried aloud, " It is day ! it is day !" 
And the guests rush'd, confusedly and wildly, away. 
The rich diamond walls into vapour were thrown, 
And Cathol was left, with his Ellen, alone. 



miSH BEAUTY AND EASTEBJ^ PERIS. 

AiB. — ^^ Send round the wine" 

Oh ! I think, when I see thy bright amber locks stream, 
like the light sunset haze, o'er the snow of thy breast, 

Of those Peris of love that our Bard, in his dream. 
Had seen in the rich pearl-isles of the East. 
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But if ever a Peri, of beauty and light, 
Delighted to play 'mid the beams of the moon ; 

I'd swear thou wert one, had I seen thee, at night, 
Mid the odours of May or the roses of June. 

Had his wizard-eye seen the young dawn of thy smiles — 

In thy springday of beauty — he never would roam 
To sing Peri-spells in the East's pearl-isles, 

And forget he had Peris more lovely at home. 
He may boast of the beauiy that smiles in the East I 

Yet we know not what dross may be mix'd with the ore 
But here, in our own sunny Isle of the West, 

We have beauty and virtue— could angels have more ? 

Yes ! virtue as pure as the morning's first c^leam ! 

And lips rich and sweet as the flowers of the grove ; 
And eyes breathing spells in their heart-melting beam ! 

And bright faces made to the image of love. 
Then drink to our own Irish girls, and pray 

That the sun of their beauty may never have night ; 
But shine on undimm'd thro' their life's rosy day. 

With the snow of their virtue still pure in its light. 



YOUNG ELLEN OF THE GROVE. 

How blushing and bright the calm, sweet, summer mom 
Beholds her red face in the stream's glossy sheen ; 

The light zephyrs breathe on the white flowering thorn, 
And waste all its sweets round the dew sheeted green. 

The lark pours his hymn 'mid the clouds' yellow splendour 
The brown willow nods o'er the river's blue rim ; 

The wild rose peeps out from its brier-throne, so slender. 
With the weight of its dewy crown bending its stem. 

Bloom on, ye young flowers, in the fields' vernal shadows ! 

Sing on, ye wild songsters, to nature and love ! 
'Twas here 'mid the bright summer light of those meadows, 

I first saw young Ellen, the Queen of the Grove. 

White was her breast of love, red was her lip above, 
Bich was her cheek, like a flower in full blow ; 

Graceful and bright o'er her eye's dancing light 
Rose her brow, like a lily bent over a sloe. 

" Queen of the sunny locks ! hear me ! oh, hear me ! 

Wert thou sent to the earth on a mission of love ? 
What news from the angels ? oh ! sweet one, come near me ! 

And tell me some tale of thy sisters above 1" 
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One kind smfle I wanted — ^the faTonr was granted — 
Then off thro' the wild-flowers she sprang, like a roe ; 

And the daisy-bells sweet seem'd to ^[aze at her feet. 
Admiring tiieir shape, and comparing their snow. 

When Nature all glowing with sunshine and showers, 
Awoke from the couch of her wintry repose ; 

She smiled on the green earth, and forth blnsh'd the flowers, 
She gazed on young Ellen, and painted the rose. 



N 



MONABRAHER.* 
Aeb. — " OamaviUa" 

Fairy shades of Monabraher ! 

Airy meads of Monabraher ! 
There the skylark pours his earliest song. 

To welcome spring in Monabraher. 
Oh ! many a lovely summer's eve. 

Whilst fell the sunset's deepening shadows ; 
I lingered by the pale blue wave, 

To breathe the sweetness of thy meadows. 

Fairy shades of Monabraher, &c. 

'Twas there my heart's first dream of love 

Took many a fairy-wing'd tranaition ; 
And wild miagmation wove 

Her sunny webs of golden vision. 
And when my young eye beauty sought, 

'Twas in thy airy shades I saw her ; 
And there my wrapt soul kindled thought 

That burst to song^in Monabraher. 

Fairy shades of Monabraher, &c. 

Of all the Sim-bright summer scenes 

That smile round Shannon's pleasant river ; 
Woodclad hills and shamrock plains, 

In Nature's beauty rich for ever : 
There's none can yield my heart such joy 

As Monabraher's meadows bowery ; 
There Love and Fancy lit my eye. 

And Nature taught me lessons flowery. 

Fairy shades of Monabraher, &c. 

* Moina-m-brathar, ie., the Friars' Bog. It formerly belonged to the 
Dominicanii, and was the scene of a great battle, a description of which if 
to be found in this volmne. Some years ago this historic plain was 
beautified by Robert Hunt, Esq.. J. P., of Limerick. He planted it with 
a great number of trees, which giye it a fine woodland appearance. 
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DRAHERIN MACHREE.* 
Aeb. — ^^ Drahefrin O MachreeJ** 

I OBIEVE when I think on the dear happy da3r8 of my youth, 
When all the bright dreams of this faithless world seem'd truth ; 
When I strayed thro* the green wood, as gay as a midsummer- 

Dee, 
In brotherly love with my Draherin O Mcuihree ! 

Together we lay in the sweet-scented meadows to rest, 
Together we watched the gay lark as he sung o'er his nest, 
Together we pluck'd the red fruit of the fragrant hawtree, 
And I loved, as a sweetheart, my DraheHn O Machree ! 

His form was straight as the hazel that grows in the glen. 
His manners were courteous, and social, and gay amongst men; 
His bosom was white as the lily on summer's green lea — 
His God's brightest image was Draherin O Machree I 

Oh ! sweet were his words as the honey that falls in the night. 
And his young smiling face like the May-bloom was fresh, and 

as bright ; 
His eyes were like dew on the flower of the sweet apple-tree ; 
My heart's spring and summer was Draherin O Machree I 

He went to the wars when proud England united with France, t 
His regiment was first in the red battle-charge to advance ; 
But when night drew its veil o'er the gory and life-wasting fray. 
Pale, bleeding, and cold lay my DrSierin O Machree ! 

Oh ! if I were there, I'd watch over my darling's last breath ! 
I'd wipe his cold brow, and I'd soften his pillow of death ; 
I'd pour the hot tears of my heart's melting anguish o'er thee I 
Oh ! blossom of beauty ! my Draherin Machree I 

Perhaps, in his death-pangs, he wish'd that his loved one were 

near 
To clasp his cold hand, with a fond-breathingprayer, and a tear ! 
As he ^p'd all neglected, with none but his Maker to see, 
And pity, my poor dying Draherin Machree ! 

Now I'm left to weep, like the sorrowful bird of the night. 
This earth and its pleasures, no more shall afford me delight ; 
The dark narrow grave is the only sad refuge for me. 
Since I lost my heart's darling — ^my Draherin O Machree ! 

My soul has exhausted its treasure of tears for my love ! 
He comes to my dreams, from his home in the regions above ; 
I long for the hour when my grief -worn spirit is free. 
To meet in those regions my Draherin O Machree I 

* Little brother of my heart. 

t Referring to the Battle of Inkermaa, where thie yonng Irishmaa ttlil. 
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THE PEASANT'S STORY. 

When ehoweiy's Aprirs golden sky 
O'er Nature's birth shed tears of joy ! 
I strayed a happy, careless boy, 

By Garna's fairy river : 
My days were pearls in Time's bright flood, 
And my heart was like the honey bud, 
Fresh opening in the vernal wood, 

By Gama's fairy river.* 

But Love's young footstep left its trace 
Upon the calm dew of my peace. 
Since first I saw sweet Peg^'s face, 

"By Gama's fairy nver. 
May momm^, with her misty curls. 
Bright beanung on her throne of pearls, 
Comd only peer my queen of girls, 

!By Gama s fairy river. 

Sweet was the hour, and bright the day, — 
The com waved an emerald sea, — 
When Peggy gave her heart to me, 

fiy Gama's fairy river. 
Her wedding ^ests were love and truth ; 
Her bridal hafl, my humble hut ; 
Her dow'ry, beauty, health, and youth ; 

By Gama s fairy river. 

Lake dewdrops on the shamrock sod, 
Our simple hearts with one light glow'd ; 
We Uvea and loved, and tha^'d our GU)d ! 

By Gama's fairy river. 
To know the world we had no wish — 
Our neighbours were the lark and thrush ; 
Our summer shade, the flowering bush, 

By Gama's fairy river. 

Thro' winter's showers and summer's sun. 
Our peaceful thread of life we spun ; 
And nonest was the bread we won 

By Gama's fairy river : 
But tyranny our poor hut found. 
And razed its clay walls to the sround ; 
Oh ! God, what tears our young hopes drown'd ? 

By Gama's fairy river. 

* Literally O'Cearneigh. It flows thro' Siz-Bule-Bridge into tht 
Shannon, below Bunratty Oastla 
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That lowly hut to us had been 

As good as court to King and Queen ; 

While love and peace endear'd the scene 

By Gama's fairy river. 
Grief laid my blue-eyed 'reggv low ; 
To lords and laws I tum'd a foe, 
And slew the author of our woe, 

By Gama's fairy river. 



BROWN-HAIRED JANE. 

AiB. — " ^Gra Machree." 

The Moon behind the Cratloe hills 

Has hid her silver horn ; 
And o'er the dewy summer-woods 

Appears the yellow mom. 
The skylark high in heaven's blue fields, 

SiuOT sweet his early lay ; 
And Nature in her vernal arms 

Has clasp'd the bright young Bay. 

Oh, kingly Sun ! that brightens heaven 

And dnnks the sparkling dew ! 
And spreads a golden robe of light 

Upon the mountains blue : 
Yet, linger in thy radiant course 

Along the Western main ! 
And fling thy glo^ round the bark 

That heskva my Brown-hair'd Jane ! 

Among green Meelick's dewy fern. 

In lifers young dawn, we play'd ; 
Her smiles were like the rosy beams 

That gild the green wood shade ; 
Her eye was clearer than the spring 

That f eeds^the woodland rills ; 
Her step was lighter than the haze 

That veils the autumn hills. 

Her hand was like the daisy's rim ; 

Her robe of stainless white ; 
Her brow like summer's moonUght-mist 

On Shannon's wave, at night ; 
Her cheek was softer than the dew 

On Coonagh's' twilight plain — 
You'd think that Nature m a dream 

Conceived my Brown-hair'd Jane. 

There's many a radiant maiden-flower 
In Cratloe's mountain-shades ; 

But she, the bright (jueen-rose of all, 
Is gone from Meehck's meads ; 
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And summer now looks on those fields, 

As if their sunny green 
Had lost its May-bloom slow, and died 

With grief for Brown-hair'd Jane. 

Among green MeeUck's air7 bowers 

Her homely father dwelTd ; 
Till one, he deem'd a kindred friend, 

Usurp'd the lands he held ; 
Then for Columbia's distant wilds 

He took the western main ; 
And far from Meelick's rural shades 

He bore my Brown-hair'd Jane. 



THE DEATH OP MOROGH. 

Dabk Prince of the Dalgais I high ofiBspring of Heber ! 
Nerve of brass, never weary of battle's fierce labour I 
Thou, in whose presence the mighty stood trembling. 
When hosts for the red work of death were assembunff ! 
As the burning flash leaps from a thunder-cloud horrid, 
And shatters to fragments the mountain's black forehead; 
Thus thro' the fierce battle-surge burst thy dread form. 
With the strength of the flash, and the sweep of the storm. 

'Round thy red path the brass-coated giants lay riven. 
With their blood-oozing death- wounds wide-gaping to heaven 
Thro* all the long day, 'mid the iron surge heaving. 
Thy axe of destruction was crashing and cleaving ; 
While, with wild eyes dilating, the fear-stricken foeman 
Stood pale in amaze at thy strength superhimian ;* 
He thought that some fire-arm'd Spirit of wonder, 
Leap'd cfown on his ranks, from the house of the thunder. 

Strong as the ocean-cliff— fleet as the beaele, 
Pierce as an an^ry god — ^proud as the easle, 
Thou wert on tnat grim day of bloodshed and ruin. 
When hosts lay like grass that the mower is strewing ; 
When kings from the height of their glory were tumbled. 
And proud heads of tribes in the lowly dust humbled ; 
Thou hast stood like a hill, while the forests, that crown'd it, 
All blasted and broken, lay prostrate around it. 

'Mid the bursting of ranks and the smashing of armour, 
Th^ axe hiss'd and tore, as the plough of the farmer 
Drives on thro' the field, the brown stubble upturning ; 
Or the rush of the flame when a city is burning. 

* Tmdition retatee that many of the Danes, on beholding the draadftd 
havoc and carnage committed by Morogh, at the Battle ofClontarf; ttood 
paralysed with amazement. It is also said that the stroke of his battle-aza 
was heard distinctly, by spectators, ringing aboTt the tomnlt and dash of 
the conflict. 
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In the charge of the giants, thy step was the prondest ; 
'Mid the thunder of weapons, thy blow rung the loudest ; 
And thy steel made the gaps in the bleedine hosts deeper — 
Their squadrons were com, but thou wert me reaper. 

To the cool spring the warrior retires from the slaughter, 
And bathes his swell'd hand in the crystal-bright water ; 
That hand in whose might lay the fate of a Nation, 
The fortune of battle — all Erm's salvation. 
On his armour the blood of the sea-kings is streaming, 
His fire-flashing eyes, like two meteors, are gleaming : 
With a thousand bold sword-strokes his cuirass is battered, 
And the plume of his helmet hangs broken, and shattered. 

With the rush of a whirlwind, he's back te the battle. 

Hark ! the clang and the crash of his blows, how they rattle ; 

Lo I the clouds of the combat the fierce chief environ 

With a deluge of blood, and a tempest of iron ; 

Pile on pile, the invaders fall cloven before him. 

Behold, where he fights, a thick blood-mist is o'er him ; 

See round him the swords, how they dance, flash, and quiver. 

In one leaping flood, like the fall of a river, 

Hast thou heard the ice-mail of the winter-lake roaring, 
When a thick shower of hail on its surface is pouring ; 
While the thawing snow-flood, from the white hills, sweeps 

o'er it. 
And bursts the cold doors of its bondage before it ; 
The waves dance, like spirits of freedom new-risen ; 
And fling to the shore the gray wreck of their prison. 
So burst the mail'd ranks where fierce Morogh rush'd thro* 

them. 
So the iron-clad sea-giants grt)an'd as he slew them. 

The silver-hair'd Ruler of Erin, stands gazing 
On that death-cover'd plain, where the coml^t is blazing ; 
And he sees the dread war-axe of Satric the valiant. 
Hewing down the tall ranks of Clan Eoghain* the gallant ; 
And he cries, '* Lo, yon giant I my son, go defeat him !" 
And Morogh obevs, and springs forward to meet him ; 
He drives thro' the war, with the rush of the thunder ; 
And, thro' helmet and armour, cleaves Satric asunder. 

The sun to the ocean's red wave is retiring, 
And the battle still rages with wrath unexpiring ; 
But the chiefs of the north, with the jackets of mail. 
Are all smash'd by the axes of mighty Clan Tail ;t 

* The EngeniaiiB, clans of South Munster, of the stock of the MaoCarthy 
More, descended from Eugene or Owen More, who conquered " Conn of the 
Hundred Battles/' and compelled him to divide the country equally between, 
them. 

t The Dalcassians, descended ftom Connac Cas, the brother of Owen 
Mora. 



36 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND, 

With their huge frames divided, they lie in grim ridges, 

like oaks split asunder by strong iron wedges. 

On their midl, hack'd and shattered, their heart's blood is 

crusting, 
And their weapons, beside them, lie broken and rusting. 

By a mound of slain heroes, whose blood-gputs were raining, 
The fierce Morogh stands, 'gainst the horrid pile leaning ; 
His right hand — ^no longer his country's protection — 
Is swoll'n and powerless, from dealing destruction ; 
He glares all around, with the eye of a lion, 
From the host of Clan Tail to the tent of King Brian ; 
And his face, like a spirit's, with lightning seems burning. 
For the red scale of victory, for Erm, is turning. 

The Prince* of the Sea-Robbers stands to survey him, 
He sees him disabled, and rushes to slay him ; 
With war-axe uplifted and flashing, he came on, 
With the stride of a god, and the frown of a demon ; 
Morogh grasps the strong chief, with his left hand upswings 

hmi. 
And shakes off his armour, then prostrate he flings him ; 
Press'd the sword^thro' his frame — ^but the Dane, ere he died, 
Grasp'd the skian of great Morogh, and opened his side. 

As falls a round tower by a thunder-bolt riven. 

When the Lord, in his wrath, scatters lightning thro' heaven ; 

From its site, with a circle of dark oaks surrounded, 

It shrinks from the rage of the heaven that crown'd it. 

Thus stretch'd on the plain, by his foeman's side, dying. 

The glory and hope of Mononia is lying ; 

His eye with the last spark of valour is blazing. 

And still on the breast of the battle he's gazing. 

Wrap his cochal around him, his death-wound to cover ! 
.Hide his fall — keep your tears, till the combat is over ! 
Bear him off on your shields to the tent of his father, 
As they lived, let them die in their glory, together. 
To the hearts of the mighty their fall shall bring sorrow ! 
All Erin shall weep for the heroes to-morrow. 
No more shall their right hands be lifted to save her ! 
And clothe her with glory, and crush her enslaver ! 

Dread cleaver of armies — ^red plague of invaders ! 
Strong rock of Mononia's fierce legions and leaders ! 
How may I describe the wild anguish and sorrow, 
When the news of thy fall had arrived at Kinkora ? 

* Anradh, Prince of Denmark. This mighty chief was (dad froxxi. ankle 
to head with heavy brass armour, which Morogh shook off his body, as de- 
scribed in the text. 
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Where the Bards, who assembled to hail thy returning, 
Flung away their gold harps, and shriek'd wild with their 

mourning; 
While Tail's royal maids smote their bosoms of whiteness, 
And tore from their tresses the diamonds of brightness. 

Thou hast fallen, with thy ripe fruit of glory around thee. 
At the moment when victory was rushing to crown thee ; 
When Death, like a fierce wolf by slaughter o'erfeasted. 
Grew sick with the life-blood thy dreadful hand wasted. 
Thy steel on the red plain left many a sleeper, 
The harvest is gather d, but where is the reaper ? 
Woe ! woe to Leath Mogha — ^woe ! woe to Leath Cuinn !* 
The victory has cover'd all Erin with ruin. 

Must the brave troops of Thomond return without thee ! 

That strode to the combat, like tigers, about thee ? 

And scour'd the dread field, with the bright Sunburst o'er them, 

Each a sea- wave, and you, like a tall ship, before them ; 

Oh ! fierce was their liattle, when Morogh began it. 

Their axes would shatter a mountain of granite ; 

Two nations in arms would scarcely have stay'd them. 

In the rush of their valour, when Morogh would lead them. 

They'll throng round thy death-couch, with swords grim and 

gorv. 
All fresh from the work of their harvest of glory ; 
But thou shalt not see them, nor 'wake from thy sleeping. 
At the groan of their grief or the wail of their weeping. 
Kinkoraf may weep, but her towers are not sounder 
Than the halo of fame that thy deeds have flung round her ; 
Long shall Valour remember, and Freedom regret thee ! 
But the widows of Denmark shall never forget thee ! 

Oh ! Hand of Munificence — Foot of Agility ! 

Heart of Benevolence ! Soul of Nobility ! 

Unbounded in valour ! unrivall'd in daring ! 

Iron tower in the van of the armies of Erin ! 

Could you 'wake to behold the lov'd land you defended— 

The land where the reign of thy father was splendid ; 

The land which you fought for, in battle defiant, 

And clove with thy broad axe the iron-clad giant. 

* The two diyisions of the Kingdom of Ireland made between Mogha 
Nugat, or Eogain More, Eling of Monster, and Conn of the Hundred Battiea. 
Leath Mogha signifies Mogha's half, and Leath Cuinn, Conn's half. 

t The palace of Brian, which stood on the hank of the Shannon, near 
Killaloe. It was twice destroyed, first by MacLoughlin, Prince of Aileach, 
and secondly by Torlogh O'Connor, King of Connau^ht. See a description 
of ita destruction in this yolome. No vestige of it now remains, except 
the drcolar mound, supposed to be a part of the great banquet-hall. 
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From your grave, which the long grass of ages has shaded. 
Could you wake, to behold her now sunk and degraded ! 
You'd shrink from the vile sight of bondage before you. 
And call on the tomb shades again to close o'er you. 
Grone — ^gone from Green Eire are her spirits of lioldness. 
But the Saxon is there with corruption and coldness ; 
And those who would fling from her neck the curst halter. 
Are treated as felons, or l»nn'd from the altar. 

The Isle of the Brave is a sraveyard and prison. 
Where the cottage has suim, and the poorhouse has risen ; 
And the people of GU>d are swept off and replaced, 
In the land of their love, by the boor and the beast ; 
Black Famine is yearly commission'd to slay them ; 
And those whom they look to for justice, betray them ; 
No Prophet — ^no Saviour — ^no gleam of ssdvation 
To rouse or redeem the dead soul of the nation. 



SHANNON'S SPANGLED BANKS AND BOWERS. 

Shannon's spangled banks and bowers 

Are beautiful to see, Mary ! 
Shannon's fragrant fields and flowers 

Are beautiful to me, Mary ! 
But beauty's light more soft reposes 
On thy dimpled cheek of roses. 
Where the blush of love discloses 

Brighter charms in thee, Mary. 
Lo ! the rich May-sunset's beaming, 
And its red gold tinge is gleaming. 
Where the folded flowers are dreaming. 

O'er the bowery lea, Mary ! 

Come by Shannon's pale blue wave, 

Fresh and pure as thou, Mary ! 
And the roseate lips of eve 

Shall kiss thy virgin brow, "Mjory ! 
Come — Love's vestal star is glowing. 
And the woodland flower-bahn flowing ; 
And the cool, fresh May-wind, blowing. 

Scarcely waves a bough, Mary ! 
Come — the twilight sweets invite us ; 
Summer's vernal scenes delight us ! 
Nature's beauty shall requite us. 

For our wanderings now, Mary ! 

D^, on the crimson verge of heaven. 

Has left his golden zone, Mary ! 
See the blushing face of even, 

Is rosy as thine own, Mary ! 
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Mark, an azure shadow lowers 

O'er old Luimnoch's flood-girt towers ; 

Where Einff William's banded powers 

Were foil d, and overthrown, Mary ! 
There, 'mid ruin's red hail teeming, 
Limerick's glorious blue-eyed women ! 
Tum'd the fight, and dashed the f oemen 

From the noble town, Mary ! 

Heard you how the heroines stood 

Before the flaming balls, Mary ? 
Beauty shed her purest blood. 

Fighting for those walls, Mary ! 
Heaven and earth have heard the story — 
See those fields, once damp and gory ! 
There was Valour link'd with Glory, 

Marching to her halls, Mary ! 
And — but Treachery betrayed her — 
'Midst the conquests that array'd her ! 
Never would the false Invader 

Stand within her walls, Mary ! 

At the tale, thy cheek's wild rose 

Beams more fresh and bright, Mary ! 
And thy sparkling blue eye glows 

With a lovelier light, Mary ! 
Would'st thou meet the cannon's flashing ? 
Stand before the war-ranks dashing ? 
Brave the gory falchions' clashing ? 

For poor Erin's right, Mary ! 
But thy fair, white breast may nourish 
Sons, who will their country cherish ! 
And, for her the bright steel flourish, 

Yet, in Freedom's fight, Mary ! 



COME TO THE MOUNTAINS. 

Now Summer is green o'er the vale, and the mountain-grove, 

The lily is white in the woodland, so airy. 
Come, let us wander by CalLEui's blue fountain, love ! 
Come, in thy blushes, my beautiful Mary ! 
Maid of the shining locks ! 
Come to the flowery rocks 1 
Come to the hills where the sunbeam reposes ! 
'Mid Nature's wild grandeur, 
We'll joyfully wander. 
By Callan's blue wave, and its banks of wild roses. 
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The brier's snowy blossom the dale is adormng ! 

O'er flower-scented wold trips the light-footed fairy ! 
The blue mist is pluming the helmet of morning, — 
Nature looks sweet like my beautiful Mary ! 

Maid of the beamy eyes ! 

Soft as the sunny skies ! 
Thy love-sharing smiles are like honey on roses ! 

Thy foot falls as light 

As the silver of night, 
That gleams on the moss where the heath-flower reposes. 

The sweet morning work of the dairy is done, love ! 

Thou'rt free for a while from thy rural employment; 
Thv butter is made and thy flax is all spun, love ! 
A stroll thro' the meadows will give thee enjoyment ! 

I'll slip thro' the com. 

And wait near the thorn 
That o'er the bright well waves its green, dewy shadow; 

And, lest any should mind — 

Keep a sharp look behind, — 
Steal round the horeen, and we'll meet in the meadow. 

I'll gather the blue-bells, to wreathe thy dark ringlets. 

Near the streams, where the white water-lilies are sleeping 
We'll pluck the pale rose, where the zephyr's light winglets, 
The fresh flowery side of the wild Lake, are sweeping. 

Then come to the mountain's 

Bark glens, and bright fountains ! 
And, we'll trace on the red heath the rings of the fairy ! 

And I'll tell you a story 

Of Erin's past glory ! 
As we wander together, my beautiful Mary ! 



BRIAN'S LAMENT FOR KING MAHON. 

Lament, Dalcassians ! the Eagle of Cashel is dead ! 
The grandeur, the glory, and joy of her Palace is fled ! 
Your strength in the battle — ^your bulwark of valour is low ! 
But the fire of your vengeance shall fall on the murderous foe ! 

His country was mighty — his people were blest in his reign. 
But the ray of his glory shall never shine on them again; 
Like the beauty of summer, his presence gave joy to our souls. 
When the Bards simg his deeds at the banquet of bright golden 
bowls. 

Ye maids of Temora, whose rich garments sweep the green 

plain! 
Ye cnief s of the Sunburst, the terror and scourge of the Dane 1 
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Ye gray-hair*d Ard lUeas! whose songs fire the blood of the 

brave ! 
Oh ! weep, for your Sun-Star is quenched in the night of the 

grave ! 

He clad you with honors — ^he fill*d your high hearts with de- 

Ught ! 
In the midst of your councils he beam'd, in his wisdom, and 

might! 
Gold, silver, and jewels were only as dust in his hand ! 
But his sword, like a lightning-flash, blasted the foes of his land ! 

Oh, Mahon ! my brother ! weVe conquer'd and marched, side 

by side. 
And you were to the love of my soul as a beautiful bride ! 
In the battle, the banquet, tne council, the chase, and the 

throne. 
Our beings were blended — our spirits were filled with one tone! 

Oh, Mahon ! my brother ! you've died, like the hind of the 

wood ! 
The hands of assassins were red with thy pure, noble blood ! 
And I was not near, my beloved ! when you were o'erpower'd. 
To steep in their hearts' blood the steel of my blue-beaming 

sword! 

I stood by the dark, misty river, at eve, dim and gray. 
And I heard the death-cry of the Spirit of gloomy Craighlea;* 
She repeated thy name, in her -wHicaoine of desolate woe ! 
Then I knew that the Beauty and Joy of Clan Tail was laid 
low! 

All day and all night one dark vigil of sorrow I keep ! 

My spirit is bleedmg with wounds that are many and deep ! 

My banquet is anguish, tears, groans, and the wringing of 

hands. 
In madness lamenting my Prince of the gold-hilted brands ! 

• Graighlea, near Killaloe, was supposed to be the dwelling-place of Oeb- 
hinn, the Banshee of the Dalgais. When any distinguished member of the 
Olaii was near death, her eaoine^ or funeral cry, is said to be most distress- 
ing, and full of wild melancholy pathos. She, according to tradition^ wrapt 
Dnnlaing O'Hartagain in a magical cloud, in order to "prerenl^ his joining 
the battle of Clontarf . But the Chief made his way to Moro^, son of 
Brian, who reproached him for [dela^g from the conflict. O'Hartagain 
related tiie circumstance of his interview with Oebhinn, and brought Mor- 
rogh to where ohe was. In a conversation which ensued, she foretold the 
disasters of the fight, and mentioned the names of all the great Ghief i 
dttrtined to fall on the field that day. Thus ran her prophecy :— 

*' Brian shall fall, Morogh shall fall I &c. &c.. 

But woe to the wearers of the shirts of iron I 

Woe to Brodair of ihe black shining hair ! 

Woe to Mealmordha, the shedder of blood! 

The clouds shall be rent with the cries of widows 1 

The hosts of the North shall be covered with death I'* Arc. Arc. 

4 
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God ! give me patience to bear the affliction I feel! 
But for every hot tear a red blood-drop shall blush on my steel ! 
For every deep pang which my grief-stricken 'spirit has known, 
A thousand death- wounds, in the day of revenge, shall atone ! 

REQUIEM FOR KING MAHON.* 

A BARDIC DIROE. 

There's gloom in the house of the golden swords ! 

And the sky has a fiery stain ! 
And the sons of the mighty, like maidens weep, 

For the Prince of the people is slain ! 
Cashel ! where is thy bright-hair'd King ? 

The brother of princely Brian ! 
Has the Wolf -Bog of Desmond lapp'd the blood 

Of Kincora's proud war-lion ? 

The white-robed Fairy of the Hill 

Sings her death-wail of despair, 
And tiie snow-brow*d daughters of princes rend 

Their sun-clouds of beamy hair. 
For the Beautiful of their souls is dark ! 

Their May Flower of Love is chill'd, 
And the golden cup of their wine of joy. 

With burning tears is fill'd. 

Oh ! Brian of the mighty arms ! 

War-eagle of host-ridged fields ! 
Why hangs thy da»th-sword idle 

In the hall of the silver shields ? 
Thy march to battle is heaven's flash, 

When it bums the mountain- wood ; — 
Does the fiery ear of thy vengeance hear 

The cry of thy brother's bfood ? 

And Brian loved the dark-eyed King ! 

As the hawk loves the gold-orb'd sky ! 
Then why should Mahon, unaven^red, 

Like the elk of the wild hills, die ? 

• « Mahon, the brother of the illustrious Brian Boroimhe, sumamed Ken- 
nedy, was murdered on the Mushera Mountain, near Maoroom. He was 
betroyed by Donoyon, son of Cahal, ancestor of the O'Donoyans, and de- 
liverea into the hands of Molloy, son of Bran, ancestor of the O'Mahonys. 
who basely cdbunissioned his people to put him to death, because he envied 
his greatness and the growing power of the Dalgais. King Mahon deserved 
a better fate ; he was a noble and worthy monarch, a munificent patron of 
learning and piety, and an incessant scourge to the Danish invaders, over 
whom he gained many brilliant victories fin conjunction with his brother 
Brian), especially the celebrated victory of Sulchoid, where five thousand 
of the Northmen, with their bravest commanders, were slain. The remnant 
of the Danish host fled into Limerick, fiercely pursued by the victors, who 
burned the city, and demolished the fortifications, slaying at the same time 
the fugitive Danes in great numbers. The conquerors found in the town 
an immense booty of gold, silver, and jewels, which the generous Mahon 
divided among his soldiery."— X«a<m^. 
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Grod's curse on the hand of the son of Bran I 

Whose murderous steel cut down 
The topmost bough of our Royal Tree, 

With its glory-blossom'd crown ! 

Clan Tail of the red destroying brands ! 

There's revenge in your orbs of fire ! 
And wrath on your brows, like the dark-lined clouds 

That foster the Wind-God's ire. 
And the flaming points of your cleaving swords 

Shall smoke m the wine-red spring 
Of the venom'd blood of the traitors'^ hearts, 

That murder'd your noble King I 

Remember the field of red Sulchoid ! 

And Luimneach's blazing towers, 
Where the hot heart-streams of the Sea-Eings gush'd, 

like the thunder's burning showers ; 
And Torrell's shield, like an iron moon. 

By the hand of our Ein^ was broke ; 
And the enemy flew from his sweeping steel, 

like grain m>m the thresher's stroke ! 

In the blood-rain of that stormy field, 

Fought Mahon and Brian, all day ; 
And their lofty plumes, like two wind-rock*d pines, 

Were seen 'mid the steely sea : 
Together they beam'd on the ridge of war, 

Like two sims in one cloudy sphere — 
Two eagles from one mountain nest — 

Two wolves from one forest lair I 

Open the Sunburst Flag of light ! 

There's a stain on its beamy fold ; 
A fiery stain, like a bleeding star. 

On the sheen of its airy gold ! 
And that stain of shame slmll not be cleansed, 

Till 'tis wet with the rain of death ! 
And hung o'er the reeking spears of Gas, 

To dry in the War-GocPs Breath ! 

And no sones shall be sung, nor red wine drank. 

La the Psuace of Golden Swords ! * 
Till the grinding steel of our Chiefs shall feast 

La the blood of Desmond's Lords ! 

*^Tlie gold-hilted swoxds. The Dalcassians wore gold wire around the 
hilts of their swords, by way of ornament, which often had the effect of in- 
flaming the blood and swelling their hands in the heat of conflict. The 
awfnl swelling which disabled Morogh's hand and aim, at Olontarf, may be 
traeed to the great amount of gold wire on the hilt of his ponderous sword, 
and on the handle of his destructive battle axe. 
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Saint Cofaimb's cone on the dtLrk Molloy, 

Is before the Throne divine ; 
And his grave shall be made on the cold hill-side 

Where the son shall never shine ! 



THE FLOWER OF UMERICEL 

SwKBT are Glenomera's woods in May, 

When Natore's choir is fall in tone ; 
And sweet on Tmagh's hills to stray 

Among the crimson bells of Jnne ! 
Bat sweeter ^, when sommer's eve 

Wraps eartii to sleep in golden shades, 
To meet, by Shannon's moon-lit wave. 

The qae^y flower of Limerick maids. 

When first her beaaty thriU'd my view. 

My heart I straggled to control ; 
While, like a shower of honey -dew, 

Her smiles fell on my chium'd soal ! 
AU in a dreamy trance I lay, 

Li Monabraher's flowery shades. 
And thoaght some fay had cross'd my way. 

From green Killeely's haanted glaaes ! 

Tis not her bright face I admire, 

Tis not her wild, bfaie wizard eye ; 
Bat 'tis her mind whose virgin-fire 

Was broaght by angels from the sky ! 
Tho' Pe^y's smile is sweet to me. 

And Norah's glance my heart invades ; 
Fd eive them afi to gaze on thee. 

Oh ! radiant qaeen of Limerick maids ! 

When Natare with delight espy'd 

The maiden's beaming face oi love ; 
"This is my masterpiece !" she cried, 

"I can no more my work improve !" 
With joy and admiration wild, 

** She s my soul's likeness !" Beaaty said ; 
•• Oh ! yes and she's my bosom's child !" 

Cried Virtue, clinging round the maid ! 

• **And the holy priest predicted that MoUoy Mac Bran would come to an 
evil end, and he wept and cursed him hitterly for the murder of Mahon 
Itoe Orinfridighi*, andhesaidtheeraTeofMoIlcyirould be on that very hill 
where the hloody deed was committed, and the son would never shine on it. 
And in soaie time after, MoUoy became blind and was slain, in a wxetdied 
hui, and his body was buried on the north side of the mountain irthm the 
■OB ncfar shines on his grave."— ilmuU* of tkt Atir MmtUrt. 
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The rich man's daughter proudly ffoes 

In glittering silk and showy gold ; 
But wealth and art her charms compose 

And all for wealth her heart is sold. 
The haughty lordliu^y at her feet, 

His love, with cold refinement, pleads, 
While true admirers come to greet 

The graceful Flower of Limerick maids. 

When morning clears her misty brow. 

And gently opes her dreamy eve, 
Night faints before the roseate glow 

Of her bright simburst in the sky. 
Thus from thine eye's soft silvery dart 

The cold eloom of my bosom fades ; 
And joy and simshine fill my heart. 

Before the Flower of Limerick maids. 



KING DONALD'S DAUGHTER.* 

A LEGEND OF THE SHANNON. 

The martial King Donald o'er Luimnoch reign'd, 

And the cause of his country with valour sustain'd ; 

And in many a fierce battle and bloody foray. 

From the grasp of the false Saxon wrested ms prey. 

A hundred bnght shields in his proud palace-hallJ— 

The spoils of red battle-fields — flash'd on the walls ! 

A himdred rich golden cups blazed on his board, 

When he call'd to the banquet the Sons of the Sword ; 

And a himdred sweet harps at his revels were strung 

And proud were the war-songs his Irish bards sung. 

Fleet were his war-steeds, as spirits of air. 

When they swept o'er the ^een plains of limerick and Clare, 

With their long-bearded nders, and silver-starr'd reins. 

And rich golden housings and wild streaming manes. 

Ah ! woe to the Norman, relentless and stem ! 

Who stood in the path of his strong-handed "kern," 

When, on the grim slaughter-field, charging, amain. 

They swept, like a torrent of fire, o'er the ^(ain. 

But the Star of Green Erinn's high chivaliy died ! 

Alas ! for her glory — alas ! for her pride ! 

And that dread Chief — the scourge of invaders no more — 

Sleeps soimd, in the dust, 'neath Saint Mary's gray tower.f 

King Donald's bright daughter was fair Kathaleen, 
The Swan of the Shannon, and Beauty's young Queen ; 
Light was her form— majestic her step, 
And sweet, as the new rose of summer, her lip : 

• Tradition tells that this beautiful young lady was, during many years, 
a somnambulist, 
t Some historians state that King Donald was buried in HolyoroflS Abbey. 
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Dewy her eye of love — sunbeams her hair, — 

Honey-drope were her words — regal her air ! 

Gentleness, tenderness, dignity, grace, 

Lived in her spirit, and beam'd in her face. 

But why steals she, at night, from her father's dark towers. 

To seek, in her light skin, yon lone Island-bowers ? 

Tho' the rain may descend, and the winds whistle loud. 

Or red lightnings leap from the skirts of the cloud ; 

Yet she stems we wud flood, where its white eddies boil 

Bound the dark, rocky shores of Saint Thomas's Isle. 

'Twas said that the fairies had haunted her bed, 

And fill'd, with their wild spells, her heart and her head ; 

For in all her lone wanderings, at night, on the deep. 

The beautiful Princess, 'twas said, was asleep. 

And night after night, the white lady was seen 

To haunt the wild flood, and the Island so green ; 

And the fisherman shook on the river's dark side. 

When he saw her drift by, like a ghost, on the tide. 

Young Fergus MacMahon woo'd the fair Kathaleen, 
And with smiles she received the proud Chief of Tireen ; 
And the haughty Kinc Donald, complacently smiled, 
Well-pleased, at the choice of his beautiful child. 
The bridal day dawned, and the wedding guests met, 
And the ffrand, nuptial feast, in the palace, was set ; 
At Saint Mary's high altar, the bridegroom and bride, 
In rc^al magnificence, kneel side by side. 
The Ladies admire the young Chief of Tireen, 
And the Lords pour encomiums on fair Kathaleen. 
As the stately arbutus, with blossoms all white, 
Appears in the gold of the rich summer light ; 
Thus, before the grand altar, so graceful was she. 
As fair as the blossoms — as straight as the tree. 
O'er her proud, queenly shoulders a soft faUuinn* flow'd. 
That richly, with damask'd embroidery, glow'd ; 
And its long, golden fringe shed a twilight around 
Her white, fairy feet, like twin pearls on the ground. 
On her bosom a bright, star-like jewel she wore. 
That once graced the nuptials of happy Queen More : f 
And a crownlet of gems o'er her sunny hair shone, 
like the rainbow of noon o'er the dreamy clouds thrown. 
Behold the proud bridegroom, — how lordly his glance — 
As fix'd as a tower, and as tall as a lance; 
His spirit's nobility bursts, with a glow. 
On the rose of his cheek, and the snow of his brow. 

* A mantle worn by the women of ancient Erin. 

t More, the daughter of O'Hine, King of West Gonnaught, was Brian 
Boroimhe's first wife, and the'mother of his invinoible son, Morogh. This lady 
was eminently distingnished for her beauty, her charity, and her humility ; 
not so his second wife, Goimley, sister to the SLing of Leinster. She was 
Tain, yindictive, and intriguing, and was the main cause of fomentiiig the 
Battle of Glontsjrf , on aoooont <MF the loss of a silver button. 
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His eye, which now sparkles with tender desire, 
But reveals half the blaze of its summer-noon-fire; 
And his hand, gently pressing fair Kathaleen's hand, 
Would shiver tiie best Norman mail in the land. 

The ceremony's ended — they're one evermore, — 
And the pageantry, splendid, proceeds from the door ; 
The sweet bridal anthem the silver bells rung, 
And the harps, in the palace, responsively sung ; 
Gay flowers shed their odours, and banners wave bright, 
And the city resounds with one song of delight; 
The wedding boards bend with the luxurious fare, 
Rich sirloins of beef, from the pastures of Clare ; 
Golden bowls sparkled high, with the grapes' blushing rain 
From France, and the bright, sunny vineyards of Spam. 
All night the gay palace resoimded, and rung 
With the toast, and the laugh, and the dance, and the song; 
But when the great bell of the Abbey * toll'd one. 
The bridesmaidens whisper'd, **The Princess is ^ne !" 
And they look'd on each other, in silence, and sigh'd. 
When they heard the proud Fergus inquire for his bride. 
But the chief tum'd pale when her old nurse drew near 
And related some mysterious tale, in his ear ; 
Without cochaly f or harrady he sprung from the door, 
And rush'd, in his grief, to the dark river shore. 
Wild was the night, and the wind whistled shrill. 
And the rain-torrent leaped, with a dash, from the hill; 
And the wide-spreading Shannon, deep, swoll'n and strong, 
In a mantle of darkness, rush'd roaring along. 
Thro' the dense pitchy gloom, green and red meteors glanced, 
The fitful blast piped and the dark forest danced ; 
And the wild, leaping river show'd many a white ridge. 
Where its swift flood was broken, at Thomond's old bridge. 
'Mid the howl of the storm, the fair Kathaleen, 
All alone on the bank of the Shannon is seen ; 
She unmoors her frail boat from the shore's slanting side. 
And drives off 'mid the rage of the wave-crested tide, 
like the bright river Genius, with proud unconcern, 
She plies her light paddle, and sits in the stem; 
And the waves — as if glad of the burden they bore — 
Eliss'd her hand, and nien leap'd, with a song, to the shore. 
To the channel's dark centre she f earlessfy drove. 
As if wildly, with darkness and danger, m love; 
Good heavens ! what nuptials ! the storm and tide 
All fiercely contending to dance with the bride. 

* The ancient Abbey of St. Francis, which stood in the locality that still 
bears its name. The old County Courthouse, now a deserted ruin, was built 
on the site of this celebrated Abbey. It was ornamented with a beautiftil 
steeple, which contained a core of fine bells. 

t Cochal was the mantle of the ancient Irish ; the barrad was their head- 
dress or cap. 

A part of the waUs of King Donald's Palace is still standing in the 
vicinity of the old town, near St. Mary's Cathedral. 



48 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

On the brown shore the bridegroom, mute, motionless, stood. 

With his flashing eye piercing the gloom of the flood ; 

Has his dreamine soul roam'd thro' the shadows of nighty 

Presenting this cUu:k scene of awe to his sight ? 

Has some phantom allured him ? Oh ! no, 'tis his bride, 

He sees, all alone, on that dread midnight tide : 

While, breathlessly gazing, he thought the rough blast, 

That brush'd the aa& waters, would sink her at last. 

On she drives, and yoimg Fergus, upon the dark shore. 

In silence, keeps pace with the dip of her oar ; 

While her skiff o'er the billows dsmced gracefully on. 

With the light, careless ease of the silvery swan. 

Oft he thought she was lost, as the sable- veil'd night, 

*Mid the vaUey of waves, hid her form from his siffht ; 

*Till, tossed on the crest of the black surge, on hign. 

The flash of her jewels blazed full on his eye. 

Now the wind-beaten Isle of Saint Thomas, * she near'd. 

Thro* the rock-lashing current, with judgment, she steer'd ; 

When an angry squaU rush'd, with a howl, thro' the wood. 

And tost her frail bark on a rock 'inid the flood. 

One bound, and the Chieftain is into the tide. 

Ploughing on, thro' the foam, towards the skiff of his bride ; 

He furrows the flood, like a wave-cleaving ship, 

And spurns the spray of the surge from his lip ; 

With proud head erect, 'gainst the torrent he toils. 

Which, aroimd him, on either side, furiously boils ; 

But, in spite of the river's wild swiftness and strength. 

He gain a the light skiff of the lady, at length. 

He gazed in her face, but she heeded him not, 

As u all that was dear to her heart was forgot ; 

The white-rolling waterfalls tumbled around. 

Yet heedless she seem'd, as if bom of their soimd. 

The cold night-wind sung in the cloud of her hair. 

And she look'd, like a ghost, on the dark billows there. 

He grasp'd her white garment, and call'd out her name. 

And she started, and scream'd, and sprang into the stream. 

But he holds her afloat with his powerful hand. 

And buffets the current, and wades to the strand ; 

Yet the wild flood, as loath to relinquish its prey. 

Towards the Fall's boiling whirlpool bears him away. 

Assist him, Heaven !— -The merciless surge 

Drives him on, like a reed, to the torrent's deep verge ; 

Still he holds the droop'd head of the lady away 

From the lash of the wave and the chafe of the spray. 



• ThiB beautifully aeclnded little Island was onoe the retreat of religion. 
In its interior stood a small Abbey, surrounded by a churchyard, but its 
Tenerable ruins were razed to the ground, its graves desecrated, and the 
bones of the dead thrown into the river, by one of its Anglo Saxon proprietors, 
after the ^iege of Limerick. The sacrilegious act brought a curse on tha 
desecrator — ^not one of his progeny ever inherited the Island. 
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One plunge—the Fall's clear'd — ^and one bold effort more — 

The danger is past, and he stands on the shore. 

He clasps her drench'd form, with accents of joy, 

Life's warm in her heart, and her pulses reply ; 

She trembles, and turns her eyes from the slream. 

And her spirit has broken the yoke of its dream. 

Never more, at dark midnight, the lady was seen 

To haunt that wild flood, and the Island so green ; 

But oft, in nights, after, when winds whistled drear. 

And the roar of the Shannon 'rose wild on her ear ; 

As she sat by her lord, in the ^rand palace-room. 

And laid on his bosom her briSit cheek of bloom ; 

She'd whisper him gently, ana laugh, with delight, 

" Say, Love ! would you swim the wild Shannon to-night?" 



THE DEATH OF DONOVAN,* SON OF CAHAL, 

Slain m Single Gomhathy Moroghf Son of Brian, 

A BARDIC DIRGE. 

On the winds of Ui Fidhgeinte f the death-cry is swelling, 
To the harp's weeping music, in Donovan's dwelling ; 
Where his clans, m wild rout, from the battle-field cfriven, 
Bear the corpse of their King, with his proud bosom riven. 

The Prince of Mononia stands near, in the glade. 
With a frown on his brow, and a stain on ms blade ; 
While his fiery Dalcassians, all stalwart and stem. 
Like blood-sated mountain-wolves, rest in the fern. 

Towards the Palace of Helmets t ^^^ dark face he turns. 
And his eye, with the flash of his proud spirit, bums ; 
But his heart feels a pang, and his soul yields a tear, 
As the words of the deaui-song float wild on his ear. 

** Like the oak of the desert thy glory was growing ! 
And the sunlight of fame on thy valour was glowing ! 
Thy sword, like a sunstroke, swept squadrons before it ! 
Now a grass-blade may fetter the strong hand that bore it ! 

No more shalt thou chase the brown deer on the highland — 

Loud voice in the war-field, why art thou so silent ? 

No more shall the Bara Bog's thimderlike rattle. 

In the flames of thy steel, rouse thee up to the battle ! 

• Brian led a great army into the territories of Donovan and Molloy, and 
gave them, and their Danish allies, a terrible chastisement for the murder of 
his brother Mahon . Morogh, his eldest son, then only 18 years old, engaged 
Donovan hand to hand, and slew Mm. 

fUi Pidhfreintc, now Kenry, was the principality ol Donovan. 

X Donovan's Palace. 
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Oh ! fierce was the splendour that blazed from thy spear ! 
When Kinkora's young war-hawk, to combat, drew near ! 
When breastplate and shield, by the mighty blows rent, 
Like fragments of light, on the reeling plain went. ^ 

But, who could encounter Boroimhe's furious son ? 
How grimly he laugh 'd when the battle was won ! 
When the tide of thy breast dyed the steel of his ire. 
And thy locks strew'd the dust, like a shower of gold wire ! 

Give his dirge to the blast, 'mid his people's tears burning. 
Let his spirit ascend on the soimd of our mourning ; 
He may pause, in his flight, o'er the moimtain-top, hoary, 
To take a last look at the field of his glory ! 

O'er the tomb of the warrior the eagles shall hover, 
Lamenting his blood-wasting battles are over ; 
For, where'er his red war axe was lifted in anger. 
He largely supplied the wild rage of their hunger ! 

Dread ghost of our Chieftain ! where'er thou dost wander 
'Mid the winds of the hill, or the clouds of the thunder ! 
Fierce spirits of valour shall throng round thee, brightening 
With joy, stretching out their blue arms of lightning ! 



MARY OF LOCH REA. 

Air — ** The Banks of sweet Loch Mea," 

'TwAS in the golden harvest-time when summer's roses fade, 
And Nature mourns her dying bloom in every rural shade, 
I wander'd o'er the yellow fields, as evening died away, 
To see the angel of my heart, sweet Mary of Loch Rea ! 

And Mary was a gentle maid, bright, beautiful and proud ; 
Her hair was like the sunny fringe of summer's show'ry cloud; 
Her mouth, a honey-cell of smiles — her face like flowery May, 
And her neck like winter's freezing moon on the blue waves 
of Loch Rea ! 

I woo'd her long, and loved her well — she loved me in retuni, 
She was my bosom's summer rose, of love, without a thorn ; 
But, oh ! she was too good to live ! too bright on earth to 

stay! 
And, like the lovely star of dawn, she smiled, and pass'd away! 

I came to the appointed place, but Mary was not there ; 
The evening dew lay undisturb'd on blade and floweret fair ; 
The shadow of some sad event seem'd dark'ning o'er my 

way. 
But yet I hoped I soon would see my Mary of Loch Rea. 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 51 

The twilight star look'd from the West's soft shades of gold 

and ^een. 
And whitely lay the silent mist upon the sleeping plain; 
When from her lowly cottage 'rose a shriek oi wild dismay, 
I rosh'd within, and cold in death was Mary of Loch Kea. 

The heart swell'd in my bosom, and the tear burst from my eye. 
My manhood's spirit melted, and I join'd the wailers' cry ; 
I felt the cold, white shoud that o'er her breast of lilies lay, 
But colder, in death's frozen sleep, was Mary of Loch Rea. 

Oh, Mary ! why did nature make you beautiful and bright ? 
Or why did beauty clothe you with her richest robe of hght ? 
Heaven srew jealous with the earth, and hurried you away — 
The ang^ fell in love with you, sweet Mary of Loch Kea T 

Oh ! heart of kindness, mouth of smiles, and eyes of sunny 

Ught ! 
Alas ! have thy sweet lips no word of love for me, to-night ? 
You'd always some good news to tell, or some kind word to say ! 
Always, till now — ^my darling one — my wild rose of Loch Rea! 

And shall we never meet again ? Oh, love ! why don't you 

speak? 
You do not hear me, Mary ! Oh ! I wish my heart would break ! 
Ah ! love ! as you have gone from me, I would not go from you, 
Without, at least, one dear and fond, affectionate adieu ! 

You loved the Blessed Virgin, with a true, and holy love. 
And she took you to her palace, in the ciystal fields, above ; 
You were so lovely, like herself, she long d to have you there. 
Lest, any breath of earth would stain a flower so bright and 
fair ! 

No more I'll hear your sweet song, in the dewy milking bawn. 
With the kine all lowing round you, in the pale, red light of 

dawn; 
Some other maid will sing those songs, while you are in the 

clay— 
Oh ! Blessed Grod ! my heart will break for Mary of Loch Rea ! 

As, in an ivory tomple, chimes a sweet- toned silver bell. 
The music of your modest voice into my heart's core fell ! 
The admiring angels heard its tones, and they laid their sweet 

harps by, 
And they stole you off to join them in their heavenly songs 

of joy ! 

The sun will miss the glory of your glossy, shining hair ! 
The youths will miss you fiom the dance, on summer's evenings 

fair ! 
The flowers will want your fairy step to shake their drops away ! 
And I will miss your smile of love, sweet Mary of Loch Rea I 
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THE BATTLE OF UMEEICK. 

ACHIEVEMENTS OF THE WOMEN. 
A. D. 1691. 

Let Grecian Poets sing, with martial joy, 

The fabled glory of immortal Troy, 

Where mighty nations, for a woman, vain, 

Bled, in fierce battle, on the wasted plain ! 

I'll sing a theme, where Lrish arms appear — 

A theme to glorv, and to Ireland dear ! 

Proud Limerick s breach, where woman's hostile hand 

Smote the Invaders of her native land. 

Inflame my soul, Muse ! with fierce desire 

To draw the picture, with a touch of fire! 

Unlock the past, and summon back to life 

The acts and actors of that noble strife ! 

On tower and wall the stem defenders throng, 
Tho' weak in number, yet in spirit strong ; 
With sullen faces and suspended breath, 
They look the heralds of approaching Death. 
Like iron statues, on the ramparts placed, 
Their reckless hearts with brazen valour braced ; 
Grim, fierce, determined, daringly they stood, 
Waiting the signal for the work of blood. 

On Singail's plain the bold besiegers stand, 
B.eady to charge — ^impatient for command ; 
Ten thousand eyes upon the breach are tum'd, 
Ten thousand hearts to leap within it bum'd. 
Swords rattle, helmets flash, and cannon frown, 
And threaten vengeance on the stubborn town. 
All the dread engines of destroying war. 
All that a treacherous foe can plan, or dare; 
All, all that micht, and ruin, can essay. 
Are to be pour'd on Limerick town, to-day. 

The signal guns the dreadful silence break — 

The armies charge — the tottering bulwarks shake — 

Full on the breach a surge of fire and steel 

Drives, with a crash that makes the city reel. 

Up the defenders, like crouch'd bloodhounds, sprung. 

And swords and guns, in mingled lightning, rung; 

Fierce, in the breach, before the foes, they stand. 

And smash their ranks, and slay them hand to hand. 

On came Dane, Saxon, Dutch, in banded swarms, 

Loud rung the steely thunder of their arms; 

A bloody whirlpool of destruction howls 

Round tile red fosse, and in the chasm rolls. 
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Above the clang which seem*d the world to rend, 

The Irish shouts, in sounding peals, ascend; 

As, dashing on the columns of their foes, 

They fell, outnumbered, and overpowered with blows. 

The sea of combat heaves, and sinks, and swells — 

like fiery demons, leap'd the bursting shells ; 

Grape shot and flaming balls, in blastmg sway, 

Mingled their fires, and swept whole ranks away; 

Cannon and howitzer belch'd red ruin *round. 

Gunners and guns lay shatter'd on the ground. 

Horses and riders backward reel'd and fell. 

The ramparts rock'd, and blazed with fire and steel 

As from a hundred mad volcanoes driven. 

Thick clouds of smoke overcast the echoing heaven. 

From place to place, the daring Sarsfield speeds, 

Firing his troops, and kindling mighty deeds. 

**0h ! Men of Limerick !" he loudly calls, 

** Stand to your posts, be firm, and keep your walls! 

Now is the time to your old hmd to prove 

Your manly valour, and devoted love ! 

Hear her, thro' me, to your brave souls appeal. 

La this brave contest, for her future weal; 

Lo ! at your doors the fierce invader stands ! 

Give him a bloody welcome, at your hands ! 

He comes to trample, in his fraud and might, 

Your ancient countrjr, and her sacred right ! 

Now, all your arms m valiant action join ! 

Remember Aughrim and the bloody Boyne ! 

Think of your butcher'd comrades' reeking tombs ! 

Think of your blazing fanes and plunder'd homes ! 

Think of your mothers, sisters, daughters, wives. 

To you they trust their honour and their lives ! 

This day your country, in her gory shroud. 

Cries for the vengeance of your arms aloud ! 

Her life, her faith and hope are in your trust ! 

This day she dies, or rises from the dust ! 

All, all depend upon your manly deeds ! 

And all are ruin'd if the foe succeeds !" 

Thus, breathing his brave soul into their souls — 
Fierce, on the K)e, a double deluge rolls ; 
Red floods of ruin flame along the ground ; 
Trembled the towers, and roar'd the hills around. 
Upon the walls an iron whirlwind sweeps; 
GliEtres the grim breach with dead, in gory heaps ! 
Broad sheets of flame, like winged heUs, arise, 
Blaze o'er the fight, and vanish in the skies ! 
On surged the mighty foreign host, amain, 
And inch by inch the reeking ground they gain : 
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O'er the plough'd mounds the driving columns pour ; — 

The brave defenders are press'd back before 

The overpowering number of their foes ; 

But every inch is bought with blood and blows. 

Round, on the walls, the scaling ladders rise 

Forests of steel shoot upwards to the skies, 

And bristling o'er the battery's iron crest, 

In whelming force, the Brandenburghers press d ; 

While, thro the deep street-passage of Saint John, 

In one wild river, roUs the battle on ; 

One thick, tremendous shower of burning rain 

Sweeps the scour'd street, and whirls thro' every lane : 

Earth rocks beneath the combat's mighty wheel ; 

The turrets quiver and the houses reel ! 

But hark ! what deafening cheer — what new war-cry 

Peals thro' the town, and sounds along the sky ? 

What fresh reinforcement swells the deadly tide ? 

Springs on the foe, and bursts from every side ? 

Limenck ! behold thy daughters ! proud and fair ! 

Like arm'd angels, flying to the war ! 

They saw their husbands, brothers, sweethearts, all 

Fly from the ramparts, and desert the wall ; 

And dashing forth, 'mid streams of fire and blood, 

Attack'd the foe, and check'd the martial flood. ' 

A moment's silence still'd the awful scene, 

New fire — ^new vigour fill'd the men again ! 

A double soul in every man revives. 

And on the foe, with double might, he drives ! 

Foremost the women press'd, with bosoms bare ! 

Roimd their white shoulders stream'd their floating hair ; 

With heavy stones the cuirassiers they wound ! 

And rattling plate, and crashing helms resound. 

Matrons and maids, wives, widows, young and old. 

In virtue peerless, and in danger bold ; 

On the astounded ranks, from every side, 

Bash'd, with wild cheers, and tum'd the furious tide. 

The mother from her arms tost her child. 

And grasp'd a stone, and joined the conflict wild ; 

The maids threw by their mantles, with a shout, 

And arm'd with missiles, on the host, sprung out. 

Now, with new fire, the contest bums and roars ; 

And stones, and crags descend, in whistling showers ; 

The helmets burst, the horsemen fall around, 

And swords, and muskets clang upon the ground ; 

The plunging horses, gored and terrified. 

Foam thro' tiie war, without a hand to guide. 

O'er the red street a crimson deluge falls. 

Warms the cold stones and smokes upon the walls ! 

O'er the thick dead the valiant women strode. 
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Their hands, and hair, and garments drench'd with blood ; 

Some, from the saddles hurl the cuirassiers, 

Some, hand to hand o'erthrow the musketeers ! 

The staggering ranks confess'd the missile hail, 

like sounding anvils, clang'd the shatter'd mail. 

From end to end, along the flaming street, 

Crash'd the stone-showers, and hiss'd the iron sleet. 

Thro' the mad chaos of contending men. 

Loose, waving gowns and flying scarfs are seen ! 

Dane, Saxon, Dutch, in fierce confusion bled — 

The Shannon reddened in his silver bed. 

O'er the war's din great Sarsfield's voice was heard, 

As in the van the (ureadful chief appear 'd. 

From Shannon's passes, o'er the Bndge of Baal, 

Rush'd many a knight, and many a trooper tall ; 

And springing from their war-steeds, sword in hand, 

Fell, with a vengeance, on the foreign band. 

Now came the conflict's mighty tug and strain, 

And William's army bled at every vein ! 

Back to the breach the bloody war-wave tum'd, 

And town and sky with flame and battle bum'd. 

As o'er some mountain river's rocky bar 

A wintry torrent leaps, in foaming war ; 

In one stupendous mass the mad flood toils. 

And bounding onward, headlong whirls and boils ; 

Thus, thro' the breach, in furious disarray, 

Leapt the wild combat, like a broken sea. 

The match great Sarsfield to the mine applies, 

And high thro' heaven the roaring battery flies ; 

Stones, steel and Brandenburg;hers, upward whirl'd. 

In flaming atoms, thro' the skies are hurl'd ! 

On town and plain retum'd the crashing showers ; 

like dancing giants, sway'd the groaning towers ; 

The reeling houses shake their heads around. 

And stoop, Uke dnmkards, towards the quivering ground ! 

limerick is free — peal out St. Mary's bells — 
O'er plain and hill the joyful anthem swells ! 
Immortal honour to her daughters bright 
That smash'd the foe, and tum'd the scale of fight ! 



THE SARSFIELD TESTIMONIAL.* 

Oh ! yes, 'tis true, the debt is due, by Erin's children all. 
Brave Chief to you, who never flew from battle fire, or ball ! 
Alas ! too long, the brave and strong in stem oblivion lies, 
The glory of our ancient town — ^the Idol of her eyes ! 

* This long-projected Testimonial ought to beas laige as a pyramid when 
completed, for the largest of Egypt's pyramids was begun and finished 
during the same space of time the patrons of the Testimonial are only 
talking. 
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Oh ! 'twere a shame to let his name, like other names decay, 
Or let the Earth forget his worth, like other things of clay ; 
But we must see the brave and free defender of our walls. 
High in the light of sculptured might, among our homes and 
halls. 

There let him stand, with sword in hand, and flashing arms 

of steel, 
In bright array, as on the day he made the foemen reel ; 
And let our eyes, with glad surprise, the warlike sight enjoy 
Of him who stood, 'mid fire and blood, our tyrants to destroy. 
Oh ! Sculptor ! tiace on his bold face the spirit-blaze which 

shone. 
The day he roll'd the flood of war to Limerick from Athlone; 
As if, with word and waving sword, he call'd on Limerick's 

men, 
** Myfreebom sons ! with hearts and guns, go man yon breach 

ogam! 

Oh ! Sculptor ! show, on his high brow, his freedom-grasping 

zeal. 
When Limerick's streets, and brave old walls, blazed red with 

fire and steel : 
When, undismay'd, with sweeping blade~ he clear'd the 

flaming town. 
Oh ! show us how his stalwarth arm had cut the foemen down ! 
Show us his godlike bearing, 'mid the burning wreck of fight ! 
His loud command, and lifted hand, and blazmg eye of light ! 
His eagle-glance that, like a lance, pierced centre, rear and van! 
His form tall, revealing all the majesty of man ! 

Let daring thought be sternly wrought in his high, dauntless 

air. 
As if the seed of some great deed had grown to action there ; 
Like, on the night, when his fierce might from Limerick 

sallied forth. 
And swept'the foe, at one dread blow, for ever from the earth ! 
Show us the grief that fill'd the chief, when with his hopes 

betray^. 
Far, far away, across the sea he led the brave Brigade ; 
Show us the blood-gout, from his side, red- welling on his hand, 
With his last words — ** I wish 'twere shed for thee, my Native 

Land!" 



O'NEILL'S WAR-SONG. 

Air.—" O'DmneU Aboo." 

Fierce is the flame of the vengeance of Erin, 
When roused by the blast of the battle to shine ; 

Fierce is the flash of her broadsword uprearing 
To strike for her rights and her altars divine. 
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Haste — snatch the spear and shield I 

Rush to the battle-field ! 
The Saxon is come from the towers of the Pale I 

Sons of the vale and glen ! 

Children of mighty men ! 
Swell the dread war-note of conquering O'Neill I 

Lightly the Red Hand of terror is streaming, 

like a fire-cloud of death on the hills of '^n:one ; 
Brightly the spears of Clan Connaill are gleaming, 
Uke Swilly s blue waves in the beams of the sun : 

Hark ! the wild battle-cry 

Rings thro' the sounding skv ! 
Valley and mountain are blazing with steel ! 

Eagles and forest deer 

Rush from the heights, with fear, 
Scared at the war-shout of conquering O'Neill ! 

O'Donnell descends from his father's dark mountains, 
He comes, glorious prince ! to the strife of the Gael ; 
He comes, like the rush of his own stormy fountains, 
Sweeping, impetuous, o'er moorland and vale. 

On to the Yellow Ford, 

Chiefs of the flashing sword ! 
Charge the proud Sassenach back to the Pale ! 

Fierce to the scene of blood — 

Wild as a mountain flood. 
Rush the strong warriors of conquering O'Neill. 

Our war-shouts shall ring and our musket peals rattle. 

Our swords shall not rest from their hot, bloody toil ; 
Our plains shall be drench'd with the red showers of battle, 
Till the godless invaders are swept from our soil! 

Pikeman and Musketeer! 

Kern and Cavalier — 
The wolves and the ravens are scenting their meal I 

Carve to them, red and fresh, 

Plenty of Saxon flesh ! 
Follow your princely chief— conquering O'Neill. 

Onward, O'Neill! with thy Red Hand of glory ! 

Thy sword lighteth thousands to conquest and fame : 
The annals of jSre are emblazed with thy story. 
Her valleys are fiU'd with the praise of thy name ! 
On with the Bloody Hand ! 
Shake the dread battle brand — 
Woe to the spoilers of Green Inisfail ! 
Lo ! their red ranks appear — 
Up, every gun and spear — 
Charge — cluirge — O'Donnell! and conquering O'Neill! 

5 
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THE BATTLE OF THE YELLOW FORD, a.d. 1598.* 

The mom, on silver ATonmore, thro' doodless skies shone 

down. 
When l^gTMill led his Saxon powers from Aima^*s lofty town ; 
And polished helm and fiery lance, and glittering corslet 

flash'd. 
As forward, o'er the shining plain, the splendid squadrons 

dashU 

With bogle-note and trnmpet-clang, and lond resonnding drum. 
And red flags dancing in the air, o'er many a gaady plimie ; 
In awfnl pomp of martial power rolls on the hostile tide 
To grapple with tibe fierce O'Neill, that scourge of England's 
pnde. 

As pamper'd, rampant lions from their iron cages freed, 
Wiih bristling mane and fiery eye, pranced many a knightly 

steed; 
And many a lord and veteran chief in golden harness ride, 
And cuirassier, and mnsketeer, at siege and foray tried. 

Now, towards the wild wood's branchy skirt the serried l^ons 

drew, 
And in, to scour its leafy shades, the lighter horsemen flew ; 
All there is silent as the night — ^no ambuscade they find — 
And onward, in their sounding march, the shining columns 

wind. 

The passa^'s clear'd — the border's pass'd — the wood's green 

heart is gain'd, 
When sudden on the startled van a crushing volley's rain'd ; 
And fiery death, on leaden wings, leaps out from every shade. 
And quickly in the reeling front a bloody gap is made. 

Proud Bagnall sees the vanguard fall, and, spurring past the 

flanks, 
Urged his black war-horse, at a bound, before the swaying 

The rallied troops press'd on against the storm of deadly hail. 
And from the gloomy wood diSodged the ambush of the Gael. 

Now backward to the open plain the skirmishers retired. 
The Saxons, at their new success, with sterner hopes are fired ; 
And pouring from the forest's shades their firm and fierce array. 
See Erin's ranks, full in the front, extended for the fray. 

* B*arl-an-atha Buidh. The mouth of the Yellow Ford, near Armagh 
In this great battle over fire thousand of the Engliah army was put hon 
dt combat. 
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High glittered in the flashing air their steady ridge of steel. 
And, o'er their lines, majestic streamed the banner of O'Neill ; 
And bumish'd skein, and well primed gun, and gleaming axe 

and lance, 
Present their bristling surge before the Saxon's stem advance. 

In front of that fierce Irish host, all in the level pass. 

Deep pits were sunk and cover'd o'er with fragile boughs and 

grass ; 
Irish traps for Saxon foxes — by the bold O'Neill design'd — 
And their deep bottoms, thickly set, with pointed stakes were 

lined. 

As taken by surprise, awhile, the scarlet ranks stood stiU, 
And on their General fix'd their eyes, as if to read his will ; 
He scann'd the order of his foes, and cried, " My gallant men ! 
Advance ! and strike for good Saint Greorge and England's 
Virgin Queen /" 

As shoots the booming thunder on the mountain's splinter'd 

rock. 
As bends the nodding city with an earthquake's sudden shock, 
Thus o'er the hollow sounding plain the charging host drives on. 
And in the pits the f ormost ranks roll headlong, horse and man. 

A shout of jeering laughter thro' the Irish legion runs. 
And on the baffled foe they hurl'd the thunder of their guns ; 
Then, f eiening well a quick retreat, drew backward on the plain. 
To give we raging Saxons space to make the charge again. 

All wild with wrath, the horsemen o'er their prostrate com- 
rades spurr'd. 

And dying groans, and savage yells, and frantic oaths are 
heard ; 

Full on the second hidden range of deadly pits they sweep. 

And down again roll steeds and men, crushed, bruisea and 
buried deep. 

Now brave O'Neill ! let loose thy clans ! their spears are 

bloodless vet ! 
Those spears that thirst in f oemen's hearts their burning points 

to wet I 
And down upon their squadrons sweeps that stem and 

stalwart band. 
As leaps a mighty sea-wave, in its madness, on the strand. 

As tigers, in their flaming thirst, surround a desert well, 

So on the reeling Saxon host the furious kerns fell ; 

And spear, and sparth, and skein, and sword their reeking 

work begin ; 
And soon the English phalanx, and its iron wing^ ^ce^ ^^fi^v 
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The tall and vigorouB OaUowglassea, with war^aze faroad and 

keen, 
like hewen in the swinging sroves, among the ranks are seen; 
With flashing eyes, and wrathful shout, and fierce destmctiTe 

blow, 
Bight onward thro' the opening host their deadly path th^ 

mow. 

As groans the crackling forest by the polar tempests tost, 
The tangled combat sway'd and rock'd, in stormy chaos lost ; 
The muuiets boom'd, and breastplates dash'd, and sounding 

axes gleam'd 
And rattlui£ spears, and whistling shot in deadly whirlwinds 

stream^ 

Earth's bosom seem'd to sink beneath the deluge of the fight, 

And heaven in darkness hid its face, and closed its eye of 
Ught; 

While roar*d the battle's thunder-blast, 'mid burning showers 
of blood. 

The echoes shriek'd, Uke tortured fiends, o'er hill and sound- 
ing wood. 

Amid that surging sea of death what mighty bosoms bleed. 
And daring hearts that lately swell'd with many a fearless 

deed? 
Rank after rank is hurl'd to earth, as wither'd trees expire 
Before the fierce, devouring rage of mingled wind and wee. 

The Milan armour flies, Uke glass, at every crashing blow. 
And horse and foot commingled, in one frantic ruin, grow ; 
Man^gasps on man, wounds gush on wounds, and spears are 

smashed, like reeds, 
And dying Knights lie gash'd and crush'd beneath ^their 

plunging steeds. 

But, hark ! what world-rending crash — ^with more than 

thunder's knell — 
Has shook the shivering hills around, as if a mountain fell ? 
The Saxon's powder waggon has exploded 'mid the rout. 
And, thick as autumn's olasted leaves, their ranks lie blown 

about. 

Down swept the fierce Q'Donnell on the remnant of their line. 
As springs the scorching lightning on a grove of wither'd 

pine; 
The furious wave of ruin on the riven columns burst. 
And fresh, hot streams of parting life cement the reeking dust. 

As thro' a raging mountain storm the eagle cleaves hia way. 
Or as the hungry panther thro' the desert seeks his prey ; 
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The fierce O'Neill sought Bagnall, 'mid the battle's rolling 

throng, 
But Bagniul lay, a gory corpse, the scattered dead among. 

The bravest of that host have fallen — ^that host so lately seen, 
In glittering splendour, winding thro' the forest's leafy screen ; 
Thro' brake and dell, for Annagh's walls, the horrid route rolls 

on 
Beforo the sweeping vengeance of Tyrone's pursuing clan. 

All sense of shame and order, in their fearful flight, is lost, — 
Aro those the troops which f orm'd, so late, a stem and power- 
ful host ? 
Are those the bands proud Bagnall led to crush a noble race, 
Now in mad panic, smash'd and gored, all flying in disgrace ? 

As when a gather'd tempest cloud impends and swells on high, 

And spreads its giant shadow o'er the bosom of the sky. 

Till it bursts and flies in fragments from the storm's angry 

might. 
So fled the scatter'd Saxons from that stem and bloody fight. 



GENTLE NANNIE. 

Now sunny April's vernal showers 
Besilver Cuil's bright lawn of flowers, 
While love and b^uty fill the bowers 

Around my gentle Nannie ; 
Fair thou art as spring's young moon, 

Grentle Nanme ! lovely Nannie ! 
Sweet to me as flowery June, 

My gentle, dark-hair'd Nannie I 

Hark ! in the golden ear of day, 
The blackbird pours his silvery lay. 
While streams in sunny splendour play 

Around my sentle Nannie. 
I wander'd o'er the fresh green lea, 

Grentle Nannie ! lovefy Nannie ! 
But saw no flower as sweet as thee. 

My gentle, dark-hair'd Nannie ! 

Let us seek some grassy shade 

In yon daisv-sheeted mead 

Where the bright, wild bees shall breathe 

llower-songs round my Nannie ! 
And I'll sinff a sweet one, too, 

Grentle Nannie ! lovely Nannie ! 
All of beauty, love and jrou. 

My gentle, dark-hair'd Nannie ! 
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The primitMe opens, in the Tsle^ 
Its golden month to kiss the gale 
That wmhs the sweets <^ dell and dale 

To yon, my gentle Nannie ! 
Bat sweeter far art thon tome. 

Gentle Nannie ! lovely Nannie! 
Than the fracrant eale to thee. 

My genuie, danL-hair'd Nannie ! 

The yellow-flaming sonli^t gQds 
The dondy helmets of the hiSs; 
Toong mist wreaths curl o'er the fields. 

Soft as thy radiant hair, Nannie ! 
Blight's the morning's scarlet-fringe — 

Gentle Nannie — lovely Nannie! 
But hri^ter is thy montlr s red tinge. 

My gentle, dsj^L-hair'd Nannie ! 

Bidi-eoented hangs the meadow-sweet, 
like snow-plnmes o'er an emerald sheet; 
Or like thine own white-glancing feet 

C^pon the snn-bri^t lawn, Nannie ! 
I thinf the fragrant, pale flower teUs, 

Gentle Nannie ! lovely Nannie ! 
llat sweetness in thy bosom dwells. 

My gentle, dark-hair d Nannie ! 



THE FAIRY MATT) OF GARNA.' 

A IJEGE>~D OF SIX-MILX-BBID6S. 

Bt Gania's fairy river. 

Where the bri^t green Inrch-bonghs qniyer. 

Dwelt a maid as fair as ever 

Natore shaped or beauty blest; 
Her voice was sweet and airy. 
And her form was like the fairy 
That treads the woodland dreary j 

When the day is hnsh'd to rest. 

FeQ her brown locks' floating splendour 
O'er her milk-white arms tender; 
And her qneenly port was slender 

As the ash-tree <m the lawn; 
Than the summer dew-fall lifter 
Was her waxen foot, but whiter. 
And her soulful eyes were brighter 

Than the star-beams ere uie dawn. 

*ThaaiieMBt]ttm6ofSiz-iiu]e>Brid«e,intheooiiiit7of CUrai ItderiTsd 
thk name flrom the rirsrO'Oeaneiglk. which flows thioii(h it Itwarformeriy 
aftimni place f<(n> trade, oommerce, and fiifCtion I J OT tin f . The aoenexT 
anmikd it, e^MciaUj that of Moant lerers and Cwtle Gran, is vecy rich and 
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Round her simple robe of neatness, 
Play'd a wild harmonious sweetness, 
As, with a sun-ray's fleetness, 

Down the valley's slope she hied; 
And the younff flowers look'd up blushing. 
All with liquia honey gushing, 
As her wind-like feet went rushing 

O'er their heads of modest pnde. 

One golden July mom, . 

When the meads' green wealth was shorn. 

And the new-hay's sweetness borne 

On the honey- winged gale ; 
O'er the dew's resplendent whiteness. 
With her step of aerial lightness. 
Like a thine of angel bri^tness. 

Went ahe wandering thro' the vale. 

Beside a brier-bush tangled. 

All with snowy blossoms spangled. 

Whose flowery ipcense mingled 

With the wild thyme's breathings sweet; 
Grently there the maiden ventured. 
Its dreamy shade she enter'd. 
And sat, a pearl centred. 

In its emerald retreat. 

Humm'd the bees in sunshine sleeping, 
Glanced the dewy wood-leaves weeping, 
Sungthe streams, like harp-notes, creeping 

The small silvery stones among; 
The zephyr, like a dove, came. 
The sunny clouds above ffleam. 
While Nature, in a love-dream, 

Gush'd out her heart of song. 

Fleetly pass'd each ffolden minute, 
Sweetly sung the laxk and linnet, 
'Till in the burning zenith 

Blazed the hot meridian beam ; 
Still the brown maid of the valley, 
like a sun-o'erheated lily. 
Lay in that scented alley. 

Dreaming many a fairy dream. 

But, hark ! what sweet tones ringing, 
'Mid the rosy sunbeams springing? 
As if the flowers were singmg 

An airy summer-lay! 
Or the bands of heaven descending. 
Their million harp songs blending. 
Round their sister-angel bending. 

To charm her away! 
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The young maid gazed around her, 
With a look of joy and wonder, 
When from the green woods yonder 

A host of fiRures sprung, 
Youths and maidens, bright and splendid, 
In a radiant circle blend^. 
And their merry laugh ascended, 

like a gush of melting song. 

As the calm, grand rainbow beaming, 
'Mid the showery cloudlets streaming, 
With their rose-hued fringes gleaming 

In the April evening sun, 
So look'd their rich robes flowing, 
' All their dazzling textures showmg 
like a mass of diamonds glowing. 

As the glorious band moved on 

But a youth of heavenly bearing. 
In the splendid van appearing — 
like a prince of ancient Erin — 

To the brown-hair'd girl bow'd 5 
And his fond look^ seem'd to woo her 
For his bright eyes bum'd thro' her. 
As the regal youth moved to her, 

Bowing down his person proud. 

Waved his amber curls fantastic. 
Bound his towering brow majestic. 
As he bent his knee elastic. 

Before the wondering dame; 
To his lips of lusmore brightness. 
With a touch of breezy lightness, 
He press'd her hand of whiteness, 

Grently murmuring her name. 

Golden dews of odour breathing. 
Dreamy music — swelling, fading — 
Bound the maiden's som came wreathing 

Their delicious fairy spells; 
And she felt as if up borne 
On the sunny wings of mom. 
Never caring to return 

To her own green summer dells ! 

The red-faced sun was setting, 

And his gold-ray'd shafts were flitting 

Where the starry dew was wetting 

The lone graves of wild Croa^iane ; 
Stole the breeze, in sleepy silence, 
From blue Shannon's reedy Islands, 
O'er dark Cratioe's wooded highlands. 

And Bunratty's sylvan lawn. 
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The birch-groves' rocking shadows, 
like silent weeping widows, 
Moved along the lonely meadows, 

On the low sun's crimson bars; 
And the night began to render 
To the hills its gloomy splendour. 
And heaven look'd clear and tender, 

As if cradling infant stars. 

On its grass-clad rock well-founded — 

With its ivy cochal round it. 

By a belt of dark trees bounded, — 

Frown'd Rosmanaher's castle tall ; 
And Bunratty's fortress hoary — 
Iron king of feudal glory — 
Seem'd to nurse some awful story 

In its time-defying wall. 

By Gama's fairy river. 

Where the tall, green marsh reeds quiver, 

Stood a youth as bold as ever 

Trod the old land of the Gael; 
By his dance you may discover 
Connor Koe, the outlaw'd rover, 
The fond, accepted lover 

Of the brown maid of the vale. 

Ah ! where delays the maiden 
Who has made his heart an Eden 
With love's dearest treasure laden 

For his Beautiful — his own I 
The last sun-rose is dying 
The calm, clear, tranquil sky in; 
Still waiting, watching, sighing, 

Her lover stands alone. 

As he stood alone, and pondering. 
At the maiden's absence wondering; 
Down the churchyard path, meandering 

Four strange weira-like figures came, 
A gloomy coffin bearing 
To the graveyard, slowly steering. 
And in solemn grief appearing. 
As they bore the lifeless frame. 

Connor look'd, with airy feeling. 
On the silent cortege stealing; 
No step — ^no voice revealing 

The sound of living thmg; 
Like cloud-shades of the brown night. 
On misty Boola's lone height. 
Drifting in the moonlight, 

Upon the south wind's wing. 
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Connor was a youth of daring, 
Neither fiend nor fairy fearing, 
And, as the forms were nearing 

The old, Cray churchyard wall,* 
Forward on their path he darted ! 
With a sudden scream, they started. 
And, like flying mist, departed. 

Leaving coffin, corpse and pall ! 

Moan'd the owl and croak'd the raven. 
And the bending trees were waven 
By a blast that shriek'd thro' heaven. 

With a horrid ghostly groan; 
And a black cloud, thick and chilling. 
All the scene with midnight filling, 
Rose darkly — densely swelling — 

Round the youth and coffin lone. 

Nothing fearing — ^nothing daunted — 
By no airy terrors haunted. 
He faced the bier enchanted, 

And tore the lid away! 
Slowly at the white corpse peeping — 
Then, with a cry, upleaping — 
There calmly, gentlv sleeping, 

His brown-hair d girl lay! 

The darkened plain was shaking. 

And a million tongues seem'd speaking. 

As if the Dead were 'waking 

In every olden tomb I 
And around his footpath narrow. 
Rung many a wail of sorrow 
That chill'd him to the marrow. 

As he bore the maiden home ! 

Her fairy trance is over. 

And the morning smiles above her. 

As she sits beside her lover. 

In her cotts^, in the glen; 
But her feet have lost their fleetness, 
And her face its bright repleteness. 
And her silvery laugh of sweetness 

Was never heard again ! 

* Croaghane Churchjard ; tradition states that within this veiy ancient 
burial ground, the bravest men and fairest women of Mnnster lie intemd. 
It signifies, ** John's Cfrots." 
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THE FENIAN BREDE. 

On Cuil-na-lawn the Ceanna hhan 

Waves in the breeze its silvery plume ; 
The mist has roll'd its dewy fold 

Around Ardcuilen's crest of broom ; 
In Ballyosheen the trees are ^en. 

The linnet sings on wild Sheve Doun ; 
But, oh, mo stoir I my joy is o'er — 

My heart has lost its summer sun ! 

On Ouil-na-lawn the bright red dawn 

Had shower'd its crimson gems of light ; 
Each white cloud seem'd a snowy fawn 

Upon Ardcuilen*s dusky height ; 
But ere the mom, on Callan's side, 

To glistening rubies turned the dew ; 
By lonely Cashen's briar-fringed tide. 

My mountain eagle from me flew. 

I mind the eve when Summer's breath 

Scarce stirr'd the mist on dark Knoc Bee, 
With trembling souls we sat beneath 

The snow-bloom of the wild haw-tree ; 
The bees were humming to their homes 

Within the heather's green retreats ; 
While, Uke their gushing honeycombs. 

Our hearts were filled with Nature's sweets. 

The moon look'd in on Knocmore glen. 

The crags like piles of silver shone. 
Where twice two hundred patriot-men 

Were marshall'd at his word alone ; 
The tale was told — ^the pass was sold — 

The patriot band was forced to flee ; 
And to escape a dungeon cold. 

My mountain eagle flew from me ! 

Again the beams of sunny Spring 

With crimson pearl-buds clothe the broom ; 
And freshening lowers and sunshine bring 

To primrose Danks a robe of bloom ; 
A^in with rich, white beauty glows 

The bosom of the wild haw-tree ; 
Yet Spring, with all her balm, bestows 

No happy bloom of heart to me. 

On bleak Craighbhan I sit alone, 

The mountam-breeze around me sighs ; 
My tears have warm'd the cold, gray stone, 

And bum'd a circle round my eyes ; 
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The hawk is flying to his nest 
High on the cliSs of dark Knoc Ree — 

But, och ! mo sUnr ! my heart is sore ! 
My l^rd no more shall fly to me I 



THE BATTLE OP MOINMOR.* 

A. D. 1151. 

Sing the day of Moinmor where the ravens were feasted. 
And the blood of the mighty, like water, was wasted ; 
Where many a fierce Ga&owglass, Kern, and Bonnact, 
Came to conquer green Thomond, from Leinster and Cka- 

naught. 
Thick as grain in the brown sheaves of antnmn, they gather, 
And spreaid their dark lines o'er the face of the heather, 
like the weird lights that gleam round the dark Rock of Cleenaf 
Shone the glittering war-axes of Meath and Lagenia. % 
Bright ridges of spear points, towards heaven, are gleaming, 
like fire sparks that float o'er some doomed city flaming. 

Prond Torlogh O'Brien, from Clan Carrha retreating, 

Sees the foemen assembled, and joys at their meeting. 

There's a dark, fiery stain on his mgh kingly honor, 

That he loncs to blot out in the blood of O'Connor. 

And never £d wolf gnash the fongs of his anger. 

When seeking the flocks in the rage of his hunger. 

With deadlier thirst to destroy and devour them. 

Than Thomond's fierce chief, when his foes stood before him. 

The eagle-soul'd Dalgais surround their great leader, 

Resolving to die or repel the invader. 

Tho' their numbers, by thousands, are less than the foemen. 

They fear not O'Connor's tall spearmen and bowmen ; 

* '* This great battle was fought by Torloghiuore O'Brien, Bang of Monster, 
at the head of seven thonaand Dalcassians, against the united fioroes of 
LeizLster, Gonnaugbt and Meath, commanded by Torlogh O'Oomun', King 
of Connaught, father of the celebrated Roderick, Mimarch of Ireland. The 
cause of the conflict was jealousy of power and ambition of territory between 
O'Brien and 0'Ck>nnor. The latter Ghi^ was marching to invade Thomond, 
— when overtaken, unwittingly, by O'Brien, who was returning to his prin- 
cipality after subduing the MacCarthys of Desmond. The armies met at 
Ma*nmor, an extensive plain in the Barony of danwilliam, axid an engage- 
ment took place, the like of which was not seen since the day of Olontarf 
The Dalgais, though overwhelmed by superior numbers, and quite unpre- 
pared for the contest, maintained their ground with desperate Tslonr, and 
almost decimated the whole army of O'Connor; but the victory ronained not 
with the invaders, until the entire. army ctf Thomcmd was destroyedy all bat 
one shattered battalion." — HistorictU Memoir the O^Brietu. 

This fierce encounter destroyed more of the mdlitary jporestige of Irelsnd 
than did the great fight of Glontarf It opened a positive and easy ayanue 
to the Norman robbers. The slaughter of the nobility <m thisfield was 
fearftil ; the annalists give a long list of it. 

t The residence of the Fairy Queen, Gleena — aromantioolif^ in tike oounty 
Cork, about which many wild legends are told. 

t The ancient name of Leinster. 
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But their iron-nerved grasp on their axe-handles tijght'ning, 
On they move, like the spirits that ride heaven's lightning ; 
While their long-measured tread makes the ground tremble 

under, 
Like the deep-muffled sound of the low groaning thunder. 

The wild battle-blast of the trumpet has sounded, 
And swift to the onset the giant hosts bounded ; 
The field flamed and roared with the torrent of arms, 
like a huge forest swung by the madness of storms. 
Have you seen, at Ardmore, the white billows advancing, 
When the sea to the tune of the whirlwind is dancing? 
And the wave-giants, rising and roaring together, 
With their awml war-songs, charging mad on each other? 

Thus raged the dread fight, in tumultuous disorder, 
And the sounding plain trembled from centre to border. 
Spears whistled and rattled in deadl^r collision, 
1\> the hearts of the combatants seeking admission ; 
Souls of heroes — ^forgetting the temples that shrined them — 
Flew out thro' red rents from the clay that confined them : 
Shields leap'd from the axes, in many a splinter, 
like wither'd leaves tost from the dark groves of winter ; 
And towering heads sunk, with the helmets that bound tiiem. 
While their reeking brains smoked on the weapons that found 
them. . 

But in vain are the fearless Dalcassians contending. 
For the might of fresh legions their phalanx is rending : 
And the powers of the foemen seem growing around them 
More fast than their gore-clotted weapons can wound them ; 
Like billows of fire, on the ranks they are closing, 
New ramparts of steel to their bosoms opposing ; 
And fast as they come, yet the Dalgais are mowing 
Their lines, thick as sleet when the north wind is blowing. 

**0h I green-bosom'd Thomond ! thou'rt bravely defended ! 
And thy foes shall be few when the conflict is ended. 
Stand together, ye flowers of the children of Heber ! 
Whose strong hands were made for the broad axe and sabre ! 
With those bright blades of valour that ever array'd you, 
Give a ^ve to the raiders that dared to invade you ! 
Oh ! thmk of your honors, as heroes and freemen ! 
And think of the fame of your proud, queenly women ! 
And think of the glory that courted and crown'd you ! 
When Erin's Kings bow'd in submission around you ! 
Lel^your dark foes remember thisgreat day, with sorrow. 
And curse the war hawks of the !^use of Kinkora ! 
Your fathers in battle were never defeated, 
No field show'd the mark where their footsteps retreated ! 
Their proud faces ne'er show'd the white hue of pallor, 
When the vengeance of war met their bosoms of valour ! 



70 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

Up, Torlogh ! thou fire-hearted, eagle-eyed warrior ! 
In the red time of danger our beacon and barrier ! 
Is the hot blood of Brian in thy royal veins failing — 
Is the lion growing weak, that the fawns are prevailing ? 
No ! — tho* unprepared the fierce enemy found you, 
Tho* his strong-handed thousands are pressing around you ! 
Tho* his masses of steel on thy host thickly cmster. 
Like fire-laden clouds when at midnight thev muster. 
There's a soul of defiance, proud burning, within you ! 
Whose towering ambition an empire might win you ! 
Then on to the fight — in the van let them find you — 
Oh I why should the bard of your glory remind you ! 
Prince of the rich sifts, and strong steeds of fleetoess ! 
Prince of the grand halls, and wild harps of sweetness ! 
Prince of dark forests, green pastures and cattle ! 
Prince of bright swords, in the red day of battle ! 
Let thv loud voice be heard thro' the startled field rin^png. 
Like the storm spirit's tone in the mountain wood singing ! 
Fire thy chiefs to their high posts of danger and honour, 
And fling their fierce might on the host of O'Connor I '* 

Oh ! they come at the call of their trumpet-tongued leader, 
With their uplifted axes all blazing together ; 
And they drive on the foe, in their hot fury thirsting. 
Like a mad, hill-hemm'd flood on the wasted vales bunting. 
Wild was their shock, as the monster waves meeting 
At Shannon's dark mouth, when the tide is retreating. 
How the fast sinking ranks reel and tumble before them. 
Like reeds, when the wrath of the lightning sweeps o'er theuL 
Red was their track thro' the centre enlargme ! 
Thick was the blood shower that smoked at £eir charging ! 
Many the steel-cloven corpses deep strewing 
Their widening pathway of carnage and ruin. 
Fierce was the clang of ten thousand swords cleaving 
Their way, like the waves when the ocean is heaving ; 
While the hosts seem to melt, as the mountain mists sweeping 
Thro' heaven, when the^blast from its slumber is leaping. 

Have you seen, in the black face of midnight, the gleaming 

Of meteors of fire thro' the parted clouds streaming ? 

While river and wood seem with terror to tremble. 

As in air's gloomy bosom dark demons assemble ; 

The purplo-ed^ed fire-clouds, unmoved and unriven. 

Seem hanging like pitch-cover'd mountains in heaven ! 

Till, sudden, their mighty artillery awaken — ^ 

They burst with a craih, and creation is shaken ! 

Thus the warriors appear'd thro' the battle-tide dimhing^ 

Thus rung their sharp axes thro' steel helmets crashing ; 

The big rain of toil down their foreheads is pouring. 

And their greedy blades steam with the lives they're devouring ! 
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Half the mighty Dalcassians in carnage are lying, 

And yet not a man from the combat is flying ; 

But, seeming to gather new vigour, they rally, 

And cleave thro' the foemen a blood-crimson'd alley, 

O'Connor's fierce war-cry encoimter'd O'Brien's, 

As, 'mid the red conflict, they met, like two lions ; 

Or two haughty eagles, on storm-lifted pinion. 

Contesting their claim to the aerial dominion. 

Lo ! they fight, in the midst of the gore-deluge horrid. 

With wrath in each eyeball and gloom on each forehead ; 

And never met chiefs, in the battle's dread clangor. 

More deadly and hot with the flames of their anger. 

O'Connor appear'd against Thomond's proud leader. 

Like a portly round tower by a hugh mountain cedar ; 

While the weapons of slaughter raged harmless round them, 

As if none, but their own steel, was worthy to wound them ! 

With shields, like hill crags by the lightning strokes rifted, 

They closed, with their blood-painted axes uplifted. 

And they swerv'd from the blows, as if earthquakes shook them, 

While their helmets spit fire at the weapons that struck them ! 

Qore splash'd in the track of their deadly advances I 

The poison of serpents seem'd mixed in their glances ! 

Their arms sway'd, like wings of an eagle in motion. 

Or the shark's rapid fins when he darts thro' the ocean ! 

Have you heard the strong hammers the metal war waging. 

When the sons of the forge the red iron are sledging ? 

The shrill-ringing anvil, repeatedly stricken. 

Boars a lon^, rusty note as the heavy blows quicken ! 

Thus on their orb'd bucklers, half shatter'd and sunder'd. 

In clanging succession their war-axes thunder'd. 

But the steel of O'Brien thro' his foe's corslet rushes, 

And red on its blue edge the royal blood gushes I 

He reel'd, as the stroke on his bosom resounded. 

And fierce on the proud King of Thomond he bounded ! 

Like giants, in frenzy, they clutch one another. 

And roll on the blood-sheeted war-field together ! 

The sound of their fall and their armour's deep rattle, 

Like death-bells, are heard o'er the clang of the battle ! 

The quivering sward by their fierce weight is dinted. 

As, like two ra^g leopards, they struggled and panted ! 

Around them the torrent of battle is sweeping. 

Like a ghost-ridden squall o'er a broken bank leaping ! 

To rescue their leaders both armies contended. 

Spears, axes, and swords in one fearful crash blended ; 

Tiiick showered the blows, o'er the prostrate kings ringing. 

And the sluices of life were all open and springing. 

Like a red sunset purpling the sea's stormy water, 

A blood-haze enveloped that whirlwind of slaughter. 

Pile on pile, the deep mass of dead heroes is growing 

Ab fast as the drift when the dark sky is snowing. 
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You*d have thought — so determined the warriors contended, — 
That the kingdoms of earth on the combat depended. 

From the dread pile of carnage the princes are torn. 
And, wounded and weak, to their chariots they're borne ; 
But the haughty O'Brien sees no host to defend him. 
For few are the faithful chiefs left to befriend him ! . 
Of all the brave thousands, his ^lory maintaining. 
One shattered battalion, alone, is remaining ! 
And the^ bear him away, in their stalwart embraces, 
With gnef in their great souls, and gore on their faces. 

They retreat, through Clanwilliam, all sadly and slowly. 
Bound their Prince, in his chariot, desponding and lowly! 
But the toil-wearied victors forbore to pursue them. 
As they looked on the battle-wreck'd plain where they knew 

them. 
Oh ! ne'er shall that field from dark memory's mirror. 
Withdraw its grim, blood-shrouded image of terror! 

'Tis twilight — the pale sky with white stars is studded. 
And the W est with deep shadowy crimson is flooded ! 
The victors remain on the war field blood-clotted, 
like a few stunted trees where a forest once nodded. 
No wild cheer was heard the red victory greeting. 
But silent, as ghosts, was the conquerors' meeting! 
Ah ! dearly they paid for their triumph of honor. 
And small was the trophy it yielded O'Connor! 

Where's the glory of which you pretend to have tasted? 
Where's the conquest for which your dear country was 

wasted? 
The meed of your rancour and discord is granted — 
You have done — basely done — what the foreigners wanted ! 

SONG OF miSH EMIGRANTS. 
Air — * ' Cruiskeen Lavm, " 

'Tis the last night of our stay 

Ere we wander far away ! 
To seek our fortune on a foreign shore ; 

But, before we brave the sea, 

Let us on this night be gay ! 
For, to-morrow, we may part to meet no more, boys ! no more ! 

To-morrow, we may part to meet no more ! 

To a strange and distant land — 

With honest heart and hand ; 
Strong destiny obliges us to roam; 

Yet, be it weal or woe, 

To whatever port we go. 
We won't forget the old friends at home, boys I at home I 

We won't forget the old friends at home ! 
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Then fill your glasses high, 

For our parting time is nigh I 
And to-morrow we'll be far away from here ; 

Then our friends will be alone 1 

But they'll miss us when we're gone ! 
And they'll pray for our success, with a tear I boys I a tear I 

And pray for our success ! with a tear I 

They say Australia's land 

Is wealthy, great and grand ! 
With its fields rich in gold's shining ore ; 

But if every grain of sand 

Were a diamond on its strand, 
Well still love poor Ireland more, boys ! more ! 

We'll still love poor Ireland more ! 

Farewell, birth-place of our love — 

May the angel-powers above 
Give our ship a peacefm sea and gentle wind ! 

And tho' other lands may be 

Independent) rich and free ; 
Yet there's none like the Land we leave behind ! boys ! behind ! 

There's none like the Land we leave behind ! 

Here's a health to those we leave 

In the coimtry of the brave 

May the day-star of Freedom on them smile I 

May GU)d from His high Throne 

Give our people back their own ! 
And drive the perjured Saxon from our Isle ! boys ! our Isle! 

And dnve the perjured Saxon from our Isle ! 

Here's to all our youthful joys 

With the pleasant girls and boys ! 
And every honest friend we love and know — 

On Australia's golden shore 

There is wealth for us in store ; 
And the morning is approaching ! we must go ! boys ! go ! 

The morning is approaching ! we must go ! 



MARYANNE'S CHARMS. 

Mt Maryanne's hair is like the gossamer-threads, 
When they float in silver wreaths o'er the flower-fnng'd meads ; 
Round her peril-white temples its rich rings are straying, 
Like the Lake's sunny curb around water-lilies playmg. 

My Maryanne's eyes are two blue wells of licht, 

Were they set in heaven, as stars, day would die in love with 

night; 
Nature, anxious to make something on earth, like angel-eyes, 
To form Maryanne's, stole the crystal of the skies ! 

6 
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My M«ryaime*3 voic« has » fairy-hiurp's tone, 
When *tis heanl in the twilight-fields lovely and lone ; 
While the flowers, all enamoured, on their dew-pillows round, 
Seem imploring the sweet airs to call hack the sound ! 

Mv Maryanne s lips ii-oold the wild hees allnre. 
Like the red bell-blossoms of the fairy Insmore ; 
Love rifled all the rose-tints of the brilliant sunset-slry. 
And gave to my fair one*s lips their richest crimson dye. 

My Maryanne*3 foot is as light» and as white 
As a butterfly *s ^i-ing in its sunny May-flight ; 
The wild mountain gold-flower may Mnd to her tread. 
Without losing one gem from the crown on its head. 

My Maiyanne's bosom is smoother than silk. 
And white as a silver cup flowing with new milk ; 
Her garments float round her, like veils on a shiine, 
Or a parterre of flo^i^ers o*er a diamond-mine. 

Last Sunday, at Mass, my young coUetn was there, 
And looking at her I forgot Pri^ and prayer ; 
And I thought, ** what a fine place this wond would be ! 
If all were as sinless and lovely as she !" 

Yester-eve, as she walked by the blue-bo8om*d tide, 
I deserted my comrades, and stole to her side ; 
My poor, dreaming heart twenty love-speeches framed. 
But, to give them an echo, my tongue got ashamed. 

At last, we sat down mone the white daisy-bells, 
And I diveil for her thonj^ts in her two azure wells ; 
And there her kind spirit said something to mine, 
Which I heanl not but felt to be almost divine. 

I pressM her hand gently — the press was retum'd. 
And her soft Wrgin eye "with a sweeter beam bum'd ; 
I said, ** Can you love me ?'* and drew her to my breast ; 
And she, blushing, whisper d, "Yes!" and— "Shrove" told 
the rest ! 



DRUNKEN THADY.* 

(a LEO end of limerick.) 

Before the famed year Ninety-eight, 
Li blood stamped Ireland*s wayward fate ; 
When laws of death and transportation 
Were served, like banouets, thro* the nation — 
But let it pass— the tale I dwell on 
Has nought to do with red Rebellion ; 

•Thisva8ai«acharact«r;heira8aweaTerb7tcade. HedMdinlStt. 
Aged, 97 yean. 
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Altho' it was a glorious ruction. 
And nearly wroucht our foes' destruction. 
There lived ana died in Limerick City, 
A dame of fame — Oh ! what a pity 
That dames of fame should live and die. 
And never learn for what, or why ! 
Some say her maiden name was Brady, 
And others say she was a Grad^ ; 

The d 1 choke their contradictions ! 

For truth is murder'd by their fictions. 

*Tis true she lived — *tis true she died, 

*Tis true she was a Bishop's bride, 

But for herself, 'tis little matter 

To whom she had been wife or daughter. 

Whether of Bradys or O'Gradys I 

She lived, like most ungodly ladies ; 

Spending his Reverend Lordship's treasure 

Chasing the world's evil pleasure ; 

Li love with suppers, cards, and balls, 

And luxurious sm of festive halls. 

Where flaming hearts, and flaming wine, 

Livite the passions all to dine. 

She died — lier actions were recorded — 

Whether in Heaven or Hell rewarded 

We know not, but her time was given 

Without a thought of Hell or Heaven. 

Her days and mghts were spent in mirth — 

She made her genial Heaven of earth ; 

And never dreamt, at balls and dinners. 

There is a Hell to punish sinners. 

How quick Time throws his rapid measure 

Along the date of worldly pleasure ? 

A beam of light, 'mid cloudy shadows, 

Flitting along the autumn meadows ; 

A wave that glistens on the shore. 

Retires, and is beheld no more ; 

A blast that stirs the yellow leaves 

Of fading woods, in autumn eves ; 

A star's reflection on the tide. 

Which gathering shadows soon shall hide. — 

Such and so transient, the condition 

Of earthly joys and man's ambition. 

Death steals behind the smile of joy. 

With weapon ready to destroy ; 

And, tho' a hundred years were past, 

He's sure to have his prey at last. 

And, when the fated hour is ready, 

He cares not for a lord or lady ; 

But lifts his ^n, and snaps the trigger 

And shoots tSike the king and beggar. 
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And thus the heroine of our tale, 

H^ shot, as fowlers shoot a quail ; 

And, 'mid the flash of pomp and splendor, 

He made her soul the world surrender. 

She join'd her fathers' awful forms 

*Mia rolling clouds and swelling storms; 

And, lest the Muse would be a liar, 

I'm led to think she went no higher. 

But now I have some secret notion, 

She did not like her new promotion ; 

For if she did she would remain. 

And scorn to come to earth again. 

But earth, the home of her affection, 

Could not depart her recollection ! 

So she retum'd to flash and shine, 

But never more to dance or dine ! 

The story of her resurrection 

Flew out in many a queer direction ! 

Each night, she roam d, with airy feet. 

From Thomond Bridge to Castle-street ;* 

And those that stay'd out past eleven. 

Would want a special guard from Heaven, 

To shield them, with a holy wand. 

From the mad terrors of her hand ! 

She knock'd two drunken soldiers dead, 

Two more, with batter'd foreheads, fled ; 

She broke the sentry-box in staves, 

And dash'd the fragments in the waves ! 

She slash'd the gimners, left and right, 

And put the garrison to flight ! 

The devil, with all his faults and failings. 

Was far more quiet in his dealings, 

(Notwithstanding all that he lost), 

Than this unruly, rampant she-ghost ! 

No pugilist in LimericK town. 

Could knock a man so quickly down. 

Or deal an active blow so ready 

To floor one, as the Bishop's Lady ! 

And thus the ghost appear'd and vanished. 

Until her Ladyship was banish'd 

By Father Power whom things of evil 

Dreaded as mortals dread the devil ! 

Off to the Red Sea shore he drove her, 

From which no tide nor time can move her, 

• I hare heard, since a child, many curious anecdotes related of the 
** Bishop's Lady ;" and, often have her midnight depredations formed 
themes of awe and interest, at many a hearth-side, in the old locality 
which she haunted with a vengeance. Her nightly attacks were chiefly 
directed against the guard of the Castle-harrack garrison. But the inno- 
cent times of ghosts and ghost-stories are gone hy, and it would he well for 
the country if many of the living ghosU of the present age were only as 
harmless. 
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From numbenng sands upon the coast 
That skirts the grave of Pharaoh's host I 
A lady of her high-bom station 
Must have acquired great education 
For such a clerkship — ^numberinff sands, 
With no account-book, save her hands .' 

But, ere the Priest removed the Liady, 

There Uved a "5oy," call'd ** Drunken Thady P 

In Thomond-gate, of social joys. 

The birth-place of the ** Devih Boys !" 

Thade knew his country's history well. 

And for her sake woiild go to hell! 

For hours he'd sit and nuidly reason 

Upon the honours of high treason ! 

what Bills the House had lately got in, 

yfhdkt Croppies nimbly danced on nothing ! 

And how tne wily game of State 

Was dealt and played in Ninety-eight ! 

How Wexford fought — how Ross was lost ! 

And all to Erin's bloody cost ! 

But had the powers of Munster 'risen, 

Erin had England by the weasan' ! 

He told long tales about those play-boys, 

Call'd Terry Alts and Peep-o'-<ty Boys 

Who roused, at night, the sleeping country, 

And terrified the trembling gentry ! 

Now who dare say that Irish history 
To Thady's breeding was a mystery ? 
Altho' the Parish Priest proclaim'd him. 
And first of living devils named him ! 
In heart he was an Irish Lumper^ 
But all his glory was a bumper ! 
He believed in God, right firm and well, 
But served no Heaven and feared no Hell ! 
A sermon on Hell's pains may start him, 
It may convince but not convert him ! 
He knew his failing and his fault 
Lay in the tempting drop of malt ; 
And every day his vice went further. 
And, as he drank, his heart grew harder. 
Ah, Thady ! oft the Parish Priest 
Call'd you a wicked, drunken beast ! 
And said you were the devil's handle 
Of brazen, bare-faced, public scandal ! 
An imp, — without the least contrition — 
At whiskey, discord and sedition ! 
That drinking was your sole enjoyment. 
And breaking doors your whole employment ! 
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That you — at every drunken caper — 
Made windows change their glaiss for paper ! 
That, sure as closed each Sunday night in. 
You set near half the parish fighting ! 
That, with your constant, droughty quaffing 
You broke Moll Dea and Biddy Lavin ! 
And drove the two poor widows begging. 
For not a drop you left their keg in I 
If Satan stood, with his artillery, 
Fiill at the eates of Stein's Distillery ; 
With Satan^ self you'd stand a tussle 
To enter there and wet your whistle ! 

In vain the Priest reproved his doings — 

Even as the ivy holds the ruins — 

He caution'd, counsell'd, watch'd, and track'd him. 

But all in vain — at last he whack'd him ; 

And with a blackthorn, hi&hly seasoned. 

He ureed the argument he^ reasoned. 

But Thady loved intoxication. 

And f oil'd all hopes of reformation ; 

He still rais'd rows and drank the whiskey, 

And roar'd, just like the Bay of Biscay. 

In every grog-shop he was found, 

In every row he fought a round ; 

The treadmill knew nis step as well 

As e'er a bellman knew his bell ; 

The jail received him forty times 

For midnight rows and drunken crimes ; 

He flailed nis wife and thump'd her brother, 

And bum'd the bed about his mother, 

Because they hid his fine steel pike 

Deep down in Paudh Molony's dike ! 

The guard was call'd out to arrest him, 

Across the quarry loch they chased him ; 

The night was dark, the path was narrow, 

Scarce giving room to one wheelbarrow ; 

Thade knew the scanty passage well. 

But headlong his pursuers feU 

Into the stagnant, miry brook, 

like birds in birdlime sudden stuck. 

The neighbours said the devil steel'd him. 

For if the garrison assail'd him 

Inside King John's strong Castle-wall, 

He would escape unhurt from all ! 

All day he drank ** potheen " at Hayes's, 

And pitch'd the King and Law to blazes ! 

He knocked his master on the floor. 

And kiss'd Miss Lizzy at the door ! 

But ere his drunken pranks went further. 

The host and he had miUa murdher ! 
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The window panes he broke entire, 
The bottles flew about the fire ; 
The liquor, on the hearth increasing, 
Caught fire and set the chimney blazing ! 
The Reverend sage this deed admonish d. 
The congregation stood astonish'd — 
He said that Thady was an agent 
Employed on earth by hell's black Regent ! 
And if he woiUdn't soon reform. 
His place and pay woiild be more warm ! 
His vital thread would soon be nick'd, 
And into Hades he'd be kick'd I 
Even there he would not be admitted, 
Except the Porter he outwitted ! 
For, if he got inside the wall. 
Most likely, he'd out-devil 'em all I 
The people heard the sad assertion. 
And pray'd aloud for his conversion I 
While Thady in the public-house 
Was emptying kegs and " brewing " rows ! 
For him the Priest prognosticated 
A woeful doom and end ill-fated ! 
And truth hath rarely disappointed 
The sayings of the Lord's Anointed ! 
But many a one in heaven takes dinner, 
Who died a saint and lived a sinner ! 
'Twere better far, and safer surely, 
To live a saint and die one purely ! 
All ye who're ready to condemn 
A fellow-child of clay, like him ! 
Try if yourselves need no repentance. 
Before you pass the bitter sentence ! 
And ere you judge your brother, first 
Remember that yourselves are dust ! 
But if your conscience tells you then 
That your own heart is free from sin — 
Cry, with the Pharisee, " Thank God / 
/ am not Uke that wicked chd /" 

But to our story of this queer boy 
Thady the drunken, devu-may-care-boy ! 
'Twas Christmas Eve — ^the gale was high — 
The snow-clouds swept along the sky ; 
The flaky drift was whirling down. 
Like flying feathers thro' the town. 
The tradesman chatted o'er his ** drop^^^ 
The Merchant closed his vacant shop 
Where, all day long, the busy crowd 
Bought Christmas rare, with tumiilt loud. 
The Grocer scored the day's amounts. 
The Batcher conn'd his ^at accounts ; 



80 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

The Farmer left the noisy mart, 
With heavy purse and lightened heart. 
In every pane the Christmas light 
Gave welcome to the holy night ; 
In every house the holly green 
Around the wreathed wjuls was seen ; 
Tlie Christmas blocks of oak entire, 
Blazed, hiss'd and crackled in the fire ; 
And sounds of joy from every dwelling, 
Upon the snowy blast came swelling. 

The flyinff week, now past and gone. 
Saw Thady earn two pounds one ! 
His good employer paid it down. 
And wam'd him to refrain from town ; 
And banbed the devilment of drinking, 
But Thady scorned his sober thinking ; 
He fobb'd the coin, with spirit li^ht, 
To home and master bade good-mght, 
And, like a pirate-frigate cruising, 
Steer'd to the crowd^ City, boozdng ! 

The sweet-toned bells of Mary's tower, 
Proclaim'd the Saviour's natal hour ! 
And many an eye with pleasure glisten'd ! 
And many an ear with rapture listen'd ! 
The gather'd crowd of charm'd people 
Dispersed from gazing at the steeple ; 
The homeward tread of parting feet, 
Died on the echoes of the street; 
For Johnny Council, that dreaded man,* 
With his wild-raking Garryowen clan, 
Clear'd the streets and smash'd each lamp, 
And made the watchmen all decamp ! 

At half -past one the town was silent, 

Except a row rais'd in the Island, 

Where Thady — foe to sober thinking — 

With comrade boys sat gaily drinking ! 

A table with a pack of caros 

Stood in the midst of four blackguards, 

Who, with the bumper-draught elated, 

Dash'd down their trumps, and swore, and cheated ! 

Four pints, the fruits of their last game. 

White-foaming, to the table came ; 

They drank, and dealt the cards about. 

Ana Thady brought ^^ fifteen wheel out P^ 

Again the deal was Jack Fitzsimon's, 

He turned them up, and trumps were diamonds ; 

* The far-flELmed Johnny of Ganyowen notorietj, after half a oentaiy ol 
a terrible wild career, he died well, making ample reetitatioa for'lus 
glorious mistakes. 
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The ace was laid by Billy Mara, 
And beat with five by Tom O'Hara ; 
The queen was quickly laid by Thady, 
Jack threw the king and douced the lady ! 
Bill jink'd the game and cried out, "Waiter! 
Bring in the round, before 'tis later !" 
The draughts came foaming from the barrel ; 
The sport soon ended in a quarrel ; — 
Jack flung a pint at Tom O'Hara, 
And Thady levell'd Billy Mara ; 
The cards flew roimd in every quarter. 
The earthen floor grew drunk with porter ; 
The landlord ran to call the Watch, 
With oaths half Irish and half Scotch. 
The Watch came to the scene of battle. 
Proclaiming peace, with sounding wattle ; 
The combatants were soon arrested. 
But Thady got off unmolested. 

The night was stormy, cold and late. 

No human form was in the street ; 

The virgin snow lay on the highways. 

And chok'd up alleys, lanes, and byeways. 

The North still pour'd its frigid store. 

The clouds look d black and threaten' d more ; 

The sky was starless, moonless, all 

Above the silent world's white pall. 

The driving sleet-shower hiss'd aloud — 

The distant forest roar'd and bow'd ; 

But Thady felt no hail nor sleet, 

As home he reel'd thro' Castle-street. 

The whistling squall was beating on 

The batter'd towers of old King John, 

Which guarded once, in warlike state. 

The hostile pass of Thomond-gate. 

The blinding showers, like silvery balls. 

Rustled agamst the ancient walls. 

As if determined to subdue 

What William's guns had fail'd to do ! 

Old Munchin's trees, from roots to heads. 

Were rocking in their churchyard beds ; 

The hoary tombs were wrapt in snow. 

The angry Shannon roar'd below. 

Thade reel'd along, in slow rotation. 

The greatest man in Erin's nation ; 

Now darting forward, like a pike. 

With upraised fist in act to strike ; 

Now wheeling backward, with the wind, 

And half to stand or fall inclined ; 

Now sidelong, 'mid the pelting showers, 

He stumbled near the tail round towers : 
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With nodding head and zig-zag feet, 

He gained the centre of the street ; 

And, giddy as a summer-midge. 

Went staggering towards old Thomond Bridge,* 

Whose fourteen arches braved so clever, 

Six hundred years, the rapid river ; 

And seem'd, in sooth, a noble picture 

Of ancient Irish architecture. 

But here the startled Muse must linger, 

With tearful eye and pointed finger 

To that dark river once the bed 

Of Limerick's brave defenders dead — 

There half the glorious hope she cherished, 

In one sad hour, deluded, perish'd ; 

The fatal draw-bridge open'd wide,+ 

And ffave the warriors to the tide ; 

The flood received each foremost man, 

The rear still madly pressing on ; 

*Till all the glory of the brave 

Was buried in the whirling wave ; 

And heroes' frames — a bloodless slaughter — 

Chok'd up the deep and struggling water. 

Now Thady ne'er indiilged a thought 
How Limerick's heroes fell or fought ; 
This night he was in no position 
For scnpture, history, or tradition. 
His thoughts were on the Bishop's Lady — 
The first tall arch he'd cross'd already ; 
He paused upon the haunted ground, 
The barrier of her midnight round. 
Along the Bridge-way, dark and narrow, 
He peep'd — while terror drove its arrow. 
Cold as the keen blast of October, 
Thro' all his frame and made him sober. 
Awhile he stood in doubt suspended, 
Still to push forward he intended ; 
When, 10 ! just as his fears released him, 
Up came the angry ghost and seized him ! 
Ah, Thady ! you are done ! — Alas ! 
The Priest's prediction comes to pass — 
If you escape this demon's cluteh, 
The devil himself is not your match ! 



He saw her face grim, large and pale. 
Her red eyes sparkled through her veil ; 

* Old Tbomond Bridge, with its fouriieen arches, and the adjacent fortifi- 
cations, round towers, &c., were erected in the reign of King John. 

t This was the act of a traitor who held the command of the dxaw-bridge 
at the time of the siege. 
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Her scarlet cloak — half immaterial — 
Flew wildly round her person aerial. 
With oaths, he tried to grasp her form, 
'Twere easier far to catch a storm ; 
Before his eyes she held him there. 
His hands felt nothing more than air ; 
Her grasp press'd on him cold as steel ; 
He saw her form but could not feel ; 
He tried not, tho' his brain was dizzy, 
To kiss her, as he kissed Miss Lizzy, 
But pray'd to Heaven for help sincere — 
The first time e'er he said a prayer. 

*Twas vain — the Spirit, in her fury, 

To do her work was in a hurry ; 

And, rising, with a whirlwind's strength, 

Hurl'd him o'er the battlement. 

Splash went poor Thady in the torrent. 

And roll'd along the rapid current, 

Towards Curragour's mad-roaring Fall 

The billows tost him, like a ball ; 

And who dare say, that saw him sinking, 

But 'twas his last full round of drinking ? 

Yet, no — against the river's miffht 

He made a long and gallant fight ; 

That stream in which he learned to swim. 

Shall be no watery grave to him I 

Near, and more near he heard the roar 

Of rock-impeded Curraj^our, 

Whose torrents, in their headlong sway. 

Raged mad as lions for their prey ! 

Above the Fall he spied afloat 

Some object, like an anchor'd boat. 

To this, with furious grasp, he clung, 

And from the tide his limbs upswimg. 

Half -frozen in the stem he lay, 

Until the holy light of day 

Brought forth some kind assisting hand 

To row poor Thady to the strand. 

'Mid gazinff crowds, he left the shore 

Well soberd, and got drunk no more ! 

And in the whole wide parish round, 

A better Christian was not found ; 

He loved his God and served his neighbour. 

And eam'd his bread by honest labour. 
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REQUIEM FOR JOHN MITCHELL. 

Tis midnight — the spectre-eyed meteor is red 
Where the dingy mist covers Camailta's bleak head ; 
And the cold, constant blast over Ara's dark broom. 
Seems to whisper of death and the grief of the tomb. 

Why moans the lone wood, like a ghost in despair 
Why looks yon dim star, like a blood-circled tear ? 
While a dismal sound throbs up from Shannon's deep tide, 
like a lover's heart-groan at the grave of his bride. 

The skies of Tipperary are fringed with a cloud 
That hangs o'er her hills, like a wizard's black shrond ; 
While I mark its weird drapery, some phantasy dread 
Seems to whisper around me — " John MUcheU is dead /" 

Dark spirit ! whose voice 'wakes an echo of fear 

In the springs of my being when evil is near ! 

Accurst be thy white-plumtom lips that have said. 

To the cold midnight shadows — '* John MUcheU is dead /" 

Must evil for ever our Island consume 
With the gall of the traitor and grasp of the tomb ? 
Must every grand tree that grows up in our cause. 
Be consign'd to the grave or cut down by the laws ? 

Ah ! something accurst has been doing or done. 
For which evik rain on us from heaven and its sun ; 
Lo ! every proud soul, with an arm raised to save 
Our Land — has been mark'd for the dungeon or grave ! 

Brave Oak of our freedom ! unbroken and unbent 
By the blasts which the tyrant and traitor have sent ; 
After all your long exile, and toils of the past. 
You came back to poor Erin to die there at last ! 

Yes, o'er the wild seas, to her ever-loved shore. 
You retum'd with the flag which at parting you bore ; 
Sure, for you, glorious martyr ! the world had no rest. 
Till you came back to Erin to sleep in her breast ! 

The proud eagle of Camailta that soars to the sun. 
Is the only grand type of the course you did run ! 
You stopp'd not for power and you paused not for prey, 
like the Patriots that crawl at Baal s altar to-day ! 

Your country's deep love in your great soiil you bore — 
That soiil richly set with the gems of her lore ! 
Whose ffodlike ambition was only to see 
Her spoilers o'erthrown and her children free ! 
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For the helots that crouch to the rods that control 
Each pulse of the heart and each voice of the soul ; 
There was scorn on your high brow and fire on your tongue, 
Like a God-inspired prophet His people among ! 

Let our grief rain the calm drops of sorrowing pride, 
Such as sad Erin wept when her Owen Roe died ! 
But let no dastard tear of a helot be shed 
O'er the glorified dust of the mighty-soul'd Dead ! 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT FOR HER INSANE 

DAUGHTER. 

Mavoumeen hhan deelish ! My heart's black with sorrow 

To see the young bloom of your Reason all gone ! 
Whose mind, like a rainbow, so lately could borrow 

The bright hues of heaven from intellect's sun ! 
Mavrone, oh, mavoumeen I My soul's living jewel ! 

When fate flimg this mist on the beam of your mind. 
We thought you'd be cured — but, oh ! God ! 'tis too cruel, 

To see your young spirit still, living on, blind ! 

Oh, innocent darling, my poor, stricken daughter ! 

Those meaningless smiles on your cheek seem to be 
Like beams on uie face of the cold, heartless water 

That feels not, nor cares how it rolls to the sea. 
The heavens may smile, but you heed not their smiling. 

The blossoms may blow, but you see not their bloom ! 
The mountains look grand and the meadows beguiling, 

But you are as cold to them all as the tomb ! 

€k)d's worlds of light may roll on in their beauty, 

All singing His anthems of love round the Pole ; 
Their splendour and beauty in vain may salute thee. 

Since your Reason's bright eye lost the star of its soul. 
Oh, cuishla mavoumeen ! tiirice black was the season. 

When this soul-shrouding shadow hath fallen upon thee ! 
Blishtine and burning the lowers of thy Reason, 

As a blast tears the buds from a young summer tree ! 

Mavoumeen ma^hree ! you once made my life sunny ! 

My heart drank your smiles as a lily drinks dew I 
But since your mind's honeycomb lost its bright honey, 

I'm like a poor, lonely bee mourning for you I 
How long, oh, mo stoir I will your young spirit linger 

In blank, dreary shadows of dreamland enshrined ? 
May the angel of God, with his bright shining finger. 

Brush ofi" the bleak darkness that's clouding your mind ! 
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COME, GENTLE SPRING. 

(1862.)* 

Come, gentle Spring, with thy blossoms and leaves. 

And sweet gales, and calm skies of sapphire and gold ; 
With thy clear, sunny moms and soft, shady eves, 

Oh ! come, gentle Spring, as thou earnest of old ! 
I have watch*d thy first bud on the branch of the tree ; 

I have marked thy finst tears as they dropp*d from the sky; 
I have hail'd thy first daisy, adorning the lea, 

With a soft, snowy fringe round ite bright-yellow eye ! 

I have yeam*d for thy beauty, thro' winter's bleak hours. 

When the silent snow lay on the hill's foggy side; 
I have dreamt of thy verdure, thy simbeams and showers, 

As a sick lover dreams of the smilefs of his bride ! 
I have welcomed the glow of thy flower-nursing sun. 

Thro' his red, orient curtain of rainbow-mist seen. 
When the woods put the robes of their loveliness on. 

And the rich, glowing landscape look'd flowery and green. 

Tho' Seasons have vanish'd, my heart is the same, 

Since, in boyhood's first glee, 'mid thy glories I trod. 
And saw thee record, with a finger of flame. 

On mountain and meadow, the bounty of Gk>d! 
When, like two lovely sisters, sweet April and May, 

Tlux)' our briffht, showery Island went laughing along, 
And rivall'd each other, upon their green way. 

With smiles rich in sunshine, and wild bursts of aong. 

But now, thou art sullen and dark, gentle Spring ! 

Thy voice has no music — ^thy face nas no mirth; 
Cold showers, chilly blasts, and black vapours you bring. 

As if God's love and bounty had fled from the earth ! 
Thy days, erst so golden, wax sickly and pale, 

Thy skies, erst so smiling, look cloudy and chill! 
Thy infant flowers droop in the half-perish'd vale, 

As if winter's bleak shadows had hnger'd there still ! 

The small brooks to broad lakes have grown with thy tears. 

And the yoimg apple-blossoms are shin with thy breath. 
And the cold wood, half-naked and shivering, appears 

To whisper some dark tale of famine and death ! 
The black north-east wind shakes the sleet from its wing, 

And wails o'er the plain, like a funeral cry ; 
The birds, in the groves, have forgotten to sing, 

As if Nature, in tears, was preparing to die ! 

* This season, like the present, 1879, was intensely severe, with continuooa 
rain, hlighting winds, gloomy days, &c. 
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Oh ! thou once-gentle and bright-beaming One ! 

Wilt thou cast the cold frowns of thine anger away? 
And put on a new dress of verdure and sun, 

And welcome, with smiles, thy fair daughter, sweet May? 
Oh! throw off thy dank cloak of darkness, and smile, 

The plume of the raven becomes not the dove; 
Pour the spirit of life in the veins of the soil, 

And breathe in our hearts the mild sweets of thy love ! 

THE WIDOW'S LAMENT.* 

Has my noble one perished? — Oh ! can I believe 

That his brightness and beauty were meant for the grave? 

There's a pain in my soul, for the tear-fountains there 

Have been dash'd to my eyes by the stroke of despair! 

O'er my spirit a desolate midnight is cast. 

Like a blight where the black-footed plague-fiend hath pass'd ; 

Oh ! the chords of my bosom are bleeding and torn. 

And my brain, like tne bed of a furnace, doth bum! 

Has the palm of my heart's summer garden been stole, 

Whose sunny bloom sweeten'd the bower of my soul? . 

Where his image has sunk itself deep, as the beam 

Of the yellow-brow'd sun in the breast of the stream. — 

Is he gone? — Oh I my €k)d 1 I imagine the ray 

Of earth's glory is quench'd since you call'd him away ! 

'There's a shadow o er all — Heaven seems to my sight, 

As if Death held his wing between earth and its light. 

Let me weep o'er my love, 'tiU his white face appears 

Melting back into life, with the light of my tears I 

Till death, at my heart-burst of anguish, shall breathe 

A sigh of resret for the wreck he has made! 

Ah, my Idol! thou'rt silent and frozen, as snow, 

But the stamp of thy soul is yet fair on thy brow; 

like a pensive beam left on a gray cloud alone 

In the West, when the flame of the Day-Gk>d is gone I 

The rich, silken fringe of the ringlets that gemnrd 

Thy forehead hangs yet o'er its white throne undimm'd; 

But the bright berry-stain of thy lip had not fled, 

Could I kiss a new soul in its crescent of red ! 

Yes ! thy brow yet has light on its snow-palace fair, 

O Gk>d! what a halo of manhood was there I 

What a sun-torrent flash'd from the wells of those eyes, 

like morning's gemm'd arrows shot down from the skies! 

While my heart to the music that burst from thy mouth, 

Danced hght, as a flower in the gale of the South! 

* The above lament was oomposed for a gentleman of great worth and 
learning, who died suddenly in Limerick some yean ago. He was re- 
spected and loved, by all classes of the community, for his true goodness of 
heart and brilliant attainments. 

ThLs accomplished person was William Fitzgerald, Mayor of Limerick, in 
1861. His death oocuired in the year of his mayoralty. 
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And thou'rt gone from my soul and the babes of thy love? 

So sudden— Oh ! Merciful Maker above ! 

When you summon'd my darling for ever from me. 

Had I seen the dread angel that brought the decree. 

At his dark, awful feet I would fling myself down. 

And my heart, wing'd with prayer, would rush up to Thy 

Throne! 
And I'd clasp in my arms his pinions* black plume, — 
Tho' the light of my eyes were struck dead with his gloom, — 
And I'd show him my babes, and implore him to spare 
Their sire, 'till he'd hsten and yield to my prayer, 
And pity my madness of grief, and depart 
With his gloomy wing moist with the tears of my heart! 
Oh I I'd tell all the bounties my darling's hand spread. 
And I'd number the widows and orphans he fed — 
But I'm raving — ^I'm raving — the blast on the plain 
Of the desert, can not be so wild as my brain! 

Oh! his spirit was rich as a golden Spring-day, 

And no cloud ever shadow'd the calm of its ray; 

And the high, noble tone of his manners and mind. 

Like a magnet, drew round him the hearts of mankind : 

His wisdom, his talent, his beauty ! — Heaven! 

Was it aU for the grave that such bright gifts were given? 

Ha! see how the pale-handed Ansel succeeds 

In destroying Earth's blossoms while sparing the weeds! 

Sure my lost one was generous in kind deeds, each day. 

And a halo of blessing was shower'd on his way ; 

But all could not shield his young heart from the stroke 

That slew him, as steel slays the stately hill-oak ! 

Oh! the dim sky appears like a winding-sheet spread. 

And the face of the earth to my vision looks dead! 

And the moaiiing of ehosts seems to come in my ears. 

And the City looks black with a rain-mist of tears I 

The carriage of death, with its raven-like plume, 

Is waiting to take you away to the tomb ; 

But I'll not let you go — ^they'll not take you from me, 

'Till I empty my heart of its last drop o'er thee! 

'Till my eye-founts, exhausted, in darkness shall swim. 

And my soul, in a blood-circle, melt on their rim! 

Ah ! the grave-stone that soon shall close o'er thy young brow. 

Has a shadow less black than my dreary heart now ! 

The day-beam of heaven shall brighten no more 

Thy face that so proudly Grod's grand ima^e bore ; 

And the worms shall creep thro' those rin^ets of light 

That flowed, like calm rays round a summer-cloud white ! 

Thou wilt lie in the clay — in the deep horrid gloom — 

And I'll sit, in my desolate sorrow, at home. 

With my spirit in streams, and thy babes at my knee 

Looking round, with their innocent blue eyes, for thee I 
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THE DARK-HAIRED BOY, 

Camailte's hill is bright, 

With its scarf of azure-sheen. 
And the blowing gems of heaven 

In its ^st'ning crown of green : 
But I know a dark hair'd youth, 

With a heart as bright and high 
As the cloud that drinks the sunbeam 

On its summit, in the sky. 
'Twas on a bright red eve, 

In the fiery month of June, 
When the heavens seem to boast 

They can do without the moon, 
I pul} on my Sunday jzown, 

With three flashy flounces gay. 
And green as that wild meadow 

Where the mountain Fairies play. 

To the crossing of four roads. 

Where the dance was held, I sped. 
With some notion, I believe, 

Of a lover, in my head ! 
The boys and maids were up 

In their native jigs and reels. 
And you'd think the very wind 

Lent its pinions to their heels. 
I sat upon the hedge-bank, 

Looung — ^laughing — at the fun. 
With my heart upon a thorn, 

Till the merry reel was done; 
Then a slender, dark-hair'd boy. 

With a playful, smiling glance. 
Came, and bowing, took my hand. 

And invited me to dance. 

I rose slowly to my feet. 

And pretended to look shy, 
While the heart, within my^ breast, 

Gave a ringing lauch of joy. 
O'er the white face oi the road. 

Our quick feet chased the tune 
Of ' ' The Piper in the Meadow /" 

And the merry ** Young May MoonT' 
Oh ! I never felt so glad. 

And I never danced so light. 
But when I tum'd home, 

Little I did sleep that night. 
At last when slumber came — 

It was but to cheat me then — 
I was dancing, in a dream. 

With the &k-hair'd boy again ! 

7 
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When day roll'd o'er the fields 

Its yellow, glancing ring, 
I took my milking-can, 

And went for water to the spring : 
But as I stood awhile. 

In the meadow, looking round, 
O'er the blooming thorn fence 

Came my dark boy, with a bound. 
How I felt I could not tell. 

Were I speaking for a week ; 
But I thought my leaping heart 

Flung red fire upon my cheek ; 
He spoke a few kind words. 

And, I think, they had the tone 
Of the airy sounds that float 

Round the summer's leafy throne. 

I gazed upon his locks. 

All as curling and as black 
As a raven-bosom'd cloud. 

With a sunburst on its back ; 
And his eye laugh'd, like a gem 

In a shaded pearl-ring. 
As he took my yielding hand. 

And came with me to the spring. 
We sat upon the marge. 

Where flowers, red, white, and blue. 
In their green beds, slept away, 

Their carouse of gushing dew. 
By the crystal-bosom'd well, 

There we''talk'd for two long hours. 
While his words grew round my heart, 

Like a glowing zone of flowers. 

And when we 'rose to part, 

And he tum'd to go away, 
Oh ! I'd give the whole wide world 

To be near him all the day ! 
He said he loved me truly, 

And his bright eyes seem'd to swear 
That each tender word he utter'd. 

From his young heart, was sincere. 
Oh ! I'll wear no other gown, 

But the green one, every day. 
For its colour is so rich, 

And its flounces are so gay ; 
A gentle, Irish maiden 

To her Irish lover 's seen 
In the true light of her beauty. 

When she's dress'd in native green I 
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THE WOODS AND WATERFALLS OF DOONASS. 

When the calm sunset flunff its red gold on the heather, 
And the clouds on the gray hills were resting together, 
And the winds, as if tired of their sporting thro' heaven, 
Fell asleep on the white, silver bosom of even. 
Then I stray'd — as one strays in a splendid night- vision, 
*Mid scenes robed in glory, all wildly Elysian — 
Where Doonass lifts to heaven its forests of darkness, 
And the naked rocks frown, in their desolate starkness ! 

The sapphire-zoned moon, in her mid-summer mildness. 
Lit the lone, dreary night-scene of beautiful wildness. 
And the gloom-shrouded forest, deep, silent, and hoary, 
Received, with cold frowns, the rich gift of her glory ; 
While convulsively roar'd the dread cascade gigantic. 
As if giving birth to another Atlantic ; 
Ajttd its surges leap'd madly, o'er rocks rent asimder. 
Like a host of white demons with trumpets of thunder. 

Where the woods shake their crowns, 'mid the hall of the 

lightning. 
O'er the battle of torrents, all whirling and whitening, 
Stretohin^ down to the wild flood their arms stupendous — 
As if conciliating the giant tremendous — 
I sat on a bank, with pale summer-^ms spangled, 
O'erscreened by those boughs, with their green shadows 

taneled, 
While the dim, silvery spray, from the dashing Falls driven, 
Gleam'd on them, like sparks from the star-fires of heaven. 

Li the bloom-cover'd parterres, that o'er me ascended, 
Elarth's sweetness, with all heaven's brightness, seem'd blended ; 
Spring's wardrobe, where Nature puts on her choice dresses, 
when virgin May 's coming to meet her caresses. 
Like breathings of angels, tne winds from the meadows. 
With murmurs of joy, fell asleep in their shadows ; 
And the woods' moonlight helmets seem'd lightly to quiver. 
As timing the organ-toned song of the river. 

The charms of Hy Brazil,* by spirit-hands painted, 
'Mid the waves' sunset glory, ne'er look'd so enchanted. 
As fairy Doonass, when the Night Queen doth render 
The spell of her beams to its wud summer splendour. 

* A beautiful phantom Island, called Hy Brazil, is said, by the peasantry 
of Arran, to make its appearance above the waters of the Atlantic, clothed 
"With indescribable splendour ; but any one attempting to visit it is sure 
neyer to return. It was in early ages supposed to be we Elysian Bower of 
the Pagan Irish, i.e., Tir-na-n~ooe. 

See Gerald Griffin's magnificent Poem on Hy Brazil, and another on the 
Mune subject by the talented B. D. Joyce. 
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As dreamland appears to the soul of the sleeper, 
Changing wilder and brighter, and darker and deeper. 
Thus rose the weird lan£cape of grandeur before me, 
like an Eden, just dropp'd from the star-islands o*er me. 

Bank, bower, hill and lawn, look'd so richly united, 

They seem'd with each other's wild beauty delighted ; 

While the planets, as wrapt in sublime meditation. 

Hung o'er the bright picture, in mute adoration ! 

Oh ! to see it, when Mom, with her vesture of whiteness. 

Walks o'er the blue hiUs, in her new-bom brightness ! 

What a grand, fairy halo of magic glows round it. 

When the rich sunny splendour of daylight has crowned it ! 

Then look, with thy soul, from that Eden of sweetness. 
On the glories that circle the river's wild fleetness ; 
From cay Castle Connell,* and Erina's green alleys. 
To lordly Mount Shannon of flower-cover'd valleys : 
Feast tmne eyes on those scenes, all with magic abounding, 
Hear the waterfalls' thunderous music resounding ; 
And thou'lt feel that the seasons ne'er paid their bright visit 
To a landscape of beauty so wildly exquisite ! 

Behold it in Springtime — how vernal and bowery I 
Behold it in Summer — how radiant and flowery ! 
Behold it in Autumn — ^romantic and airy ! 
Behold it in Winter — how awful and dreary ! 
In Springtime the greenest ! in Autumn the mildest ! 
In Summer the grandest ! in Winter the wildest ! 
O Nature ! thou st painted no scenes to surpass 
The bright waterfalls and green woods of Doonass ! 



O'NEILL'S GATHERING. 

A BABDIC WAR ODE. 

The clans are trooping from the hills — 

Lamh dearg Aboo If 
Wild their martial war-cry swells — 

Lamh dear^ Aboo ! 
High waves the floody Hand 
Over the rushing band, 
That bums to bleed for Erin's land — 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 

* Properly, Castle Connaing. It derived its naine from the once powerf^ 
familj of O'Connain^, or Gunning, who inherited the Castle and ruled the 
districts around. It is stated that a troop of cavalry could manoeuvre in the 
great ball of this mighty fortress. Itself and Carrigogunnell were Sklmosfc 
entirely blown up by gunpowder, after the Siege of Limerick, by a paid 
Vandal, named Ormsby. 

t The Bed Hand for ever— the war-ciy of O'Neill's clansmen. 
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Hero oome ffDonnell'a Hpoars— 

I^mh dearg Aboo 
Hark I how Tyreocnpll clicera, 

Bataillah Aboo ! 
Hera comes the proud O'Neill, 
Flaming with Fi'eetlom'a zea!, 
In Saxon blood to plmiRe hia ateel — 

Lamh deargATioo 

Who ■wovil<! be bo base or metm, 

Lamh daajg Aboo 1 
To Itneel before the Saxon Queen J 

Lamh deiirg Aboo ! 
Oh, dim 1 withdraw thy blnaaed ray! 
And, Mother Earth, dissohe away, 
Ere -we behold that hateful day ! 

Lamh dcarg Aboo 1 
Still the blood of mighty kings— 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 
In CNeill'a proud boBom Bprings — ■ 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 
The nishing sea ehall turn to atoue, 
And heaven and earth tu fettera groan 
Ere he shall bow before her throne— 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 

Now is the time to know— 

Lunh dearg Aboo ! 
Erin's true friend or foe— 

lamh dearg Aboo 1 
Ye who feel Erin's woe— 
Ye who bate Erin's foa— 
Porward, andstrike the "blow! 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 

Fetters and famine -era vea— 

Lamh denrn Aboo I 
Are the reward of slaves^ — 

lanih deafgAboo 
Sods o-f the brave aod free, 
Lovers of Liberty 
Onward to victory 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 
TVho'd prefer a shackled hand— 

Lamh deorg Aboo ! 
To a brsve battle-braud ! 

Lamh dearg Aboo ! 
Shackled haods, let them stay 
Battle brands ! up — away ! 
Freedom is yours to-day ! 

Lamh doarg Aboo 1 
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THE BATTLE OF CLONTIBRET.* 
(A.D. 1593.) 

The noonday son, at Clontibret, Idazed on the hehns and 

spears 
Of Korrey's far-extended ranks and S^rave's coirassierB, 
While closely set, in grand array, with sparths all flaming 

bright. 
Stood princely Hu^'s embattled dans, fierce, thirsting for the 

fljgh in the Chiefs refulgent van the royal Red Hand streamed, 
And many a princely helm beneath that elorions banner beam'd ; 
And many a stalwsurt arm of wrath, and many a heart of fire, 
Thirsted to drown, in Saxon blood, the Gael's eternal ire. 

Along the vale one burning sea of polish'd steel is ponr'd. 
One furious surge of human force, with many a lifted sword ; 
A Nation's spirit blazing up 'gainst foreign fraud and mi^t, 
A Nation's hand, in vengeance raised, to guard her sacred 
right. 

Ho! Norreys, tho' thy alien powers in arms and gold are 

strong. 
They soon shall feel the dire result of Ri^t confronting 

Wrong; 
Not one of aJl thy pirate tribe, embattled for the fray, 
Shall e'er forget the black defeat that waits them here to-day. 

Now swelling wild, along the plain, the thunderous war-notes 

ring* 
And ^-ith their peal a roar of arms resounds from wing to wing, 
As when, upon the darken'd main, a sudden whirlwind springs, 
And in the angry face of heaven the boiling ocean flings. 

Now forward, in tempestuous sweep, with lifted spear and 

targe. 
Across the stream, like hungry wolves, the Saxon columns 

charge ; 
But back they reel, before their foes, upon the river's banks. 
As if a shower of heaven's bolts had cleft their bleeding ranks. 

With loud harangue, and gesture stem, their General checks 

the flight, 
And, wheeling back their bristling tide, renew'd the furious 

fight; 

• Fire miles from the tovn of Monaghan lies the oelehiated battle-field 
of Clontibret, where Hugh O'Neill, Prince of Ulster, defeated a great Eng- 
lish army, commanded br General Xorreys, and in the thick of the con- 
flict, encountered and ftleir Segrare, a Meathian officer of gigantic stature, 
▼ho headed a itody of English caralry. 
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Then blazed the muskets of the Gael along the blasted jfi^* 
Then crash'd the axe, and rung the sword, and swell'a the 
Saxon slain. 

The grun, ascending cloud of war shut out the burning sun. 
And swathed, in its ghastly folds, the flash of sword and gun, 
'Till rolling, Uke a stream of fire, from out its deadly shade, 
The Saxon ranks, in frantic rout, across the river sway'd. 

Again they rally and return — again the conflict's roar, 

L&e the dread voice of an earthquake, rolls along the sounding 

shore; 
Again the bosom of the plain is wrapt in lurid flame ; — 
Again the broken Saxon host is driven o'er the stream. 

Now thrice across that blood-dyed stream, the scourgers of 

the world. 
With shatter'd ranks, and tatter'd flags, in headlong flight 

were hurl'd ; 
Each time a grove of reeking steel was buried in their frames, 
And thickly burst the rain of death in smoking lochs and 

streams. 

And yet, tho' crush'd and gored beneath the Gael's avenging 

hand. 
Brave Norreys from disgraceful flight prevents his bleeding 

band; 
gallant Chief I in vain you try to turn the battle's scale, 
*Tis not in human power to wrest the victory from the Gael ! 

Tall Segrave, with his dread array of cavalry, sweeps on, 
And crushingly drives down upon the horsemen of UVrone ; 
He sees their chieftain in the van, majestically proud, 
And radiant, as a fiery star before a tempest-cloud. 

As leaps from Galtees' misty head its lightning-diadem, 
And shoots, with hissing wrath, along the forest's branchy rim. 
So sprang the vengeful giant, with an avalanche's boimd, 
Upon the Prince of high Tyrone, with all his chiefs around. 

As rapid as a meteor-flash, O'Neill laid lance in rest. 

The furious chiefs met, hand to hand — their war-steeds, breast 

to breast. 
The steel-plates burst — the stejds roll back, each neighing, as 

he reels, — 
Like rocks against each otl er hurl'd from two adjoining 

hills. 

With flaming eyes, and clc idy brows, and lance to targe 

opi)osed, 
Again, in dire and deadly sh jk, the powerful warriors closed 
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Upon each corslet's sounding plate, the buzzing spears are 

broke, 
And horse and man, on either side, swerve backward from 

the stroke. 

As towers the gloomy sea-cliff o*er the angry-foaming brine — 
As on the valley's kingly oak looks down the mountain-pine. 
So glared fierce Segrave on O'Neill, with vengeance in lus 

frown, 
And raised his iron-sheathed hand to strike the Chieftain 

down. 

O'Neill, with one fierce tiger-clutch, the raffing giant grasp'd, 
With straining arms, like iron-bands around a castie cmsp^ ; 
like waves beneath two striking ships, their stumbling horses 

rock'd. 
While in that dreadful steel-embrace the mighty Chiefs were 

lock'd. 

Both hosts stood gazing at the strife — ^the roaring of the fray 

Subsided into silence, Eke a sudden frozen sea — 

While, 'mid that standing wave of death, with sinewy tug and 

Btram, 
The grappling champions from their steeds roll headlong to 

the plain. 

As two gigantic mountain-elms, by wintry blasts uptore, 
Come down, with tangled branches, to the earth with crashing 

roar. 
Thus, in each other's death-grips lock'd, the furious warriors 

go 
Down on the field, with fierce O'Neill above his mighty foe. 

One moment's dreadful struggle — then a deep death-groan 

succeeds — 
O'Neill spring up, and there, unmoved, the prostrate giant 

bleeds I 
Ho ! Saxons ! where's your champion now ? his ponderous iron 

mail 
Was but slight proof against the sword and vengeance of the 

Gael! 

dash'd the clans, with bursting cheers that tore the ringing 

heaven. 
And, like a storm-toss'd field of com, the Saxon host is riven ; 
Before the blazing tide of steel the sinking ranks expire, 
As falls the cracluing forest in a sweeping flood of fire I 

The Saxons fly in bloody rout and direful disarray. 
As when a whirlwind, from the mead, sweeps on the tangled 
hay; 
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Behind them, like a frantic surge, their foes with axe and 

spear, 
A deluge of destruction roll upon their broken rere. 

There's harping in Dungannon's towers, and high Tyrconnell*s 

hall. 
And psBans ring from green Tyrone to regal Donegal ; 
And bonfires maze, and minstrels sing, in palace, town, and 

vale, 
How Britain's might sunk down before the valour of the Gael. 



MAGGIE BHAN. 

Have ye seen young Maggie Bhan ? 

Sweet as an apple-tree in May — 
She's gone to town, since early dawn. 

To buy her wedding-dress to-day : 
The lily on the bank's green side — 

The wild rose on its thorny throne — 
Hath not the glow of modest pride 

That in her gentle features shone. 

When village maidens bleach'd their clothes 

Upon the sunny hedges green. 
Among the snow-white linen rows 

Young Maggie's were the whitest seen ; 
When at the needle and the reel. 

Her work it was the neatest done ; 
When at the busy spinning-wheel. 

Her flax it was the finest spun. 

Young Donald of the cairn, came down 

To court the maid, but woo'd in vain ; 
To all his words her ear was stone 

That heeds not sunshine, wind or rain. 
Her father press'd — ^her mother pray'd 

The maid!en to receive his suit. 
With fflowinff cheek and eye, she said, 

" I do not fear to tell the truth ! — 

** Young Donald's rich in kine and gold. 

And yet to whom has he been kind ? 
A selfish, sordid, spirit cold. 

Proclaims his barren, wintry mind I 
The flower can sooner love the blast 

That bites it on its gentle stem. 
Than I shall have my fortunes cast 

With any heartless churl, like him ! 

**To Connor Oge I'll give my hand. 
Nor care for censure, nor applause ; 

His gallant father lost his land. 
For he was true to Ireland's cause ! 
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And though he has no gold, or fann. 
An honest, loving h^rt has he ; 

A noble will, and manly ann. 
Right able to provide for me ! 

** He that loves not his native Land, 

Nor love for God, nor man can feel ; 
But Ckumor has a heart and hand 

To dare and do for £rin*s weal ! 
I would be rich, at his dear side, 

Tho* asking alms from door to door ; 
But to be heartless Donald s bride. 

With all his gold I'd stiU be poor !" 



TO THE MEMORY OF "UNA." 

The gnat Irish- American Poetess, bom in the county Antrim, 1841, died 
in Brooklyn, after a short illness, April, 1876, justly regretted by tlKMMaBd^ 
throoghoat all America, and else'where. Her poems teem with lare origiBal 
beauty, piety of a hea-venly order, and patrioUtau of the grandest stamp. 

Thou heaven-gifted spirit of beautiful song ! 
Dearest ** Una," farewell ! we'll remember thee long ! 
And the spell of thy genius shall breathe evennore 
Thro Columbia's wide regions and £rin*8 green shore ! 

Attuned by the glorious Creator alone. 

Thy lyre hatJi a charm ethereal in its tone ! 

like the sky-bird that springs from the flower-haloed sod. 

Thro* the sun-clouds of morning to warble for God ! 

Rich as spring buds refreshed by the dawn's vii^gin dew. 
Thy blossoms of soul into lovelmess grew ! 
Bright, beauteous and brief was thy Efe's summer day» 
^Vhlle thy mind, like a rose, gave its sweetness away ! 

Heaven called thee, loved ** Una !" to ioin its sweet band. 
And the harp of the Lord is now touched by thy hand ! 
Of thy soul's seraph melody earth hath its sharei, 
And immortal as Nature thy praise shall be there ! 



THE E^^CTED PEASANT, 

Midnight raves in gloomy anger — hoarse and ron^ the ke- 

winds blow — 
And the bleak face of the darkness wears a streaming veil of 

snow; 
But our hearth is cold and empty, and our little hut is bare, 
And, O God ! my gentle Eily lies in famine-fever there ! 
Come, Father — oh ! come quickly — ^with the Saormment and 

prayer, 
My stricken angel*s d^-ing, and you have no time to spare ! 
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God look upon my sorrow ! Holy Saviour, dear ! I pray, 
Becidl — ^recall thy dread decree — or take us both away ! 

The Priest obey'd the summons, and has flung his garment on, 
And away thro' drift and darkness with the peasant he has 

gone; 
The snow fell densely round them, silent, desolate, sublim^ 
like a white pall flung by Mercy o'er a world black with 

crime ! 
Beside the dismal highway 'rose a heap of straw and mud. 
That, like a thing of blackness, on the winter-carpet stood ; 
There the mournful peasant enter'd, with the muffled Priest 

behind. 
Into the dreary chamber where the stricken one reclined. 

A rush-light's feeble flicker by a lowly pallet shone, 
Like a sohtary moonbeam thro' a churchyard shadow thrown. 
And its misty gleam show'd nothing to the gazer's eye at all, 
Save the bleeding Saviour's image, o'er the sick one, on the 

wall! 
"Eily ! darling, here's the Priest !" the shivering husband 

said, 
As with a stealing footstep, he approach'd the wretched bed : 
*' Are you sleeping ? — oh ! my dear one !" — but she breathed no 

reply. 
And the dark fringe show'd no motion o'er the dead beam of 

her eye. 

And her face was like the shadow of the midnight moon's 

ecUpse, 
For the snow of death had fallen on the rose-bloom of her 

lips; 
And the soul that lent the spring-beam of its brightness to 

those eyes. 
Had taken back its radiance to its Maker in the skies. 
* Eily, love ! dear ! don't you hear me ?" and he softly laid 

his hand 
Where her rich hair's sleeping billow edged her forehead's 

waxen strand ; 
But its touch of freezing chillness to his fever'd pulses told 
That the life-flame of her spirit was extinguish'd in its mould. 

Oh ! he tost his arms wildly — and a shriek of horror burst. 
As if Ufe and death were wrestling in his tenement of dust ! 
And he flung his arms round her, and his strong cry of despair 
Seem'd to follow her free spirit thro' the broad plains of the 

air. 
**Eily ! Eily ! did you leave me? Oh ! what did the Angels 

say 
In my absence — in my absence, when you stole from me, 

away? 
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Ah ! if all the world had left me, I would not fret nor can. 
While the sunlight of your loving eyes was Bhining near ms 
there! 

Sure our hearts for one another, with the flame of love wen 

bright, 
And the wintry cloud of poverty could never quench its H^^t; 
Thy pure image, like a elory, on my spirit's eye was east, 
Oh ! 1 worshipp'd and I loved you, and you're gone from me 

at last ! 
The night is wild and stormy — 'tis too cold for you to go, 
But you care not for the tempest, with its flving robe of snow — 
Nor the wind, nor drift, nor darkness could hum your spirif s 

wings, 
As they flash'd o'er midnight's cloud-throne up to heaven's 

sunny springs ! 

Oh ! our bridal day was splendid, as the sun-zoned anrnmer's 

skies. 
And your beauty made the world look like heaven to my eyes ! 
While your bosom's snow was heaving, with its pulses joyful 

play. 
Like a bough of milk-white blossoms in the honied breath of 

May ! 
As we Unger'd by the wild Lake — we shall linger there no 

more — 
Like its music-breathing waters, our hearts ran, gushing o'er, 
With the sunshine of the present, while the gloomy future 

lay. 
Like a cloud-built rainbow palace raised, and painted with a 

ray. 

How I pull'd the red-lipp'd wild-flowers ! how I flung them on 
your breast I 

Like May eve's sunny roses in the bosom of the West — 

While your sweet laugh, thro' the meadow, like an air-harp's 
song, was thrown, 

The echoes, from each other, seem'd to snatch its golden tone : 

And we rested on the moss-bank where the yellow beams lay 
bright. 

And your wild, glad eyes were dancing, like two fairy springs 
of light ; 

And the Lake's gold curls before us, in bright rings of splen- 
dour run, 

Like a shower of fire-gems shaken from the forehead of the 
sun. 

Oh ! you wove a zone of magic round my spirit's pinion, then. 
On the bright lake's green-fring'd border, — ^now I think we're 
there again ; 
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And I feel your sweet eyes on me, like the' blessed rays that 
fall 

On the captive's vision'd freedom in his dreary prison hall ; 

And your hair streams, like a cloud-wreath, when the moun- 
tain's snow-gemm'd peak 

Steals a kiss of flashing glory from the morning's brilliant 
cheek ; 

And your glances — ^like a star-gush, 'mid the darkness of the 
Fole— 

Shoot their radiant points of beauty thro' the bosom of my 
soul ! 

But the honey of our happiness was changed to bitter gall, 
And 'twas not the will of God, love ! sure 'twas man that did 

itaU! 
Tho* you struggled to be cheerful, well I knew your heart was 

chiU'd, 
like a gentle, little blossom by a poison-vapour kill'd ! 
I made you a sweet drink, love, your burning lips to wet. 
But you went away without it, and 'tis here untasted yet ; 
For the Angels had prepared for you a drink of joy, divine. 
And since your soul has tasted it, you do not care for mine ! 

Oh 1 our little home was happy as the linnet's peaceful nest, 
'Till our harvest-crops were Wighted, and the Agent took the 

rest; 
And he tum'd us out to perish, in the winter of the year, 
But a neighbour gave us shelter in this wretched cabm here ! 
The Parish Priest advised us for the poorhouse to depart, 
Where my Eily and my children would be torn from my heart ; 
Let him tell the guilty Agent's haughty lady to go there, 
Sure my Eily was as tender and as virtuous and fair ! 

I went among the farmers, who still held struggling on. 

Like pale leaves clinging to the boughs when all the rest are 

f^ne; 
couldn't find employment — ^nor the wages of a day — 
To keep famine from my darling and our little ones away ! 
The wily Saxon preacher came to tempt us in our need. 
And he offer'd bread and money if we'd learn his foreign creed ; 
But Eily said — tho' famine's wolf was eating at her frame, 
** God suffer'd more, — we'll die before we traffic on His Name !" 

My fair-hair'd angel-daughter and her cherub-brother died. 
And they lay, like two crush'd lilies, in their death-sleep side 

by side ! 
How my Eily emptied o'er them the blue fountain of her eyes, 
Like the showery cloud of morning softly melting in the skies! 
I laid their slender bodies in the consecrated sod. 
But their souls, like two white cygnets, flew together up to 

God; 
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And He sent them back, all shining from the grandeur of His 

Throne, 
To bring their mother with them, and she's gone— and I'm 

alone ! 

Eily ! Eily ! oh, look on me from the palace of the sky ! 
You said you loved me fondly, and you never told a lie ; 
And you often said, you would not rest contented anywhere. 
Even in the bowers of Heaven, were I not with you there ! 
And can you now sit happy in the presence of the Lord, 
And forget me here ? oh, no ! oh, no ! — ^you never broke your 

word ! 
I feel the golden tie of love that link'd us, heart to heart. 
Has fasten'd on our spirits, and will never let them part ! 

My soul drank rays of beauty from the summer of your eyes, 
As the river takes from heaven its resplendent aerial dyes ; — 
But their fount of beams are darkened in the heaven of your 

face. 
Like two quenched stars that light no more the silent halls of 

space ! 
Yet Iknow that you are waiting, in a rainbow-cloud above, 
With the sunburst of God's brightness on your holy brow of 

love — 
Waiting— watching for my coming— I'll be with you soon, 

antore ! 
Where the Famine or the Agent shall not touch us evermore ! 



THE WINDING SUm. 

Among those hills, and in those fields, 

I wandered with my lover last ; 
The morning flowers, all wet with showers, 

Were bending in the early blast. — 
'Twas on those oanks, 'mid snowy ranks 

Of daises steep'd in dew-gems pure ; 
With many a tear, and sigh sincere, 

We parted by the winding Suir ! 

The linnet sung the thorns among. 

The haw-tree flower'd in yon green dell ; 
Along the woods the gold-fring'd clouds 

Hung o'er the river s amber swell : 
The east wind chased the white- wing'd mist 

Slow o'er the primrose-spangled moor. 
And all look'd gay that tearful day 

We parted by the winding Suir ! 

One burning kiss — one sweet embrace — 
SeaFd our last farewell on the shore I 

I sat beside the careless tide. 
And wept until my heart grew sore I 
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In Ireland's cause, the Saxon laws 

Have banish'd him and left me poor ; 
Oh ! had he died in manhood's pnde 

For Ireland, by the winding Suir ! 

Three times that day has pass'd away 

Upon the year-bound wheels of Time ; 
And summer's sun three times shone on 

Yon flower-clad banks in vernal prime ; 
With grief-worn face, I mark the place 

We parted from my cottage door ; 
Ah ! does he now forget the vow 

He gave me by the winding Suir ? 

When midnight swings its starry wings 

Along the cold blue face of heaven, 
While others sleep, I si^h and weep. 

For all my heart to him is given ! 
In fancy's dream again I seem 

To roam the hill and lonely moor, 
Where last he press'd and fondly kiss'd 

His Mary by the winding Suir ! 

THE ANATHEMA OF OBHINN, THE BANSHEE. 

Donogh O'Brien, commonly called the great Earl of Thomond, brought 
reinforcements, in conjunction with the Anglo-Irish and Catholic Earl of 
Clanrickarde, to aid Lord Mountjoy against O'Neill and O'Donnell, at the 
battle of Kinsale, and materially assisted the English to overthrow the in- 
dependence of their country. 

Clanrickarde slew twenty of the Irish with his own hand, and cried aloud 
to spare no " rebels." Carew says, " that no man did bloody his sword 
more than his lordship that day." 

On the return of O'Brien to his earldom, after the defeat of the Northern 
Chieftains, he is supposed to have been met by Obhinn, the ancient family 
spirit, or Banshee of his ancestors, and she fiercely cursed and denounced 
Uim for his apostasy to Ireland ; and prophesied the fall of his new title, 
and the extinction of his line. 

Fbom the clouds of the hill, and the gloom of the night. 
Who is she that appears like the wintry-moon, white ? 
The cold dew is gleaming, Uke beads, on her hair. 
And she wrings her gaunt hands, with a shriek of despair ! 
Look, Earl ! the Spectre stands full in thy path. 
And her an^ry face beareth a mission of wrath ; 
There's a mist round her form that's awful to see. 
And her eyes, like blue wild-fire, are turned upon thee ! 

The Earl rein'd in his black war-horse, and gazed. 
With his sword turned down, and his visor upraised ; 
And he saw standing out on a cliff, in his way, 
The dismal. White Woman of lonely Craiglea. 
One hand she outstretch'd, like a skeleton bough, 
And one was close-press'd to her cold, stony brow ; 
While her lips breathed curses that awfully fell, 
On his spirit and brain, like the sentence of hell. 
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" The Mighty of Erin is laid on the earth. 

And her war-lions, bleeding, have fled to the North : 

For thou, curst apostate ! hast redden'd thy steel 

With the glorious heart's blood of the clans of O'Neill ! 

May the rank steam of death from that red slaughter field 

Where you taught the proud Chieftains of Ulster to yield. 

Be shaped to a scourge by the finger Divine, 

To wound, waste and wither the slaves of tJiy line ! 

" Chiefs of Kincora ! immortal in song ! 
Whose arms flash 'd death 'mid the fierce battle throng. 
With scorn, look down from your high dwelling-place. 
On the slave-making recreant who sprang from your race ! 
In their grandeur and might, did those chiefs ever dream 
That their offiapring would cover their glory with shame ? 
Did the^ from their shores the grim sea-roobers chase. 
For their sons to be servants to robbers more base ? 

" Oh, red-handed serf of the fierce CaUach Rue /* 

In the house of her pride, like an upas, you grew. 

Where she poisoned your spirit, your blood and your breath, 

To bring to your country destruction and death ! 

Fly to tiie Red Hag of the Sassenach land, 

With Erin's heart's-blood smelling fresh on thy hand ; 

And tell her she's queen, 'mid the damned and the dead. 

Of your island, with ashes and carcasses spread ! f 

"May the blood which your traitor-sword drank at Kinsale, 
When you scattered the spearsmen of princely O'Neill, 
In a deadlv cloud rise and hang over your halls ! 
And rain down a curse that shall crumble their walls ! 
Ghosts shriek your base deeds through the red battle-plain. 
And Heaven cries, " Where is thy brother ? O Cain 1 
Black Donogh, the murderer ! hold up your hand I 
Come forward, and answer God's awful demand I 

*' Let Clanrickarde, the homicide, shout o'er the dead, 
For his black soul is drunk vnth the blood-rain he shed ; 
Let him kneel at the altar, unwashed and unshod, 
A monster of crime in the temple of God ! 
'Twere a he if his fierce Norman spirit could feel 
Reluctance to slaughter or plunder the Gael ; 
'Tis his trade and his nature such evil to do. 
But he's not a base, renegade hirling, like you ! 



• Callach Rue, i.e., Red Hag, was a popular epithet applied by the Iriah 
to Queen Elizabeth. 

t Lord Mountjoy boasted that he made the Queen a present of Ireland, 
all carcasses and ashes. 
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"Ah, where is O'Donnell ? that valour-soul'd man ! 
The high guardian-god of his country and clan ! 
Oh, 'tis well for your coronet, your house, and your head. 
That the strong, fiery hand of his vengeance is dead ! * 
Do you know the dread warrior who twice flung his bands 
Into Thomond's green bosom, and stripp'd your broad lands ? 
Oh, my soul ! had he lived ! your late victory's cry 
Would turn into death-groans for you, and Mountjoy ! 

** The glorious one died of his mighty heart's grief. 
And Enn's last hope has expired with the Chief ! 
But, oh, Dar a Chriesta ! he oftentimes gave, 
A legion of Saxons, cleft heads and a grave ! 
O'Neill, to the gloom of his mountains retires. 
He sold not his honour, he shamed not his sires : 
But the bones of your forefathers groan in their graves. 
For your treason to Erin ! you m^Uier of slaves ! 

" Perdition will grasp the low heirs of thy line. 

And the death-curse of freedom brand all that is thine ! 

Till its vengeance shall leave not a stone of thy walls, 

Nor a fire on thy hearth, nor a slave in thy halls ! 

Eternal contempt on the day you went forth. 

With the Saxon, to crush the Red Hand of the North ! 

Hark ! the c^ of your country rings up from her tomb ; 

'Assassin of Erin I Lord Thomond, go nome !' 

** Go home, you apostate ! and drink your red wine ! 
May the odour of corpses be round where you dine ! 
And the tears of gaunt widows mix black in your bowl. 
And the cry of starved orphans strike hard at your soul ! 
Go home — may the chamal pits, gory and deep — 
Where your countrymen fester — ^bring balm to your sleep ! 
May your soul feast on visions of famine and flames. 
And the death-shriek of Erin be heard in your dreams !" 

ROSROEt— A POEM PICTURE— 
(Autumn, 1874.) 

The autumn is dark on the hills of Rosroe, 
And its plains are fast losing their rich summer-glow ; 
While I stand gazing up from the Lake's reedy snore. 
On the towers, where the brave shall assemble no more. 

• The renowned Red Hugh O'Donnell embarked for Spain, immediately 
'after the battle of Kinsale, to solicit King Philip for new reinforcements to 
continue the war against the English in Ireland. But, ere any material 
help could be organised, he died of a broken heart, on account of the 
miseries of his native land. He bore deadly wrath against the O'Briens, 
for their adhesion to the invaders. Actuated by this feeling he twice over- 
ran Thomond and plimdered it, not leaving a head of cattle from Coroum- 
roe to Loophead. 

+ A beautiful locality, three miles north of Bunratty, watered by a mag- 
nificent lake, upon whose shore stand the remains of a strong castle built by 

8 
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There are wild legends told of those old, ruined halls, 
With the gray veil of ages surrounding their walls. 
Whose T>ondurou8 rocks, sword and cannon defied, ^ 
Wlien tne strength of the mighty in combat was tried. 

Proud race of tlie Brave ! not a record remains 
Of tlio strong-handed sway which you held on those plains 
Have yon war-bn)kcn ramparts, all mossy with time, 
That frown in wreck'd grandeur, cold, dark, and sublime! 

Your liitfh crest of honour has sunk to the dust ! 

ThtJ HtetS of your glory has perished in rust I 

The iniHt of ol)livion is over your graves. 

And your princedom is mark'd with the footsteps of slaves ! 

The tall fern trembles on brown Craig-an-oir,* 
Once stocptul in the wave of the war-giants' gore ; 
When the lightning of (lod from a fire-cloud blazed down, 
And blasted the sight of the tyrant-chief Conn! 

Thro\igh tlie dark cloud of ages I fling my soul back 
To paint the fierce scene of that dread battle-wreck ; 
Thii mm' a in the zenith — the clans and their lords 
Are cleaving each other, with axes and swords ! 

Like the sounding of surges, the battle-shouts swell, 
And tlie war-weanons clash, like a mighty death-knell ; 
Hero and there, thro' tlie mist, on the Craig's redden'd height. 
Now breaks, and now blends the deep mass of the fight. 

When the wind blows the mist- veil aside from the fray, 
One broad flame of steel flashes out on the day ; 
And round the wild x)lain might be widely descried, 
Where the onslaught had left the red mark of its tide. 

Near yon cory broom-tuft a chief seems to rest, 
With the fangs of a dart fastened deep in his breast ; 
lie calls to his clan as it slowly retires. 
And he struggles to rise, but falls back and expires. 

Faster and deeper, each moment succeeds, 
The hoarse cry of men and the neigh of gored steeds ; 
O'er the cliff", with mad yelUngs of vengeance and woe, 
The woimded are dash'd in the red surge below. 

Finoon Dhu MacNamara, a.d. 1291. It was the second fortress raised in 
Thoraond, after the Norman castle of Bunratty, and many astern siege have 
its stubborn walls withstood. The lahe was once full of red trout, but that 
fine species of fish has entirely disappeared from its waters. 

♦ Craig-an-oir, i.e., Golden Crag, is an extensive flat-headed cliff at the 
eastern wing of the lake. On the plain of this crag was fought a fierce 
battle between the two sons of Fineen Dhu, Conn and Brian MacNamara. 
Conn was struck blind by lightning, at the moment of victory. Traditioii 
states that the cause of the quarrel, between the brothers was Mora, the beau- 
tiful daughter of a neighbouring chief, Donagh MacNamara of Ard Ouilen 
Castle. She was betrothed to Brian, but Conn forcibly abducted her. 
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Some struggle, in vain, with the grasp of the flood, 
While the monstrous lake-eels are drinking their blood ; 
They scourge the wild waves in red foam to the shore. 
And sink down to their cold depths, to struggle no more. 

As the wrathful Conn marshall'd his troops into line. 
To charge on the clans of his brave brother Brian, 
A black thunder-cloud gather'd quick in the sky. 
And glared on the hosts, like a demon's dark eye. 

From the lake's gloomy bosom the cry of the gale 
Swept round the gray towers, like a funeral wail I 
And the clans, thro' the darkness, at distance, were seen, 
Like two fire-blacken'd groves, with a red space between. 

A blue wave of lightning shot over the field. 
And danced, in broad circles, on helmet and shield ; 
O'er the wings of the battle its flame-banner spread. 
And the mighty Conn fell, with his eyesight struck dead ! 

like the laugh of a giant, the thunder boom'd out, 
As the clans on each other dash'd mad, with a shout ; 
But Brian's clan vanish'd, like smoke in the wind, 
While Conn to the Castle was borne, stone-blind ! 

No more shall your proud banners flash in the van 
Of your iron tribes, combating, clan against clan ; 
'Twas your merciless discords and ambitious sway 
Grave strength to the Saxon to sweep ye away ! 

I hear in the murmuring reeds by the wave. 
The sigh of the harps that once sung to the brave ; 
For the ghosts of weird bards who were here long ago, 
Still sing in the dark mist of lonely Rosroe ! 

In the bosom of night when the white moonbeams shine, 
Like snow, on the cairn of haunted Knoc Brien ;* 
Wild laughter, commingling with music's weird thrill, 
Is heard on the crest of that dark, fairy hill I 

The spectre-mists swim round its gloom-circled height. 
Like the spirits that walk the brown shadows of mght ; 
There the grave of the murder'd chief, Brian, is shown, 
With the wild mountain fern, and broom-bush o'ergrown, 

• After the fight of Craig-an-oir, the defeated Brian fled to France where 
he remained for nine years. He grew homo-sick, and returned to Rosroe, 
where he employed mediators to hecorae reconciled to his brother Conn, 
who seemingly felt rejoiced to meet Brian, and was at once conducted to a 
hill where Brian was waiting, but while protending to embrace his brother, 
the treacherous Conn drove ms short sword through Brian's body. He was 
buried where he fellj and a cairn was raised over his remains, which indi- 
cates his grave to this day. The country people gave the hill tho significant 
name of Knoc Brian. It is one mile south of the Castle. 
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The eve-sun is steeping in crimson the west, 
And the lake folds the sky's golden wreaths to its breast ; 
While ttie scream of the eaimt crane from lone Lan-na-gour,* 
Awakes tlie sad echoes of wild Craig-an-oir. 

The last dim ra^s faint on the wood's yellow stain, 
And the dew-mist is weaving white rings on the plain ; 
And the tower 'mid the gath'ring gloom seems to weep. 
As it looks at its desolate shade m the deep ! 

Each proud hill that seems a romance of the sky. 
Has lost from its forehead each sun-purpled dye ; 
Deep shadows have veil'd the lake's crystal below, — 
Farewell to thy dark beauty, lonely Rosroe ! 



THE SPIRIT OF MOROGH, SON OF BRIAN. 

(a bardic vision.) 

A SPIRIT came to my midnight dream, 

And a terrific glory was o'er him ; 
And my blood was chill'd, and my soul was fill'd 

With wonder and awe, before him. 
Upon his head was the gloom of the Dead, 

And a meteor-diadem crown'd it, 
As he stood dark and still, Uke a wintry hill. 

With the storm-clouds slumbering round it. 

The solemn light of a freezing night, 

From his ghostly eyes seem'd streaming. 
As they wiii'd in the space of his waxen face, 

like stars thro' a rain-mist gleaming ; 
And his milk-white brow was like desert snow. 

When the moon, thro' the shades that enwreath her, 
Is seen to sail, on her silver keel. 

Thro' the dim, blue realm of ether. 

Methought I stood by a deep, dark flood; 

When this living shadow found me ; 
And the Last Day s doom seem'd hid in the gloom 

That pall'd all Nature around me. 
**0h. Spirit! " I cried, "whence art thou come ? — 

What mission to me has convey'd thee ? — 
Answer, thou awful thing of the tomb ! 

In the name of the God that made thee ! — 

• Lan-na-gour, or Goat's Island, is a beautiful woody solitude on the 
north-eastern side of the lake. On my last visit to Bosroe I was sorry to 
see the marks of modem Vandalism on the venerable walls of the Castle. 
The finely cut stonework of the windows and doorways was torn away to 
suit the ignoble purpose of some neighbouring noth. 
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" What of Eternity ?— Angel or Fiend ! 

Or where is the place of thy dwelling ? 
'Mid the realms of ni^ht, or the thrones of light 

Where the songs of the happy are swelling? 
Say, hadst thou birth on this aoleful earth, 

The weakness of flesh to inherit ? 
Wert thou shaped out from the breath of Grod's mouth 

A mighty and bodiless spirit ? " 

The Phantom boVd, like a sunset-cloud 

From the Craltees' peak descending, 
To the dreary glen, or the sombre fen, 

Its dusky bosom bending : 
And, by de^ees, with a graceful ease, 

The manhest aspect form'd 
That e'er the design of the mind Divine, 

With His image impress'd and warm'd. 

The dismal shade of the gloomy dead 

RoU'd off from his forehead of whiteness. 
As mists, one by one, melt away from the sun, 

In the dazzling walk of its brightness ; 
And his high soul shone, on a burning tlm)ne. 

In his eyes' large orbs resplendent ; 
And he looked in the prime of manhood sublime. 

Of a hundred kings the descendant. 

His cheek wore the dye of a roseate sky. 

When the sun to his rest is retiring, 
With the smile of his love, in red glory above. 

On the bosom of heaven expiring. 
And his lips' bright glow was like oerries that blow 

In the midsunmier glen's shadow hazy ; 
Or the crimson tinge on the snow-rinmi d fringe 

Of April's woodland daisy. 

His pine-like height, and arms of might. 

Delighted and awed the beholder ; 
And his rich locks fell, in a golden swell, 

On the marble throne of his shoulder. 
I spoke again, *' Oh ! prince of men ! 

Art thou Nial, or Cormac the splendid ? 
Or Eogain More, the renown'd of yore. 

From Heber the royal descended ? " 

Then he silence broke, and proudly spoke, 

With flowery and full repieteness ; 
And each accent rung, from his Gaelic tongue, 

Like the harp-wire's melting sweetness. 
** Oh ! child of song ! I am Moroch the Strong, 

Son of Brian, the Chief of the Leaders, 
Who built the hiffh fame of his glory-crown'd name 

On the ruin of Erin's Invaders 1 " 
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My bosom glow'd, and my eyes o'erfloVd, 

With the joy of my wrapt soul burning, 
Like the silent shower of the gray dawn hour, 

Weeping welcome to day's returning ; 
And I grasp'd his hand — *' Oh ! Star of our Land ! 

Illustrious Prince of the peerless 
Sons of Clan Tail, the flower of the Gael ! 

The noble, the free, and the fearless ! 

**Is my hand in the clasp of that dreadful grasp 

Which strangled the monsters of slavery ? 
And made iron hosts reel from the sweep of thy steel, 

Li the red war-path of thy bravery ? 
Thou mighty lord of the axe and sword ! 

Why sleepeth thv chivalrous daring. 
When thy strong right hand and conquering brand 

Are so bitterly needed in Erin?" 

He sigh*d and wept, and the dim tear crept 

Thro' the fringe of his sable lashes, 
As the wintry rill, 'mid the shades of the hill, 

Li the mournful moonbeam flashes ; 
And his glist'ning eyes seem'd like warm May skies, 

Glowing out through a passing shower 
On the sunny mist that, with singer lips, kiss'd 

The green tuft that cradles the flower. 

But he flung oflf the tear, with indignant air, 

And his face into grandeur brighten'd ; 
And the warlike blaze of his eagle-gaze. 

Like a stormy meteor, lighten'd ; 
He drew his blade from its gloomy sheath. 

And its light, like a fire-zone, bound him ; 
While he shook its gleam, with a wing of flame, 

'Thro the melting darkness around him. 

Then he backward roll'd the shadowy fold, 

Of the war-cloak that cover' d his form ; 
And I saw, gaping wide, in his princely side, 

A woimd that bled deeply and warm. 
** Our blood was shed for your land ! " he said. 

And our spirits shall not forsake her, 
'Till her Angel proud, in a blood-red cloud, 

With a trumpet-blast shall awake her l" 

The vision changed, and methought I ranged 

Where trees, in their summer charms. 
Sung a sweet May-hymn, by a lake's blue rim. 

Entwined in each other's arms ; 
And the hills around look'd as cloud-kings crown'd 

And the sun sent his beams to love them. 
With flowery vests on their emerald breasts. 

And the bright sky laughing above them. 
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And, again at my side, by that lake's calm tide, 

Stood the Phantom of grandeur olden, 
And the livinff rays of former days. 

Shone round in a halo golden : 
But the fiery light of his flashing sight 

Was quench'd in a mist of sorrow, 
As he said, with an air of sullen despair, 

** Behold the House of Kinkora! " 

I tum'd where the surge besilver'd the verge 

Of the shore, with its myriad flowers. 
And regal and high, 'gainst the arching sky. 

Rose the heads of a hundred towers ; 
Whilst to and fro, in the halls below, 

Kings, Ollamhs and Bards were dining 
With queenly girls whose gem-starr'd curls 

And robes were as sunbeams shining. 

And the breathing wires of a thousand lyres 

In a warrior anthem blended, 
Sweet, as if May touch'd each sunny ray 

Into song, in ner flower-palace splenmd ; 
And a soul-laughing joy flash'd in every eye, 

And each brow with a glory was lighted. 
As if God made peace witii Man's emng race. 

And Heaven and Earth were united. 

A^in I look'd round, but the dark towers frown'd, 

In desolate grandeur, lonely ; 
And nothing was there but a ruin bare, 

That shelterd the night bird only ; 
The naked walls of the empty halls 

Were in mournful silence weeping. 
And where monarchs sate in the room of state 

The spirit of gloom was sleeping. 

The wandering bee, with his minstrelsy, 

The red wafl-flower was wooing, 
And the dark-green moss spread its veil across 

The face of the hoary rum ; 
Rank weeds grew tall on the gray-headed wall, 

With summer flies round them flitting ; 
And the sad owl moan'd in the banquet-hall 

Where kings were so lately sitting. 

I tum'd, with a sigh, to the Chief that stood by. 

And said, "Mighty Prince of Temora! 
What makes this change, so sudden and strange. 

In Brian's grand house of Kinkora ? 
I'd weep all day o'er the sad decay 

Of that royal pile, so hoary, 
That, for ages long, nursed valour and song, 

And cracUed a ]n ation's glory ! " ■ 
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Said the spectral Chief, in a tone of grief — 

** That dwelling of desolation, 
Is a doleful trait of the ruinous fate 

Which attends our divided Nation ! 
Like birds of prey, in yon palace gray, 

The strangers alone shall enjoy her. 
While her sons the worst of her foes, accurst. 

Lift their traitorous hands to destroy her ! 

** The last fate of seven, for Erin — in heaven, ' 

With blood has been written, * Forsaken!* 
And the gloomy record, in the hand of the Lord, 

O'er the heads of the Nations was shaken ! 
And a Giant shall come, with a sword of doom, 

From the waves of the West to save her ; 
Nor Earth, at that hour, nor Hell shall have power 

To save from his wrath the Enslaver! " 

He ceased, and anon, the man was gone 

Again to his spiritual form. 
And the meteor red, appear'd on his head. 

Like a star o'er the cloud of a storm ; 
And a churchyard gloom was seen to loom. 

In his midnight features, o'er me. 
As he rose on high, in the face of the sky, 

A dark mist-column before me. 

I look'd — and once more hill, stream, and shore, 

With a midnight pall were cover' d. 
And an ink-black cloud, like a wizard's shroud, 

O'er the froMnoing heavens hover' d ; 
And the darken'd race of ethereal space 

Ope'd its starry eyes, and moum'd. 
As that spectral thing, on the night's dim wing, * 

To its hmitless region retum'd. 



LOVELY MARYANNE. 

Oh! bear me back to Shannon's banks, and Limerick's battle- 
towers. 
Where first I wooed my Maryanne, among the sunny flowers; 
Where Beauty braved Oppression's steel, and Freedom led 

her on, 
*Twas there I told my first love-tale, and won my Maryanne. 
Oh, lovely Maryanne! my gentle, little swan! 
Where'er I be, 
I'll dream of thee, 
'Till life's last pulse is gone! 
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There are some glowing eyes that leave their living rays 

behind 
On memoiy's beaming mirror in the palace of the mind; 
Gro where I will, those rays of love can never cease to shine — 
Oh, Maryanne! the spirit of their magic li^ht is thine! 

Lovely Maryanne! my gentle, httle swan! &c. &c. 

And we have stray'd on Shannon's banks, by moonlight white 

and wide, 
Where Sarsfield broke the Saxon ranks by Shannon's lordly 

tide; 
And we have sung our home-dongs there, and talk'd of glories 

gone. 
And warm with love, and wild with joy, I kiss'd my Maryanne. 
Lovely Maryanne! my gentle, little swan! &c. &c. 

And we have play'd on Shannon's banks when morning's dewy 

hand 
Unveil'd the rosy world of flowers that gemm'd the glistening 

strand — 
The waves, like Freedom's flashing swords, were glancing in 

the sun. 
Bright as your own blue, loving eyes, my radiant Maryanne ! 
Lovely Maryanne! my gentle, little swan! &c. &c. 

By yonder dashing waterfall that brightly leaps along, 
With a whirling plume of silver and a ringing battle-song. 
There often have we stole unseen, and sat, and talk'd of love, 
With a dai^-carpet 'neath us, and a crystal roof above. 

Lovely Maryanne ! my gentle, little swan! &c., &c. 

My girl, I'll soon go back to you, and Limerick's battle-towers, 
And Shannon's banks, for ever green and rich with golden 

flowers ! 
I'd give the brightest pleasure that e'er charm'd the heart of 

man, 
For one sweet walk on those wild banks, with you, my 
Maryanne ! 

Lovely Maryanne! my gentle, little swan! 
Where'er I be, 
I'll dream of thee, 
'Till life's last pulse is gone! 



CATHOL MAC CARAGH, 

Blest be your heart of love! Cathol Mac Caragh! 
Bright be the sky above Cathol Mac Caragh! 
In golden Dalcas, from Loch Doon to Loch Deargh, 
There breathes not a spirit, like Cathol Mac Caragh! 
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Behold 1 where o'er Thomond the sunny mists flv. 
And round tiie blue heads of her kingly hills lie! 
There dwelt your forefathers, as regal and proud 
As the wild eagles nurst by the storm and the cloud. 
O'Hehir, O'Loughlin, O'Dea, Mac-Con-Mara, 
O'Neill and O'Kennedy — flowers of Temora I 
O'DonneU, O'Callaghan, Mac Clanchy the mighty, 
O'Considine proud, and O'Hogain the flighty f 
Fierce war-hawks of slaughter, whose red axes tore 
Thro* the dark battle-ridge on the plain of Moinmor; * 
Where, mangled and gash'd with tne death-wounds of honor, 
They dew the strong thousands of Torlogh O'Connor. 

How fierce was their cheer, with the Bara Boo blended. 
When, like whirlwinds of fire, from their hills they descended! 
With their long battle-sparths flashing terror before them. 
And the bright Sun-burst blazing in majesty o'er them : — 
Oh ! to see tnem, when marching, like oak-forests shaken 
On the dark wintry mountains, when wild gusts awaken; 
And their brown eagle-plumes, by the fitful breeze waven. 
Seemed rising to brush the cloud-garments of heaven. 
Fierce, valour-steePd clans by O'Brien commanded — 
When moving to combat, like storm-fiends banded; 
How weak were the ramparts of castle or barrack. 
When assail'd by those brave sires of Cathol Mac Caragh? 

On Dysert's red field where grim war's crimson rain, 
From a thousand brave bosoms, empurpled the plain ; 
The Dalcassian sires of Mac Caragh were there. 
Fierce-cleaving the squadrons of Ilichard De Clare + 

* The celebrated plain of Moinmor, i.e., great bog, is in the x>ariah of 
Emly. The names of the principal chiefs slain there, are, acoording to the 
Annalists, viz., Three of the O'Briens, two of the O'Kennedys, eight of tiie 
O'Deas, with their principal chief, nine of the O'Shannons, five of the 
O'Quins, six of the O'Gradys, twenty-four of the O'Hogans, four of the 
O'Hehirs, two of the O'Lynches, four of the O'Neills Buidhe or yellow, ftre 
of the O'lleams, nine of the Mac Inemeys, six of the O'Hallorans, eleven 
of the O'Kcameys, seven of the MacConmaras, six of the O'MeanjB, tlu«e 
of the O'Hartagans, four of the O'Mallcys, five of the O'Liddys, five of the 
O'Halys, eight of the O'Mcehans; five of the O'Slatterys, four of the 
O'Moloneys, two of the O'Lonergans, four of the MacMahons, with great 
numbers of good and brave men besides them. 

All those, whoso names are mentioned, were prime commanders and 
captains of septs of the Dalcassian race who fell, fighting under the baxmer 
of King Torlogmore O'Brien, on the fatal field of Moinmor. 

Sec a description of the Battle, at page 68. 

+ Richard De Clare, brother of Thomas, the founder of Bunratty Castle, 
led a great army into Thomond, to subdue the turbulent Dalgais and take 
their territories. He marched as far as Dysert O'Dea, in Burren, where 
he was met by the O'Briens, the O'Deas, and MacNamaras, with tileir 
tributary clans, and a furious battle was fought, in which De Glare and his 
kinsmen were slain, and his whole army defeated, with dreadful slaughter. 
And the fugitive Normans were chased from Burren to the walls of JBnn- 
ratty, where Lady De Clare, hearing of the death of her lord and his fiioidfl. 
set the Castle on fire and retreated precipitately to England. Since that 
day, a Do Clare never set foot on the soil of Thomond.— BUtorical Mtm/ok 
qf the O'BrieM. 
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From Burren's white crags to Bunratty's strong towers 
Fled, broken and bleeding, the prond Norman powers ; 
But no flight could secure, nor no castle could save them 
From the doom which Clan Tail's mighty war-axes gave them. 
Their Bards and their Brehons — their lordly possessions — 
Their Seanachies and Banshees^ and splendid traditions ; 
The revel, the chase, and the plentiful hall 
Where free hospitality smiled upon all. 
Are gone — who replaced them? A swinish-soul'd race, 
To the honour of manhood a curse and disgrace ; 
The low-minded miser, the knave and the clod, — 
Counterfeiting man's state and the image of God. 

Yes, Cathol I your Irish heart swells and throbs high, 
When this scene of past grandeur rolls back on your eye ; 
But the tears and the shame of the present dark day, 
Blot the image of glory and sweep it away! 
See the baseness that crawls — the corruption that festers 
In the old, hallowed soil of your lordly ancestors ; 
Weak fawns have crept into the den of the lion. 
And tinsel serfs dwell in the kingdom of Brian! 

Woe is me ! who inherits the rich land of Canaan ? 

Cromwell's renegade robbers, the Puritan spawn ! 

And degenerate Celts — with cold bosoms of stone — 

Are as worthless, as cruel and base-hearted grown ! 

The bold erect spirit of honour is dead. 

And knavery prospers and sways in its stead. — 

From the court to the hut — from the church to the state — 

Mammon's vot'ries and slaves are the only things great. 

Let panderers crouch at the foreigner's throne. 
But your sires have no reason to blush for their son ! 
You are worthy their pride, and 'tis glory to me 
To see their high spirit rekindled in thee ! 
Oh ! pure-hearted Celt ! of repute without stain. 
Like the hill's virgin snow-sheet untouch' d by the rain! 
Independent and free, as your sires in the hall. 
But your mind, like the spring-flower, has sweetness for all. 
True Christian unselfish — true patriot and friend. 
With your hand ever raised the forlorn to defend ! 
Since to read human nature I feebly began, 
I can say it with pride — you're a true, honest man ! 
.To minions of power tinsel-titles are given. 
But the honest man's worth is acknowledged in Heaven. 

Grood deeds are your joy, for the true patriot-mind 
Feels the same honest love for his country and kind, — 
And this is the heaven-worthy feeling that shows 
Where the generous soul's true nobility glows. 
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Fve heard patriots talk — ^I've weighed their deserts — 

With the lie on their lips and the knave in their hearts — 

Who ne'er to their caste nor country would prove 

One offering of kindness — one action of love. 

But honour to you ! I have seen and long known 

How the bountiful love of your spirit was shown ; 

Your service for others was never yet spared. 

And, tho' small is your fortune, 'tis lovingly shared ! 

But still you are rich, for the Infinite Giver 

Fills the house of the generous with plenty for ever, 

While the gold of the sordid dissolves from his purse, 

Or follows his soul before Grod, with a curse ! 

Yet, when to Bunratty your bier shall be borne, 

How many will pray, and how many will mourn ! 

And you will be carried, and buried, by none 

But pure, honest hearts and kind hakndfs, like your own ; — 

And your true epitaph shall be read in their tears. 

And felt in their bosoms and heard in their prayers ! 



THE NAMELESS PATBIOT.* 
Air. — •' The wounded Hussar f 

Who was he, at Kilmallock, the brave hearted stranger 

That daringly breasted the fire of the foe ? 
Like a veteran inured to the battle's grim danger. 

He fought till the red hail of death laid him low. 
Nameless he fell on the frozen sward dying, 

No kind hand to soothe him or bear him away ; 
The dreary March wind his sad litany sighing, 

His death-couch and pillow the blood-moisten'd clay. 
When the brave few who struck for their Old Land retreated, 
Outnumber'd — not routed — ^betray'd — not defeated ; 
Their gallant young comrade, who fought so elated, 

Pour'd out his heart's blood where ^hind them he lay! 

When, gory and cold, by the wayside they found him. 
Beneath the bleak freezing sky, lifeless and lone ; 

He wore the lov'd badge of the Virgin aroimd him. 
But the name of the patriot to all was unknown. 

* At the Fenian raid on Kilmallock, there was a young man whose name 
and person were unknown to his companions, although he exposed himself 
courageously to the fire flying thickly from the Banrack. Next day his 
dead body was f oimd, at some distance from the place of action, pierced 
with several gunshot wounds, but no one could recognise who he was or 
from whence he came. He was respectably dressed and had a gentlemaoly 
appearance. His identity has remained a mystery. 

The people of the district have erected a handsome monument OYsr lus 
remains in Kilmallock churchyard. 
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Was he one of those whom our flunkies, so hyaX, 
With the foul name, *^ assassins,*^ so shamefully bann'd? 

Whose faithful young bosoms but long'd for the trial 
To shed their dear blood for their suffering Land ! 

But prouder your fate, gallant lover of Erin! 

To fall for your country — her native green wearing — 

Than bear the high name that some traitors are bearing, 
With the gold of the spoiler polluting your hand ! 

When a warrior, falls 'midst his people, victorious, 

With the foes of his country laid round him in dust; 
The emblems of victory, exalted and glorious, 

Encircle his statue and hallow his bust. 
But, for you, son of Freedom ! your fall was as noble — 

You died for the Land which your heart long'd to save ! 
No more will her sorrows your young spirit trouble. 

Nor tyrant disturb the calm peace of your grave I 
But serenely the sweet beams of heaven now glow there, 
And greenly the fresh, dewy shamrocks grow there ; 
And K)vers of Freedom, in future, will go there 

To bless the repose of the youthful and brave ! 



LOVE AND NATIONALITY. 

AiR.-^**Eory O'More." 

Oh ! pleasant and bright was the sweet summer-day 
When I sat, with fair Kitty, among the green hay ; 
With no one to witness a meeting so sweet — 
Save the skies overhead and the nowers at our feet. 

To their plain, rustic meal the brown mowers were gone, 
And Kit% and I in the fields were alone ; 
I waited and watch'd to be near her all day, 
For my heart to the maiden had something to say. 

Her hand — like a blossom embrown'd by the sun — 

I stole to my lips and then press'd with my own ; 

And her cheeky like the throne of the morning, grew bright. 

When heaven is strown with its roses of Ught. 

" Now tell me, my sweet, little flower-queen !" I said, 
" Why did you stay from me all day in the mead ? 
Twenty times I stole near you, while tossing the hay, 
And you spoke not, but moved, like a fairy, away ! 

Her hand press'd her brow and lay motionless there. 
Like a white July rose in the shade of her hair ; 
And she paused, like a flower in the sun's fiery beam, 
When the honey-bee woos it, but breaks not its dream. 
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Her eye, from her hand, like a rising star, stole, 
And flash'd in my face all the rays of her soul ; 
As, with grief in her accent, but scorn in her glance, 
She said, "You had Peggy, last night, at the dance !'* 

" I had — and I swear by the loving and true, 
I only danced with her while waiting for you ! 
The reels were so fine, and the jigs so well play 'd, 
I'd dance to a milestone if wanting a maid ! 

" And 'twas well for the floor — ^my white lily of Clare ! — 
For I'd tear it 'till daylight if you had been there ! 
But I care not for Peggy — your thoughts are all wrong, — 
And you'll pay for the error a kiss or a song !" 

"Then I'll give you the song !" — ^and she sung sweet and well, 

As rich as a lark and as clear as a bell ; 

As if all the balm-breath of the meadows about, 

Had tum'd into music and burst from her mouth ! 

The song was of Erin — her chains and her tears. 
Her visions of Freedom, her hopes and her fears — 
And each note, as it died on the light summer- wind. 
Like the dream of first love, left its sweetness behind. 

Oh I blest be thy soft mouth of roses and pearls ! 
Come — come to my bosom, my star of all girls ! 
If all Erin's daughters would breathe such wild songs, 
Her sons were not slow in avenging her wrongs ! 



THE GRAVE OF SEAAN BUIDH • MAC NAMARA. 

(FIREBALL.) 

How proudly over cross and tomb. 
Aspires the old gray tower of Quin ? 

Where in their narrow beds of gloom 
Repose Temora's mighty men ; 

The conquering chief — the princely peer — 

Lie silent, cold, and powerless here ! 

Behold yon gray moss-cover'd stone. 
Where Thomond's maids shed drops of sorrow, 

There sleeps Seaan Buidh, cold, low, and lone, 
The great, the glorious MacNamara I 

The heart and nerve that never shook — 

The hand that left no mark unstruck ! 

* "Pronounood Shawn Bwee, i.e., yellow John, so called on aooount of his 
swarthy complexion. His tomb can be seen in a comer of the oratoiy at 
the left-hand side of the grand high altar. Quin Abbey was dieeolved by 
Queen Elizabeth, and granted, with its appurtenances, to Sir Torloga 
O'Brien, on Deoember 14th, 15BV*'-Annals of Tho mond. 
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Alas ! alas ! renown'd Seaan Buidh ! 

Thou mighty Oak of royal seeds ! 
Thou valour's rock of chivalry ! 

Thou lion of the dreadful deeds I 
Alas ! that death should here conceal. 
Thy heart of flame — thy hand of steel ! 

On Eire's green bosom never trod 
A nobler chief, Seaan Buidh, than you ! 

Before the judgment throne of God 
A braver spirit never flew ! 

The noblest of the brave thou wert ! 

Thou Eagle of the kingly heart ! 

You were the messenger of Death, 

Among the haughty and the bold ; 
Before your anger s burning breath 

The tyrant's quailing heart grew cold ! 
And many a one your hand of doom 
Sent bleeding to an early tomb !* 

Thro' Thomond's valleys, many a day, 

Your gallant actions shall be told ! 
Although the grave has swept away 

The relics oi your heroic mould ! 
Your name shaU make our spirits start, 
And light a flame in many a heart ! 

Yet you were gentle to the poor, 

Dark champion of the deadly ball ! 
And they were welcome to your door, 

Your generous board and friendly hall ! 
None, save the tyrants of the land, 
E'er felt the vengeance of your hand ! 

Here o'er your dark and lonely sleep, 
Recounting your brave deeds I stand ! 

While desolation seems to weep 
Aroimd those haunted ruins, grand. 

That fling their weird, sepulchral gloom 

Upon your solenm, ancient tomb ! 

And is vour fiery bosom chill'd ? 

And have your strength and valour fail'd ? 
And is your voice of terror still'd, 

At whose dread soimd the mighty quail'd ? 
And has your great and grand career, 
'Mid dust and worms, ended here ? 

* He fought fiftv-seyen duelB, besides standine second in numeroas 
** affairs of honour}* In all of those deadly transactions his opponents were 
the principal sufferers. 
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The clang of combat cannot now 
Arouse you from your dreamless rest ! 

The earth-worm crawls upon your brow — 
The cold stone weeps above your breast — 

And have you fail'd yourself to save ! 

That sent so many to the grave ? 

Had Erin many sons, like thee, 
Fierce, fiery, noble, proud, and brave ! 

Their swords would ne er have fail'd to free 
The poor, degraded, plundered slave 1 

But seldom, in a hundred years, 

A daring soul, like thine appears ! 

From Cuilen * of the conquering spear, 
Your heroic blood hath nobly floVd ; 

No wonder that your stem career. 
With valour's fire so brightly glow'd ! 

Clan Cuilen's eagles now are gone — 

You were the last majestic one ! 

Here, 'mid your old tomb's moss-clad stones, 
His web the sable spider weaves ; 

And o'er your noble, heroic-bones 
The nettle shakes its poisonous leaves ! 

Oh, vanish'd honours of the great ! 

Is this the end of all your state ? 

Oh, gallant Chief ! oh, glorious dead ! 

Where are the honours you have won ? 
The wreaths of fame that crown'd your head ? 

The deeds of valour you have done ? 
One act of grace linked with your name, 
Were better now than all your fame ! 

The twilight clouds have lost their glow, 
And chillingly the night-mists faS ; 

The dreary ruins darker grow, 
The gray owl moans upon the wall — 

I'll leave this place of gloom to thee, 

Farewell ! farewell ! renowned Seaan Buidh I 



MOROGH THE BURNER.t 

On ! scandal and curse of the grand House of Tail ! — 
The King-tree of Thomond brought forth evil fruit. 

When its branches first shelter'd the foes of the Gael, 
But thou wert a serpent that crawl'd from its root I 

• <* Cuilen, was the great progenitor of the Mac Naxnaiaa, from whom 
their principal tribe name, Clan-Cnilen, was derived. "—wf<nnai!t cif Thonumd. 

t Morogh-an-Thutaun, i.e., of the burnings ; fire being his favourite 
means of wrecking his vengeance on a hostile coimtxy. He bamed many 
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The high, leading bough of its glory was withered, 
When among the poor off-shoots that sprung from the rind, 

Thy seed of corruption and baseness was gather'd 
To poison thy country, and ruin thy kind I 

With Puritan locusts, and Cromwell's death-enfflnes, 
Thou camest, a pU^^e-cloud of blood, to our Isle I 

Nor heaven in its anger, nor hell in its vengeance. 
Could cast on her bosom a monster more vile ! 

Base tool in the hand of a bloody blasphemer ! 

Grod's Priests were thy victims, His temples their pyres ! 
Thou'st trampled the Cross of the wounded Redeemer, 

And ravaged His High altars— built by thy sires ! 

Thou homocide-demon of red desolation ! 

Was it thus thy great forefathers eam'd their fame ? 
In Eire's blood-spotted annals, each new generation 

Shall point, with a curse on their lips, at thy name ! 

If heaven, in its wonderful mercv, forgave thee — 
Not Earth, with the wrecks of thy slaughter yet cramm'd— 

Did hell in the jaws of its fury receive thee ? 
If so, even there, thou art curs'd by the danm'd ! 

A Seer has foretold — ere the Last Day of Doom, 

Of Antichrist's coming, and all he shall do ; 
With the army of hell at his back, let him come ! 

He can't be more wicked than Cromwell, or you ! 



A DIRGE FOR THE DALCASSIANS. 

Oh ! fierce race of lions ! you've sank to your graves, 

From the face of your land — like the ocean's proud waves — 

Fearless and free, full of honours you reign'd. 

And went to your God, with your brave necks imchain'd ! 

like a bright dream of grandeur you faded away, 

And mute are the halls of your glory to-day — 

Fame cover'd your steps, like the robe of a bride. 

With your valour it lived — but it died when you died I 

Glory fed your high souls with her fieriest flame. 
And Freedom was wildly in love with your name ! 
In your hands hung the fate and the balance of fight — 
In your frames was the iron-nerved spirit of might — 

of our abbeys and churches. He was a daring and determined commander 
and had but one match, Owen Koo O'NcilL He died on the 9th of Septem- 
ber. 1674, aged 56 vears. His remains were privately interred in the 
Catne^Uul of Limerick. — Annals of Thomond. 

9 



122 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

In your eyes the dread lightning of dignity shone — 
In your hearts honour sate on her sanctified throne — 
Alasl that your glory has faded away, 
Like the unclouded beams of a long summer-day I 

Your bold breasts were Freedom's strong temple and shield. 
And your red wounds were stanch'd with the moss of the field!* 
Your brave souls were kind, and your friendship was warm 
As the sunshine that melts thro' the haze of the storm ! 
And your burning swords hew'd your fierce enemies down, 
*Till your spirits got drunk with the wine of renown ! 
For your boboms— which recklessly squander'd their blood — 
Were as proud as the angels that warr'd against God I 

Scarce can I believe, that Death's iron embrace 

Could fetter your valour — oh ! glorified race ! — 

For nought save the Hand of the Godhead alone 

Could cast down the soul of your might from its throne ! 

When led to the field by your princes and lords, 

Oh ! the wreck of an army was sport to your swords ! 

Or a realm by your arms as swiftly o'ertum'd. 

As a city laid waste, or a corn-field bum'd ! 

Alas ! that the days of your glory are gone, 
Like the long, vanished rays of some extinguish'd sun! 
Alas ! that the slave and the churl have grown 
Where the star of your fame in its magnitude shone ! 
Alas! that the splendour and pomp of your homes, 
Are dark and decay'd as your time-worn tombs ! 
My soul bursts in rain, o'er the wail of my lyre, 
For the fall of your grandeur — ^proud spirits of fire ! 

The woods, where you hunted, are levell'd and bare — 
The halls where you feasted are roofless and drear I 
Thro' portal and chamber the dismal winds howl, 
Where solitude shrouds the dark raven and owl ! 
The foot of the alien is over your graves. 
And the heirs of your princedoms are exiles or slaves ! 
From the cold, dreamless bed of your rest do not 'wake ! 
For your eyes would weep blood, and your proud hearts would 
break ! 



* The Irish annalists say, that the Dalgais, when attacked by the men 
of Ossory, on their return from the battle of Clontarf, stanched their 
wounds with moss, and having stakes fixed in the ground, a wounded man 
was tied to each, with a strong man placed at his side. In this heroic 
position they {gave battle to their ass^ulants and defeated them. It has 
been truly said by the historians, that they (the Dalgais) were th« flnt 
in every field, and the last to leave it. 
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THE SWAN OF THE AYR. 
{Addressed to an Ayrshire Lady,) 

Hebe by the blue stream of the deep, winding Shannon, 

With a bright robe of flowers on his banks wild and fair, 
The Bard lifts his voice, 'mid the glory of summer, 

To sing the high praise of the Swan of the Ayr! 
Thou art lovely as Spring in a valley of blossoms, 

Thy mind is a palace of sunshine all rare ! 
In every sweet feature, the beauty of Nature 

Has breathed its music — ^Bright Swan of the Ayr! 

I mark, by the clear wave, the stately, young willow, 

As graceful it bows to the zephvrs of noon ; 
I maxL the wild rose, on the bank's sunny pillow, 

Yielding up its sweet soul to the heaven of June ! 
That willow so slender — that red flower so tender. 

With thy cheek and thy form can only compare ! 
Thy form is the willow that leans o'er the billow. 

Thy cheek the sweet wild rose — ^Bright Swan of the Ayr ! 

As sunbeams asleep, on the silver of morning. 

Thy rich tresses rest on the throne of thy brow ! 
And thy Ups have the March evening's rainbow-vermiUon, 

With two cahn stars above and a white cloud below ; 
The dew's crystal brightness on blossoms of whiteness. 

Than thy breast's snowy heaven was never more fair I 
The dew is th^ bosom, thy heart is the blossom. 

Thy virtue its odour — ^Bright Swan of the Ayr ! 

One calm summer-night, in a halo of slumber, 

A sunny-hair'd angel was shaped in my dream ! 
But when I first knew thee, and gazed on thy beauty, 

I thought on that angel, for thou wert the same ! 
I've heard, from the wud dell, the music of Fairies, 

As they rode on a cloud o'er the grand hills of Clare ; 
But thy voice sweetly ringing, when speaking or singing, 

Hath the spell of tiieir air-harps — Bright Swan of the Ayr ! 

Thou'st come from the Land of romance, love and glory I 

The fair Caledonia of valour and song, 
In whose glens so romantic, and moimtains gigantic, 

Fame, freedom and chivalry flourished so long I 
Thou'st come to our heaven-bright. Emerald Island, 

The down-trodden Land of the ** smile and the tear !" 
Then welcome, thou dear one — thou angelic fair one! 

Sweet Lily of Sunville — Bright Swan of the Ayr! 
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THE BATTLE OF FREDERICKSBURGH.* 
On Fredericksburgh's embattled plain calm look'd the lord of 

And gJow the sunny-bosom'd haze was melting in his sight ; 
While glittering in one iron blaze, two mighty armies stood. 
And soon did mother Earth drink deep her furious children's 
blood. 

Around the dark hills, tier on tier, the Rebel guns are set, 
And sternly on the plain below the Federal powers are met; 
From Rappahannock's boimding flood to Fredericksburgh is 

seen 
The war-god's chess board studded thick with lines of warlike 

men. 

In bristling ridges, o'er the field, the numerous bands deploy — 
A dazzling sea of sunbright steel on all sides meets the eye ; 
While rifle-pit and battery, with grim destruction rife, 
Expand their black, devouring mouths athirst for human life. 

But who are those majestic troops, so stalwart, stem and 

proud. 
That move in awful grandeur, like the desert's deadly cloud? 
Each wears a green wreath o'er his heart, with manly pride 

display'd — 
Oh ! those are Erin's exiled sons, bold Meagher's fierce Brigade ! 

Lo ! in their fiery Celtic eyes what martial lightnings play? 
They look, like eagles gazing roimd the stormy hills for prey ; 
With quick, impatient glance they view the Kebels' dreadful 

hold. 
Like himgry leopards glaring on a well-defended fold. 

Now, peal on peal, the skirmishers their hostile fire began, 
And rapidly from sky to sky the ringing echoes ran ; 
And fierce, and fast the wave-hke ranks to meet the onset form, 
As move the sand-hills when they feel the coming Simoom- 
storm. 

**Fix bayonets ! — charge, — and take the hills !" was heard the 

stem command. 
And, with a cheer and headlong dash, on swept the Lrish band; 
The gallant Meagher, sword in hand, the rushing war-surge 

led, 
As brave a Chief as ever gemm'd an Inah army's head ! 

* I have introduced this Irish- American battle-flcene into the volume, 
merely because Meagher's Irish Brigade so fiercely and recklesBlj fought amd 
fell at Fredericksburgh. 
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Across the sonnding plain they drive their desperate tide of 

might — 
Their bayonet-points, like rushing stars above the sea at 

night — 
Their battle-yell, the thunder's voice in heaven's cloudy hall. 
Or Niagara's mighty war-shout, where his giant-torrents fall. 

The batteries ope'd their iron throats, with one tremendous 

roar. 
And shot, and shell thro' rifted lines, like flaminff rivers, tore ; 
Still fast and fierce as they advance, as fierce and fast among 
Their melting ranks the Rebel-guns the metal death-showers 

flung. 

On flank and front, from right to left, the shattering shot and 

shell, 
In blazing hurricanes of death, upon the phalanx fell ; 
Still on they press, like some great war-ship cleaving tide and 

wind, 
A sea of rolling flame before — a bloody surge behind ! 

As roars the dread volcano when its fiery bowels heave 
Upon the scorch'd and blasted plain the lava's burning wave ; 
Thus roar'd and roll'd the avalanche of fire thro' flank and van; 
And still they close their ball-plough'd ranks and furiously 
rush on. 

They near the hills, and fiercer still the iron deluge grows, 
From rifle-pit and battery the fiery showers arose; 
Earth shook, as on that fated band the flaming flood descends. 
Heaven rung, as if the Last Day's blast had swept thro' all its 
ends. 

As towers, in shapeless masses, from their deep foundations 

thrown. 
When an earthquake yawns, and draws its breath, and sucks 

a city down ; 
Thus reel'd and sank, in horrid wreck, the colunms of the Gael, 
Before that all-destroying storm of blazing metal-hail. 

As in their summer glory fall the fair oaks of the wood. 
Thus lay the brave, yoimg comely Celts mow'd down in dust 

and blood ; 
While o'er the crimson ruin roll'd the Rebels' triumph-yell, 
The remnant of that stem Brigade back, like a spent wave, 

fell. 

Well may ye shout, ye Rebel powers'! but were ye on the plain, 
In equal battle with those Celts, you'd never shout again ! 
Be thankful to your strongholds for the victory you enjoy, 
Or bloody Fredericksburgh would be another Fontenoy I 
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Oh, Taliant sons of Golamh's race 1 * exiled by Englisli laws! 

Thns do ye perish in the van of every foreign cause! 
In court and council — ^war or peace, your manly worth is known. 
And thus ye toil, and bleed, and die for all lands but your own ! 

The world, in mute sensation, at your superhuman deeds. 
Mourns o'er the reeking field where your stupendous valour 

bleeds! 
The trumpet-echo of your fame from pole to pole has spread. 
While crownless Erin in the dust bewails her children dead. 

Now dreadful on the Federal right the stormy battle raged, 
As, like the ocean's furious dash, the mighty powers engaged ; 
One deafening roar of blazing guns along the hills is hearc^ 
And bloody nvers, bank'd with dead, along the plains appear'd. 

But vainly on the Rebel-holds they drive, with surging shock, 
Host after host is hurl'd back, like billows from a rock ; 
Still fiercely o'er the fallen lines fresh masses drive amain. 
And still as fast the Rebel-batteries mow them on the plain. 

Where were you, great M*Clelland? You so valiant, wise and 

kind! 
Where were you, when that awful field required your mighty 

mind? 
Kyou were there, the bloody hand of slaughter had been 

stay'd ! 
And still the Union would exult in many a brave Brigade! 

Oh ! Bumside ! ill-starr'd of war ! the night is fathering on ! 
The day was spent in blood, and yet the Rebels hold their 

own. — 
Oh! who can tell, thou hapless Chief ! thy bosom's rending 

pain, 
To see thy mighty, matchless host thus sacrificed in vain? 

Withhold thy gloomy veil, Night ! Lamp of Heaven, 

delay 
Thy downward course, 'till he retrieves the honors of the day ! 
Alas! the darkness thickens fast — oh, Grod! for Joshua's 

prayers, 
For one brief period, to suspend the motion of the spheres! 

The dusky night-fall blended with the war-field's sulphurous 

haze, 
The throat of battle ceased to roar and belch the deadly blaze; 
Twas like the awful calm that heralds ruin to the earth — 
The ghastly stillness that precedes some dread eruption's 

birth. — 

* Milesiiu. 
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Lo! how tibe vengeful Federals collect their scattered might, 
Thick as the flying clouds of heaven, upon a stormy nignt ! 
And, like the sudden fuiy of the fierce tornado's course, 
Right forward on the Rebel-hills they hurl their frantic force. 

One giant-flame leap'd redly up and overthrew Night's 

throne, — 
One roar of camion seem'd to shake the sounding planets 

down; — 
One fiery surge of iron on the Federal ranks burst forth. 
As if heaven and hell contended for the mastery of earth ! 

Death gloated o'er the Federal host, and, with dire vengeance, 

quaffd. 
From many abrave expiring heart, the last exhaustive draught ! 
Again grim silence wrapt the scene — the shatter'd troops 

recross'd 
The Rappahannock's gloomy tide — and Fredericksburgh was 

lost! 



THE FATE OF DE QUINCY.* 

Db Quincy went forth, in the day of his pride. 
When the daughter of Strongbow became his fair bride ; 
And the swords of his might were like meteors that fall 
O'er the face of Loch Swuly in green Donegal. 

And the warriors he led, were as fierce, and as bold. 
As the demons that dwell in the clouds of the wold ; 
For the death-yell of slaughter was sweet to their ears. 
And the strong hand of plimder and ruin was theirs. 

Their horse-hair plumes darken'd their helmets' gold comes, 
Like the night-spreading mist on the hills' yellow thrones, 
When the sim, like a furnace, is burning the wave. 
With his flame dimly seen thro' the cloud-bars of eve. 

The princely domains of O'Dempsey they bum'd. 
And the high palace-halls of his mansion o'erturn'd ; 
They slaughter'd his people and plunder'd his bawns. 
Nor steeds, kine, nor com did they leave on his lawns. 

And De Quincy march'd home, in the joy of his fame. 
To lay the rich spoil at the feet of his dame : 
** Those gems of O'Dempsey 's proud daughters !" he cried, 
"Will look well in the bright, silken locks of my bride !" 

* He was not long married to Strongbow's danghter, when he led a band 
of Norman brigandis into O^Dempsey's country in Leinster, to plnnder and 
sack it. He was set nx)on by the Chief, O'Dempsey, at the head of his clan, 
and the invaders, witil their leader, were soon cut to pieces. — Four MoAUxt, 
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And his knights sang the song of their triumph, and drove 
Their steeds, swift as eagles when towering above ; 
But fierce as the blast to October's sere leaf, 
Sprung O'Dempsey's wild clan on the track of the Chief. 

And high in the van, like a fire in the skies, 
With the flames of his soul all alive in his eyes, 
The injured O'Dempsey his blazing sword whirFd, 
Like the lightning of God o'er the guilt of the world ! 

Mad on the foe burst his clan, with a cheer. 

And dire was the clangor of corslet and spear ; 

And the blood-drinking war-axe, with heun-riving shock, 

Boar'd, like heaven's l^lt of fire when it shatters a rock. 



Brief, bloody and brave was the battle they fought, 
And dreadful the meed to the robbers they brought ; 
For De Quincy and all his fierce brigands were smash'd, 
And the flesh of their frames to the mountain- wolves dash*d ! 



Sad news for proud Strongbow — The terrible tale 
Has gone, like a blast, thro' the homes of the Pale — 
And the eyes of his radiant-hair'd daughter are red. 
With the rain of her soul, for the fate of the dead. 



THE BATTLE OF FANCONRAD.* 

KING Brian's address to the dalgais. 

'* Fam'd sons of Olliol Ollum !" Brian cried, 

" In this great day be all your valour tried ! 

Be like your fathers, with your swords and shields. 

And sweep the pirates from your wasted fields I 

Let the grim Dane and rude O'Foelan know 

Mononia^s wrath in every hostile blow I 

Let your red falchions make the blood-springs flow, 

And swallow lives, as sunbeams drink the snow ! ' 

* Donald O'Foelan, King of the Decies, was stung to resentment against 
Brian Boroimhe, on account of the severe defeat which MoUoy Mac Bran 
and Donovan suffered at the hands of that monarch ; and in revenge, he 
(O'Foelan) raised a great army of Danes and Irish, and invaded Brian's 
territories with fire and sword. Brian immediately marched against him, 
at the head of his brave Dalgais, set upon the devastators at a place 
called Fanoonrad, in the county Tippcrary, and after a f arions engage- 
ment, drove them, with great slaughter, into Waterford, where O'Foelan 
was slain with all his officers, and Brian's army plundered and bnined 
the city to the ground. 
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Think of your sires, who, first in every field, 
(The shield of armies and Mononia's shield,) 
Pour'd their hot vengeance on the pirate-band, 
And mow'd the battle, with a flaming hand ! 
Think of Dundalgia,* where the blue sea-flood 
Boil'd with a fire-shower of the Northmen's blood! 
Where your fierce sires fought, like the ocean's storms. 
Leaping from heaven, with ruin in their arms I 
Let this great thought inflame your souls to-day. 
Whet your revenge and nerve your arms to slay ! 
Give the red robbers their well-eam'd reward. 
Death-blows and graves — the wages of the sword ! 
Who spares a foreign or a native foe. 
May freedom's God destroy him at a blow! 
Mark, the red flames our verdant vales invade. 
What clouds of smoke the blacken'd skies o'ershade ! 
Hear how the spoilers' shouts triumphant swell. 
And startle heaven with their savage yell ! 
On with the Lionsf thro' the wood of war ! 
Lift the brass shield and hurl the greedy spear ! 
Give the blue war-axe and the sword full swing. 
And quench their lightning in a crimson spring ! 
Rush, like a flame from heaven's consuming eye — 
Strike, like the thunder from a burning sky — 
Charge, like a flood with raging torrents swell'd — 
Break the war's beam and sweep the roaring field !" 

Fierce was the war-whoop from the troops that burst 

And in the field their monarch was the nrst ; 

His fieiy armour, in a blaze of beams, 

Look'd like the Ghebre's tall round tower in flames. 

His plume, like midnight's angry storm-cloud shook 

Above the mountain-grandeur of his look ; 

And as he whirl'd his fire-emitting brand. 

He seem'd, in front of his ^gantic band, 

A war-god, with a meteor m his hand ! 

Onward they sweep in one tremendous flood. 
As when a hurricane swings the dancing wood; 
Their flaming weapons, like a burning grove, 
Emblaze the cloud-line of their crests above ; 

• The memorable battle of Dondalk, where the naval squadron of Muiuter, 
commanded by the gallant Admiral Felba Fion, attacked the Danish fleet, 
and encountered the land and sea forces of the foreigners, who were nearly 
ten to one. The army of Munster were looking from the shore at the bloody 
and unequal struggle, but could render no assistance to their countrjrmen, 
who, seeing themselves overmatched by the superior numbers of the enemy, 
sooner than yield, flew on the Danish officers and principal chiefs, grasped 
them, and leaped overboard with them into the sea. The Danes, terrified 
at 8ucl|L awful achievements, hoisted sails and fled, leaving the Insh victo- 
rious. —Keating. 

t The provincial banner of the " Thtee Telloto LUms?* 
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And their blue helmets seem*d, as they march' d on, 

like torrent-billows flashing in the sun. 

Fierce met the hosts, like two huge mountains swung 

Against each other, by an earthquake flung ; 

Rocks, woods and streams in thunderous ruin driven — 

Earth starts amazed and groans aloud to heaven ; 

Thus the dread crash of breaking ranks was heard, 

And such dire ruin thro* the fields appear'd. 

The cleft shields shriek — the grinding axes roar— 

The plunging spears thro' bursting corslets tore — 

The raging swords spit blood in heaven's eye, 

As on earth's red lap roll'd her sons to die I 

Thro' the mad tumult Brian's helmet bums, 

Like a March sun in darkness plunged, by turns. 

When the black Storm-king hunts the clouds thro' space, 

And flings their shadows in his blazing face. 

As on the hand of the Almighty power, 
The rushing wave-hills of the ocean roar ; 
His great command the awful deeps obey. 
And, in their madness, hear his dread decree ; 
Thus, in the war, the furious Dalcas bands 
Heard and obeyed their monarch's fierce commands ; 
Where'er he points his mowing falchion, there 
Death spreads a feast and earth partakes her share. 
On his broad shield the iron breakers roar. 
Around his feet the war's red fountains pour ; 
Proud and unshaken 'mid the shock he strides, 
And with the battle girds his towering sides. 

O'er the scoured plain the flaming conflict pasa'd. 
As thro' a pine grove sweeps the Polar blast. 
The sylvan giants, hurl'd from their beds. 
Stoop from the sky and roll on earth their heads. 
With such wild ruin and disorder riven, 
O'Foelan's armies from the field are driven ; 
The shouting Dalgais drive upon their track. 
Like sea-fiends roaring round a shatter'd wreck. 
On roll'd the vengeance of the battle-cloud. 
With spirits flying from its crimson shroud ; 
The strong blows sounded, like a cascade's roar 
When o'er the river drives a hailstone shower. 
While the mad surges, in wild shouting ranks. 
Toss their white plumes and charge against the banks. 
So dire the wreck — so furious was the rout — 
So fierce the clamour, and so wild the shout — 
The armies seem'd a wood by storms, uptom 
And, roll'd together, o'er the country borne. 

Bards of Kinkora ! strike your harps, and sing 
The miffhty actions of your Hero-king ! 
Lo I he s returning to his haUs of joy. 
Grand as the Day-god in a morning sky ! 
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His foes are cmsh'd, and round his r^l car 
Stride the grim hewers of the grove ofwar ! 
Strike the wild harp I your Victor-king comes on, 
Ajs proud as Niall,* and as fierce as Conn ! t 



BARDIC MEDITATIONS. 

By the soft-sounding waves of the Fergus I lay, 
And my spirit drank deep of their music all day ; 
While the clouds of my destiny seem'd to depart 
In tiie sunburst of rapture that gushed from my heart. 

And my soul, with the wings of her transport unfurl'd. 
Flew up to the Lord of this beautiful world ; 
And from the starred halls of his Palace survey'd, 
Creation in all its resplendence array'd. 

And fondlv I gazed on the proud hills of Clare, 
With the blue sky o*erglassing their green foreheads fair ; 
While my heart to their thrones, like a morning ray, sprang, 
And pierced the blue glooms where the leaping streams sang. 

Thro' Hy Caisin's bright country of legends I pass'd. 
Where the fragrant birch forest its green shadows cast, 
And the wild mountain-blast croons a requiem of sorrow 
Round the ghost-haunted towers of the fierce MacNamara 

I sigh'd for the race of the valiant and strong. 

That dwelt 'mid those grand hills when Erin was young ; 

Ere the steel-hearted Saxon polluted our sod. 

Or cowering slaves crawl'd where the mighty once trod. 

I gazed on the radiant plains cover'd with bloom. 
Where the famish'd sen weeps o'er his desolate home ; 
While the colden fruits rear'd by the toil of his hand, 
Are devourd by the foes of his dear Motherland. 

Oh ! helots of Erin ! when will ye be men. 
To crasp the bright steel of your fathers again ? 
And stand in the blaze of the battle's red fire, 
Like them, to win freedom or nobly expire ! 

The birds of the air and the beasts of the wood. 
On the mountains, around you, find shelter and food ; 
While you — oh ! lost Celts ! — have no homes to enjoy. 
But are cast on the world to famish and die. 

• Nial of the Nine Hostages. f Conn of the HuiiaLTed.Ba.U\e%. 
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Has cowardice flung o'er your spirits its rust ? — 
What curse or what spell keeps your hearts in the dust ? 
Or why act ye brave when to strange lands ye roam ? — 
Bold heroes ** abroad " — but base helots at ** home /" 

Instead of the sword — brightly raised for your land — 
'Tis the knife of the traitor that gleams in your hand ! 
And the Saxon — that always has found you a fool, 
To work your own ruin — still makes you his tool ! 

Is your nature debased with that vile coward-creed 
Which says 'tis a crime for your country to bleed ? 
Its cancer and curse in your souls have found root, 
And exile, and famine, and death are its fruit. 

Ere your masters the claims of your country shall feel, 
You must speak to their hearts with the ring of your steel 
What humbled the tyrant on Israel's plain ? 
'Twas the sword of the Lord in the hand of Gideon I 

Throughout your sad Island oppression walks bare, 
With file joy of a fiend o'er a damn'd soul's despair 5 
You may starve — 'tis no treason — but dare you lay claim 
To the fowls of the air or the fish of the stream ? 

And you talk — while the curse of the burden is borne — 
'Till manhood and honour have damn'd you to scorn ! 
'Till, like Cain-branded felons and outlaws, you're cast 
Into living Sepulchres* to perish at last ! 

Want clings round your steps, as the worm to its slime — 
Your commerce is treason — your virtue is crime — 
Your are hated and hunted, insulted and bann'd. 
As lumber and rubbish encumbering the land ! 

Ah ! 'twere nobler to die on the red field of fame. 
With a wreath on your deeds and a light on your name, 
Than, like women, to mourn and talk o'er your chains, 
'Till the spirit of manhood grows sick in your veins ! 

The Muscovite robber was scourged by the Poles I 

Will the fire of their deeds give a spark to your souls ? 

How bravely they wasted the blood of their veins. 

While you murmur'd, like beggars, and skulk'd in your chains! 

Oh I great Grod of vengeance ! how long will our cry, 
Rise up to the throne of thy glory on high ? 
Oh I when will the Beggars ^ Egypt be free, 
WliOy thro^ ages of hunger ^ are faithful to Thee ? 

• Foorhouses. 
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Lo ! thy vineyard is pillaged by cowards and thieves ! 
And thy temple is crowded with huxters and knaves ! 
And the shepherds of Israel have fallen asleep, 
While the FhiHstine-wolves are devouring thy sheep ! 



THE BATTLE OF THE CURLEW MOUNTAINS.* 

In splendour array'd, 

Stem Clifford came forth, 
With his host to invade 

The green plains of the North ; 
And many a Knight, 

With hi^h hope in his eyes. 
Set out, with delight, 

On the fierce enterprise. 

With a hero's heart swelling. 

And bright as a star, 
The lordly Dunkellin 

Ex)de on to the war ; 
With Rathcliff, whose sword 

Wa-s tremendous in fight — 
A tower and a ford 

Were the chiefs in their might. 

" On — on to the mountain, 

Our foes' dwelling rude ! 
Let your swords in a fountain 

Of blood be imbrued ! ^ 
'Till their fastness of safety 

With carnage is spread. 
And the valley grows lofty 

With piles of their dead I" 

With cavalry prancing, 

Their march they be^im ; 
With helmets all glancmg 

The blaze of the sun : 
With eager hearts heaving 

For conquest and spoil. 
Strode the fierce brigands leaving 

The borders of Boyle. 

With red banners streaming, 

The gorgeous array — 
With l^ttle-spears naming. 

Tramped proud on their way — 

♦ Sir Connyera Clifford led a strong division of Lord Essex's army to 

Penetrate through the defiles of the Curlew Mountains, into Tyrconnell. 
hey had advanced only midway in the glen, when, with the rush of a winter 
torrent, the Clan Connaill was upon them, and cut than to pieces.-- «/bA» 
MitchelVa Life of Hugh O'Neill 
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Thro* the glen's rocky border 

They hnrry along. 
In grand martial order. 

Majestic and strong. 

The mountains are silent — 

No murmur is heard. 
Save the stream from the highland. 

And song of the bird, 
Whilst — ^reckless of danger — 

Like wolves from their den — 
The ranks of the stranger 

Drive on thro' the glen. 

As bursts the red thunder, 

Fierce, sudden and loud. 
Swift rending asunder 

The grey mountain-cloud- - 
As the wintry sur^e swells 

Round a sea-farm^ crew — 
So rang the wild hma. 

With, *'0'DonneUAboor 

The bagpipes are sounding 

Tyrconnell's dread charge ; 
The clansmen are bounding. 

With war-axe and targe ; 
Where the shadowy fern 

Has spread its deep screen, 
A host of wild Kerne, 

Fierce, rising, is seen. 

As an Autumn flood sweeping, 

Augmented by rain, 
From the mountain's breast leaping 

On crops of the plain. 
So swift, in their ire, 

Dash'd Tyrconnell's fierce clans — 
A torrent of fire — 

On the Sassenach bands. 



As a wave to the coast 

Swings a ship on its track, 
So Cliflbrd's bold host 

Thro' the ravine sways back 
While, furiously dashing 

On column and rank, 
Tyrconnell drives, crashing 

Thro' centre and flank. 
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Like the fury of heaven, 

Roar'd musket and sword, — 
Like thunder-hail driven, 

The ballets were shower'd ; — 
Like a storm-flash brightning, 

The blue-gleaming axe, 
With the vengeance of lightning. 

The f oeman attacks. 

The death-knell of battle 

Swells higher and higher — 
The mountun rocks rattle 

With falchion and fire ! 
0*er the war-surge high heaving. 

Is heard the dread crash 
Of the ringing axe cleaving 

Thro* armour and flesh. 

As a ghost on the wings 

Of the tempest of night. 
The fierce Red Hugh springs 

Thro' the flames of the fight ; 
The Leader he singled — 

Their weapons are raised — 
While around, fiercely mingled, 

The battle-tide blazed. 

As rushes the beagle 

On Callan's wild fawn, 
As sweeps the strong eagle 

O'er woodland and lawn, 
So to combat they rush'd, 

And their cleaving brands flew 
But Clifford's blood blush'd 

On the steel of Red Hugh. 

The contest grows tangled — 

The Saxon gives way, 
Where the war-axes mangled 

His broken array ; 
No leader to rally, 

No room for retreat, 
In that slaughter-fill'd valley 

One grave is their fate. 

In bloody profusion 

The columns are tost ; 
Disorder — confusion — 

Environ the host ! 
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Like the blast of contagion 

Bv Azrael blown, 
So that late splendid legion 

Lay bleeding and strown. 

Like a wood cleft asunder 
And flung in a mass, 

The carnage lies under 
The shades of the Pass — 

The granite is painted- 
One cheer — All is done — 

The war-shout has fainted — 
The victory's won I 

The red tide is welling 

From mountain to plain — 
Rathcliff and DunkelLin 

Are mix'd with the slain — 
The eagles are speeding 

To feast on the dead, 
Where, still freshly bleeding. 

The corpses lie spread. 

There's harping and feasting 

Id. Ulster to-night ; 
The victors are hast'ning 

To share the delight ; 
The maids of Tyrconnell 

Are chantin/a son^ 
In praise of O'Donnefl, 

The valiant and strong. 



MAC GENNIS'S DAUGHTER. 

In Coonagh's wild meadows the May-flowers are springing, 
In Meelick's green woodlands the wild birds are smging. 
And the light moimtain-zephyr has curled the blue water 
That flows near the home of Mac G^nnis's daughter ! 
The sun o'er the bright bosom'd-fields is ascending — 
The gold of his beams with their verdure is blending, 
And the primroses peep, from their dewy recesses 
Bound the azure-eyed maid of the bright-yellow tresses 1 

The balm of the rich moorland-thyme is not sweeter 
Than the heart- winning smile of young Jane, when I meet her! 
How oft, with the song of her beauty, I've sought her. 
And spoke with my soul to Mac G^nnis's daughter ? 
How oft have I play'd with her long ringlets streaming, 
And gazed on her face with its love-spirit beaming. 
And press'd her small hand than the lily's head witer, 
And marked her glad eyes than the sunny rills brighter} 
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The poppies that flush 'mid the ripe-wavinff com — 
The sun-gems that glow in the red crown of mom, — 
The crimson of sunset on Shannon's calm water — 
Would fade in the blush of Mac Gennis's daughter ! 
The soft dawn of Cana o*er moorland springs bending — 
The white moonlight clouds on the dark hills descending — 
The snow-spirit's robe, or the hue of the blossom — 
Were dark in their glory if peer'd with her bosom ! 



The foxglove* that stars the green skirt of the meadow — 
The wild-rose that sleeps in me mountain's blue shadow — 
The heath-bells that garland the eagle's high eyrie — 
The snow-drops that gem the weird haunts of the fairy — 
The sun-bow that zones the red bosom of even' — 
When the shower-clouds, like jewels, are melting in heaven — 
The face of the blue-bell, with summer-tears laden — 
Hath not the wild beauty that beam'd in the maiden ! 



In the hall of her father no virgin was milder, 
In the bright fields no reindeer was fleeter or wilder, 
For the sun of her heart knew no shadow of sadness. 
And her soul was a harp tuned to anthems of gladness ! 
Her love was a pure fount of feeling and kindness. 
Where my spirit fell in and was drown'd in its blindness, 
For I walk'd, like a Magian, thro' air-halls enchanted, 
'Till my life with wild love-dreams and angels was haunted ! 



By the Fairies* green palace near yon waveless fountain. 
By the woods of the vale and the rocks of the mountain, 
We strayed thro' the mists of the crimson-eyed even' — 
When the meadows were white with the crystals of heaven ; 
While her eyes, like two star- worlds, glisten'd delighted. 
With the love songs and legends I sang or recited, 
'Till my fancy grew drunk o'er the pictures it brought her. 
For my soul was in love with Mac Gennis's daughter ! 



Bat time brought a change on his pinions of fleetness, 
That darken'd our joys in their full summer sweetness ! 
Woe fell on the land — and o'er ocean's green water 
Mac Gennis hath, sailed with his beautiful daughter ! 
I stood on the shore, with my woimded heart beating. 
And saw her tall bark down the Shannon retreating ; 
Oh I she mized from the deck, and I curs'd the dark water 
That roU'd between me and Mac Gennis's daughter ! 



• Commonly known as the lusmore, or ftury herb. 

10 
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In Meelick's green woodlands the Spring is retumin||[, 
And the golden-brow'd sun on the mountains is burning, 
And the gushing streams sing thro* the flower-bosom'd valleys, 
And the dales are all robed with wild roses and lilies ! 
I stray'd on the lawn, by her cottage forlorn. 
Where the sounding trees dance to the songs of the mom. 
And my love-dreaming heart thro' the lone garden sought her— 
Oh ! tell me, ye flowers ! where's Mac Gleimis's daughter? 



ADDRESS TO AUBREY DE VERB, ESQ. 

Oh, gifted Bard I thy swelling song 

Is rife with Nature's genial nre ! 
Impassion'd, lofty, chaste, and strong, 

Burst forth the wild notes of thy lyre ! 
Thy wizard Muse on glowing wing 

Shoots forward, as a golden dart. 
And, with a startling trumpet-ring. 

Awakes and thrills the charm'd heart ! 



How radiant in thy classic lay 

The simmier's floral glories beam? 
As if the vernal gems of May 

Were woven in thy flowery theme I 
As in the river's morning gleam. 

Bank, bower, and sunny heaven appear, 
Thus in thy song's resplendent stream 

Bright Nature's beauty sparkles clear ! 

Oh ! may thy rich heart long enjoy 

The glorious gift of song fivine ! 
And ne'er may envious worm destroy 

Thy page, where Poesy's jewels smne ! 
Tho' famuy sounds this lyre of mine. 

Its master's heart can treasure weU 
The soul delighting tones of thine. 

And feel the sweetness of their spell ! 



Tlio' to thy numbers' lofty sound 

My voice is but a linnet's thrill, 
Amid the cascade's music drown'd, — 

Proud-rushing from a lordly hill ! 
Accept — ^great Bard — ^this simple lay 

An humble brother minstrel gives, 
Whose spirit walks the aerial way 

Where Fancy charms and Beauty lives ! 
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THE BRIDE OF CLAN CUILEN.* 

A ROMANCE OP CABRIGOGUNNELL.f 
CANTO I. 

The woodlands are calm, and the rude winds are laid, 

And the landscape is red with the sun's parting ray ; 
The pearly clouds float o*er the mountain's blue shaae, 

And Nature is dressed in the beauty of May ; 
The yellow West glows, like a bright golden treasure, 

No stain dims the calm, sapphire splendour of heaven ; 
The night-queen looks down from her palace of azure, 

And ner handmaid-stars weep o'er the pale, dying even'. 
But hark ! to the sound of the gay bridal-revel — 

In the grand hall of Carrig the wedding guests meet ; 
And the bridesmaids are pacing the lawirs flowery level, 

With Ups red as berries, and necks white as sleet — 
For the Lord of the Rock, the renown'd Mac Con Mara,:|: 

The prince of thy banquets. Clan Cuilen of swords I 
Has given his fair child to O'Brien of Ara,§ 

The bravest and best of Mononia's proud lords ! 

Lightly the bride from the altar's returning. 
Brightly the bonfires before her are burning ; 
Sweetly the tones of the bagpipes are rin^ng. 
Fleetly the gay, youthful dancers are sprmgmg. 
Proudly the chiefs round the bridal feast gather — 
Loudly resounds the old halls of her father ; 
Grandly the rich golden meadera are glowing, 
Blandly the notes of the clarseachs are flowing; 
Eveleen reigns the young queen of the wassail — 
Revelling and song shake the glorious old Castle, 
Valleys and plains send their teibutes to meet her — 
Allies and Seanachies are coming to greet her ; 

• The principality of the Mac Namaras, which comprised Coonagh, Orat- 
loe, Bunratty, Upper and Lower Tulla, and a part of other districts, in 
Thomond. The greater portion of those lands was bestowed to them, after 
the battle of I>7sart, as a reward for their services to the Princes of Tho- 
mond. 

t Carrigog^unnell, the ancient patrimony of a branch of the O'Briens, 
was, for a short period, in the hands of the Mac Namaras of Olan Cuilen, 
through an intermarriage of the families. 

X Ck>mmonly pronoimced Mac Namara, i.e., Son of the sea. 

} "Anij a small mountain district, north of the Keeper HUls. It wasfhe 
prindpahty of a branch of the Thomond Princes, called the O'Briens of 
Ara; tney were descended from the consummate warrior, Brian Bane^ who 
settled in Ara, a.d. 1318, and expelled the Clan Fion Bloid, the original 
owners, from the district. The life of this formidable Chief was one con- 
tinued tragedy of battle, bloodied, burning, and f orav. He was, at length, 
assassinated bv the Clan Mac Keogh, in the year 1350. His death was 
amply avenged by his son, Torlogh Oge, who exterminated the Clan Keogh, 
and seised on their lands and dha,itei&."— Annals of Thomond. 
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Clansman and chief from the mountain and wildwood. 
Kinsman and bard from the glens of their childhood ! 
The wealth and the might of Clan Coilen and Ara, 
All throng the proud mansion of brave Mac Con Mara ! 



Rich sirloins are smoking — ^brown ale and red wine — 
Thro' the gay banquet-hall pour their currents divine I 
Behold in the dais the brave and the fair ! 
What grandeur and glory, and beauty are there? 
What chivalrous bearing — what high queenly pride — 
What order and dignity reign on each side ? 
There are warriors whose arms would shatter a band — 
There are ladies whose charms would conquer the land ! 
Proud e^es that would strike through the souls of the boldest, 
And smiles that would warm the hearts of the coldest. . 
lake a star-circled heaven the flashing hall glow'd — 
Each dame seem'd an angel, each chieftain a god ! 

Pour thy wild song, oh, Mac Curtin the gifted I ) 
The dancers' light feet to thy measure are lifted ! 
The ladies and lords of Clan Cuilen the bright. 
Shall move to thy harp's fairy music to-ni^t ! 
The sweet ringing numbers enchantingly pour, 
And the pride of all Thomond appears on the floor ; 
Eyes glance, jewels flitter, and flushing cheeks bum. 
As they glide thro' me mazes, change sides and return — 
What majesty brightens each eye and each face ? 
What noble deportment — what dignified grace 
Mark the step and the bearing of each in the ring ? 
Each dame looks a princess — each hero a king ! 

The revel grows wilder — ^more wine is supplied. 
And more boisterous gaiety comes with its tide ! 
The ringing towers tremble — the wine-bowls resound — 
The boards are replenished — the toast goes around — 
Hospitality reigns in its wildest profusion, 
Sinsing, laughmg, and dancing, all blend in confusion ! 
Wild cneers of applause, as the dancers prevail, 
Ring thro' the rafters, and swell on the gale ! 

There's a cloud o'er the Castle — there's mist on the heath, 

And the woods seem as wrapt in the darkness of death — 

Tho' the moon, in mid-heaven, beholds not a trace 

Of a cloud on her pathway, nor mist on her face ! 

A gloom from yon summit pervades the still air, 

For the dark fairy hosts of Knocfeirin are there ; 

And their monarch has vow'd — ere the dawn of the morrow— 

To crown, as his queen, Eveleen K'i Con Mara ! 
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But the Fays of Clan Cuilen— who know his design—* 
(To protect the young princess) against him combine ; 
They muster their legions on Cratloe's dark height, 
With the mountain-mist round them all silent and white. 

From valley and woodland, and river, and bower 

They gather fresh forces to strengthen their power ; 

Fierce cavaliers mounted on meteors appear, 

And artillery arm'd with terrors of air ; 

The growing battalions, rank pressing on rank. 

Stretch down from the hill to the wide river-bank. 

They cross the broad Shannon to Carrig's low plain, 

And seek to the Castle a passage to gain ; 

But the hosts of Knocfeirin — a deep, cloudy mass — 

In arms, have guarded each wing of the pass ! 

To attack them the powers of Ckn Cuilen prepare. 

And they hastily summoned a council of war ; 

On the tops of the reeds, in the moon's dewy light. 

They convened, and concocted the plan of the fight ! 

The leaders' designs to the troops are convey 'd, — 

And a dash on the host of Knocfeirin is made ; 

Before them the foremost divisions retire — 

Then the furious artillery opened their fire. 

And the cavalry charged in a whirlwind of hail. 

And a fierce peal of thunder resounds thro' the vale ! 

The powers of Knocfeirin are shatter'd in twain, 

And a dark-rolling cloud bears them off from the plain; 

In lightning and whirlwind the victors pursue, 

And the route of the battle rolls on to Tirvoe ! 

The blast-stricken forest oaks crackle and groan. 

The elm is broken — the ash lies o'erthrown ! 

There's a pause in the tempest, a minute or more. 

As if gathering its breath, with more wrath than before. 

And a cloud, dark and angry, looms full on the view 

Towards the point, in the air, where the routed host flew — 

From distant Knoc Greine new forces arrive, t 

And fierce on the powers of Clan Cuilen they drive; 

In his chariot of meteors, the mighty King Bonn 

Led the wild, stormy sweep of the battle charge on — 

Loud roar the hills, and the forests lie bare. 

As the cloud-cover'd combatants meet in the air. 

Some are tost to the ^ound — some are driven thro* the sky — 

And the streaming mists burst where the broken ranks fly. 

Clan Cuilen is flying, in wrath and despair, 

And the dreadful route rolls towards the dark hills of Clare ! 

* It is strongly believed by the peasantry, that the Fairy ^vemments of 
the adjoining oounties sometimes disagree on some mystenoos principles, 
and consequently the Fairy hosts, on both sides, get into furious conflicts. 

t Knoc Greine. i. e. Wl of the Sun, another great fairy fortress, 
county Limenck. 
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The waves of the Shannon dance up from their bed 
Where the scatter'd hosts pass in a squall overhead ; 
Some to the deep woods oi Cratloe repair, 
And hide their defeat in the gloomy shades there, 
Whilst others, more close by the enemy pressed. 
Plunge down to the river and lie on its breast. 

The victors triumphant to Carrig return — 
(Ah ! soon shall the bridegroom and bridal guests mourn), 
Bound the Rock's mighty shadow, in silence they glide — 
Awaiting the signal to capture the Bride ! 

The dance and the song shake the canopied hall. 

And the fair Eveleen is the fairest of all, 

'Mid her train of young virgins, she beams on the sight, 

like a May-rose surrounded by lilies of light! 

On her snow-neck of beauty her raven-locks stream, 

like a dark sunmier-cloud on the moon's silvery beam 

Steeping its folds in soft, lustrous whiteness. 

Half-shading, half-showing the beautiful brightness! 

A circlet of diamonds emblazon'd her brow, 

like dew on the flower of the sweet apple bough ; 

The spirit of loveliness beam'd in her face. 

With a soul-charming majesty lending its grace ; 

And her red lips, when smiling, revealed to the sight 

A treasure of pearl that laughed at the light ! 

But a heavenher beauty adorned her mind — 

To all she was gentle — to all she was kind ; 

For seraph-toned kindness and beauty's sweet power 

Live, brightly allied, like the sun and the flower! 

She is up in the dance, and her small feet appear, 

like two playful butterflies circling thro' air — 

So light does she tread that the gazers around 

Cannot see where her f airv foot touches the ground ! 

No echo awakes at the fall of her tread. 

And her shadow seems beating the floor in her stead ; 

As snow-flakes that float on the gale's breathing wing. 

Her glancing feet seem'd o'er Sie marble to sail, 
*Till the moisture gush'd out on her brow, glistening, 

like honeydew fresh on the rose of the vale. 

'Mid the toasts and applause of the festival throng. 
Her lord led her out on the Rock's airy height— 
The May-moon thro' heaven was stealing along, 

like a bright pearl-shield on the bosom of night ; 
Dark, silent, and solemn the woods lay at rest, 
like large sable spots on the earth's yellow vest; 
And the cold, sullen, distant hills seemed to declare, 
That no living beings, save spectres, were there ! 
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Round the Hock a deep ridge of white vapour was thrown, 
As if belting its shades with a huge silver zone ; 
And the stiflness that wrapt the lone plains in its pall, 
Was lovely and soothing, but fearful withal — 
A weird, pensive solemness breathing alone, 
On the wrapt ear of fancy, a spiritual tone. 

The cold, mournful moonlight, calm, misty, and gray, 
like a dim winding-sheet, on the ivied towers lay ; 
And each stone-shafted casement peered out in the light, 
From the dark coat of ivy that circled their white » 

But why clings Eveleen to the breast of her lord? 

What sight 1ms she seen or what sound has she heard? 

*Tis the moan of the owl from yon mist-covered rock — 

*Tis the croak of the raven that sits on the oak — 

*Tis the whine of the wolf-hounds that crouch in the fern — 

Tis the wail of the banshee that haunts the gray cairn — 

'Tis the tone of the harps from the banquet-hall, dying. 

Like a dirge for the dead in the lone churchyard sighing ! 

She throws her white arms the bridegroom around, 

But the bridegroom stands still, as if chained to the ground 

He shakes, like a youn? willow-tree in the gale — 

His eyes are distorted, his cheek has grown pale — 

"Oh 1 hearest thou not that lamentame cry? 

'Tis the banshee bewailing some soul on the wing! 
Haste I haste from this spot—to the hall let us fly. 

My heart's blood with terror is chilled in its spring!" 
Scarce had she spoken when round them was driven 

A dense cloud of ffloom, like the rush of a river, 
As if the machine of refulgence in heaven 

Was suddenly dashed into darkness for ever ! 
•* Oh God I " screamed the maid, in wild terror and wonder — 
And a weird laueh replied, like the echo of thunder — 
Her fear-fettered limbs lost all nerve to retreat. 
And her lord is struck powerless and pale at her feet ! 
A cold hand, unseen, on her bosom is laid. 

With a heart-chilling death-grip, resistless and strong. 
And rudely upswung aer the Kock's giant-shade. 

Like a snow-flake in tempests, she's hurried along; 
Her bursting cries startled the night-shadows round— 
The echoes teaped out from their caves at the sound ; 
The owlet abandoned the turret-wall hoar, 
And the gray plover screamed, and flew off to the shore; 
The wild cry of terror the banc^uet appals. 
And the bridesmaidens, shriekmg, rush into the halls ! 

"Chiefs! chiefs!" Mac Con Mara, in agony, cried, 
Some dreadful mishap has befallen the oride ! 
Quick, quick to avenge her ! your broadswords are strong, 
And woe to the cause of the outrage or wrong !" 
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As rain-torrents down the gray mountain-rocks leaping. 
As hawks o'er the cloud-crested Cratloe woods sweeping, 
So rushed from the Castle the strength of its men, 
And followed the cries of the lost Eveleen ! 
Mac Con Mara was first, with his war-axe and spear, 
like a bloodhound let loose on the track of a deer; 
And lowland, and highland, and shrub-covered waste 
Are lost in the rush of his lightning-like haste. 
No longer they hear her faint screamings resound — 
They rush, all outrageous, and search all around, 
Till, cast on a crag where the fern was green. 
They found the remains of the lost Eveleen — 
like a snow-ridge — ^when snow is dissolving away — 
In her white bridal-raiment cold, silent she lay ; 
Her hair in the rock-brier lay tangled and strewn — 
Her semblance was there but the maiden was gone ! 

Dimly the death-lights in Carri^ are burning — 
Grimly the clansmen sit round, in their mourning ; 
Starkly the bride lies beneath the pall-cover, 
Darkly the banners of death hang above her 1 
Sadly the **keeners" the death-song are singing, . 
Madly the matrons their pale hands are wringing; 
Lowly the harps' plaintive requiem is swelling, 
Slowly and solemn the death-bells are knelling; 
Kestless and wild is the wail of the weeper. 
Listless and mild is the sleep of the sleeper; 
Koundly the burning tears burst from hearts bleeding, 
Soundly sweet Eveleen slumbers unheeding — 
Grief reigns thro' the dwelling of proud Mac Con Mara — 
Chieftains and clansmen all weep with one sorrow ! 

And now the third morning arose on their mourning, 
And the sun on the wild, rolling Shannon is burning; 
Gently the tide, with a soft breeze, is trembling. 
And fast on the green shore the clans are assembling. 
A hundred light boats, on the stream's flowery margin. 
Await the slow bier of the young bridal- virgin ! 
Lo ! it comes — ^with the greatest and grandest attending, 
!From the Bock's giant towers to the blue tide descending; 
Around are her kinsmen, the proudest and oldest, 
And her pall is upheld by the bravest and boldest — 
Round her bier, in the dark badge of mourning all sullen, 
Droop'd the banner of Thomond and Flag of Clan Cuilen, 
While the breeze, in their folds, sung a dirge note of sorrow 
O'er the Swan of the Rock, Eveleen Ni Con Mara I 

O'er the grand, kingly Shannon the light boats are dashing, 
Brightly the oars in the sunlight are &shing, 
Wmle the harps' solemn numbers and keeners' wild dirge, 
Li beautiful sorrow, swell deep o'er the surge. 
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On Cratloe*s wild shore the procession is landing, 
Where Thomond's tall chiefs to receive it are standing — 
The lord of Mojnrisk, with his amber-haired daughters, 
And the gloomy-brow'd Chief of Cullane's fairy waters. 
Ennistymon's dread warrior, with gossips and kinsmen, 
Kilkishan's fierce champion^ with allies and clansmen ; 
Ck>rofin's lordly ruler, the generous and brave. 
And Cratloe's Chief, wild as a storm-tost wave t 
Many a fierce tribe and turbulent leader 
Whose head never bowed to the haughty invader — 
!From Callan of storms to golden Kii^ora — 
From Coonagh's green borders to dark Eilf enora — 
From wild Corcumroe to the blue hills of Ara — 
Now throng round thy bier, Eveleen Ni Con Mara ! 
Lightly their plumes on the May- wind are streaming. 
Brightly their cochals and gogkaU are gleaming ; 
In long, golden masses their cooluns are flowing. 
And the purest of gold on their garments is glowing ! 
Tall, comely and s&ong was each warrior's proportion, 
Bv Nature's hand knit, like the clifife of the ocean ; 
Tne lightning of war in their proud eyes seem'd blazing, 
And majesty sat on their brows sternly pleasing 1 

Quietly to Croaghane* the funeral is wending, 
Whitely the plumes o'er the dark bier are bending ; 
Bow'd are the heads of the chieftains, slow pacing. 
Loud and melodious the '' caoine " is increasing ; 
Thrilling it swells on the gale's pensive mildness. 
Filling Sie woods with its beautiful wildness — 
Now round the churchyard young Eveleen's borne. 
To the last resting-place of her mortal sojourn ; 
Weary their han£ make the narrow grave ready, 
Dreary and deep is the bed of the lady ; 
Down in its gloom is the coflfin laid lowly. 
And the brown clay is cast on its dark bosom slowly. 
The saintly priest offers the prayers for the dead — 
The requiem is sung and the solemn Mass said — 
The grave is closed up, and the crowd has departed. 
And the mountain-winds sigh o'er the sleeper deserted. 

Westward the sun in the red wave is droMming, 
Eastward the night's cloudy visage is frowning ; 
Day, on the mountain, his banner is furling. 
Gray from the fountain the light mists are curling. 
Maids in bright bands from the woodlands are pouring — 
Wreaths from white hands on the new grave are showering— 
Oh 1 many a sweet bud, dew'd with hot tears of sorrow, 
Is strewn on thy grave, Eveleen Ni Con Mara I 

• It was a favourite burial-place of the Clan Cuilen, erea long before 
Quia Abbey was founded by a chief of the tribe. 
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But the lore-loving Seanadiies* shake the gray head. 

And declare that a Fairy was left in her stead, 

For the lovely young bride by a wizard was seen 

On Knocfeirin's dark hill, with King Donn and his Queen.t 

CANTO n. 

In Carrig*s gray Castle the death-song has ceased. 
And the chiefs have retired from the funeral feast ; 
The wine-bowls are empty, the boards are undrest— 
Bound the huge bogwood fire whisper inmate and gaest. 
The clansmen repose on the rush-cover* d floor, 
The deer-hounds in idleness doze at the door ; 
The funeral flags in the great hall are hung, 
The chambers are silent, the harp is unstrung — 
The Seantichies, stretched on the lawn's grassy bed. 
Tell many a weird legend and tale of the dead ; 
And they whisper, in secret, how fair Eveleen, 
With the King of the hills, at Knocfeirin, was seen. 

In his state chamber sate the bereaved Mac Con Mara, 

Sternly wrapt in the deep, sullen gloom of his grief ; 
And, near on a couch, lay the proud Lord of Ara — 

Every feeling, but life, all extinct in the chief. 
And there, since the dark night of wonder and dread, 

Unconscious of being, the mighty one lay ; 
Strength, speech, sight, and all vital energy fled. 

Leaving nothing behind but the mere breathing clay. 
And the skill'd leech attends, but his skill hath no power 

To adjust the life-springs of the darken'd machine — 
Still and pulseless he lay, as a frost-bitten flower 

That the mild, dewy May-sun hath nourished in vain. 
On a silken-lined cushion, Mac Curtin the bard 

Of Clan Cuilen, sat close by the Lord of the Bock ; 
And he wept for the generous son of the sword 

That ne'er turned back from the battle's red shock. 

But he bent towards his master and spoke in his ear, 

And the Chief's haughty brow blazed with ire, as he spoke. 
And he writhed, as if an assassin drew near, 

And gave his ^roud bosom a death-dealing stroke. 
**Then who," said the Chief, while his eyes shot a flame, 

" Saw my Swan of Clan Cuilen at cloudy Ejiocfeirin ? 
By the great Loghlin Laidiryf but tell me nis name. 

And, whoever he be, I'll pursue him through Erin !" 

* Historians or story-tellers. Every family of note had its Seanachie. 

+ Donn Feameach, the Fairy King of Munster, is supposed to hold hlB 
court at Knocfeirin, in the county Limerick. 

t Loghlin Laidir, i.e., the strong Mac Namara, was Prince of Clan Cuilen 
in the fourteenth centuiT'. He was styled the Hercules of Thomond, Tra- 
dition relates that no man of the Dalgois of his time was able to poise hia 
spear, wield his battle-axe, or wear his armour. Quin Abbey was f oondtd 
by one of his sons in 1402. 
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'Twas Horan, the Wizard !" Mac Curtin replied, 
" Who knows all the mysteries of Fairyland well ; 
He dwells by the wild banks of Maige's foamy tide, — 
Bring him here, and the tale he'll not falter to teU !" 

The Wizard was brought to the great Castle-hall — 

Weird was his aspect and gloomy his eye ; 
like the hill's blasted pine-shaft, his figure was tall, 

But thin as the arm of a cloud in the sky — 
"What of my daughter?" the angry Chief cried, 

Or how has this wild Fairy fiction gone out ? 
Tell me, dark Wizard of Maige's woody side. 

Did the many-hued story proceed from thy mouth?'* 
** Proud Lord !" said the Spellman. ** I'm author of all 

Thou hast heard of thy snow-bosom'd child, Eveleen ? 
*Twas but yester-eve, as the night's solemn fall 

Spread its mantle of shadows, thy daughter was seen!" 

Where, and by whom ?" said the Chie^ growing kind. 

While the big tear extinguish'd the fire of his ^ance ; 
"By me, at Bjiocfeirin !" the Wizard rejoin'd, 

•* I saw her trip light, with King Donn, in the dance !" 

A chill shudder ran thro' the warrior's frame. 

He bent his proud head, like an oak in the wind. 
And his soul thro' his eyes seem'd to leap in a stream 

That bum'd a track on the cheek where it shined. — 
" Man of dark Spirit-lore ! tell me all that thou know'st !" 

Said the Chief, "and I swear by the steel of my sword ! 
That, for all the knowledge thou landly bestow'st. 

Half my kmds and my treasure shall be thy reward !" 
" Thy lands nor thy treasure I dare not accept. 

Else ruin were mine I " said the Wizard of lore ; 
" But the secret I'll tell thee, with faith must be kept, 

'Till the tenth starry night of the Maytime be o'er 1 

" I sat on the crest of the cairn of Knoc Rue — 

The pearl-edged moon, in her night- walk, look'd 8till!| 
On the black firs that peep'd from their couches of dew, 

Thro' the mist's floating silver that curtain'd the hill — 
And I saw in the blue west a blood-colour'd cloud 

That assumed the dimensions and state of a car. 
Such as Conn of the Battles, triumphant and proud, 

Drove to Asoil begirt with the terrors of war ! 
And in moonlight array, from the east to the west. 

Tall horsemen and footmen troop'd swift thro' the air ; 
And I scann'd the cloud-chariot around which they press'd, 

And I saw Eveleen with the Fairy King there ! 
Then I gather'd the seed of the hill-fern green,* 

And proceeded, at once, to Knocf eirin's Air-Towers, 

* It is BuperstibioiiBly believed that any person who is lu(^ enough to 
find tiie fern-seed, can possess the power of making himself inyisible. 
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And there, in my mantle of magic unseen, 

I watch'd the descent of the great Fairy powers ! 
On the hill they alighted, more numerous than leaves 

In sylvan Adare of the silver-toned flood ! 
When the chill, dreary blast of October's bleak eves 

Sweeps them out from the deep, golden heart of the wood ! 
Eveleen was received by three hun<&ed white maids, 

• Whose lily-cheeks look'd, in the moon's pensive beam. 
Like mushrooms seen 'mid the dewy grass-blades, 

When Autumn is kindling the clouds into flame ! 
And they held in their hands jewell'd vases of flowers. 

Blue-bells and snow-drops, and crimson lusmore. 
Which they wantonly scatter'd, in glittering showers. 

On Eveleen's way to the grand palace-door ! 
The King took her arm, and led her along. 

And she stepp'd with such ease on the bright flowery bed, 
Her foot-fall seem'd breathing a low, moonlight song. 

And no blossom was broken nor crush'd by her tread ! 
Oh ! had you but seen her high look, at that hour, 

With her locks, like a spring-cloud of splendour, uncurl'd, 
You'd say that her eyes had some meaning of power 

To command the great tribes of the bright Fairy world I 
She was led to the mgh Airy Chamber of State, 

Where the wond'rous gems of a thousand mines shone ; 
Which seem'd a compound of light, beauty, and heat. 

Created to brighten some sphere of their own ! 
Young suns seem'd to bum on the rich sapphire-walls. 

Where the wonders of God's great Creation flash'd bright— 
Within the small space of the azure-roof 'd halls 

Countless worlds, contracted, blazed out on the sight ! 
A miniature universe, awfully grand. 

Shone radiant in dreamy magnificence there ; 
As if the Great Architect's world-making hand 

Sketch'd his works, in one picture, and hung them in air ! 
In the midst stood a throne so resplendent, that all 

The starbeams of heaven seem'd blended in one 
Brilliant structure of glory, and set in the hall, 

To rival, in beauty and brightness, the sun ! 
Joy beam'd in the mild face of sweet Eveleen, 

When she saw white- wing'd spirits around in its beams ; 
like heavenly things in her infancy seen. 

At midnight, when angels were painting her dreams ! 

*'She mounted the throne amid wild acclamation, 

And sounding of " crotels" and pealing of bells. 
And waving of garlands, whose floral carnation 

Was fresh with the spring-drops of heaven's pure wells! 
And a myriad lamps made of the essence of light, 

O'er her lily-head form'd a rainbow-hued zone ; 
like a diadem of white stars encircling the night^ 

When crimson-cheek'd eve falls asleep on its throne 
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The floor of the rich hall was sanded with gold, 

And its canopy beam'd, like the new crescent-moon, 
With amber-hued mists round her yellow face roU'd, 

On the verge of the planet-gemm'd ni^ht-sky of June ! 
And I saw the Ard Fileas of puissant King Donn, 

With their minstrel-band, in rich costume of green, 
Strike their bright- jewell'd clarseachs before the high throne, 

Sweetly singing, ** All hail to Knockfeirin's new Queen !" 
Of all the wild melody ever was known 

To pour on the soul of a mortal its spell — 
Chaimng all the hot fountains of life in its tone — 

That night, on my ear the most rapturous fell ! 
I have oft heard those harps in the woods of Adare, 

When sunset's red pencil was painting the sky, 
And the liquid perfumes of the rich summer-air 

Seem'd floating in song on the gale's honied sigh ! 
IVe heard them by moonlight in leafy Tirvoe, 

Breathing their notes in the vernal retreats 
Where maiden-flowers open their hearts to the dew. 

And give in return a tribute of sweets ! 
But never, Chieftain, did mortal or spirit 

Hear such music as greeted thy child, Eveleen ! 
And only my ear was accustomed to hear it, 

I never — oh ! never would hear it again ! 
The King is so proud of his beautiful prize. 

That, each eve when the Day God's red glory goes down. 
And the last aerial rose-blush departs from the skies. 

He takes her to dance on the mountain's blue crown ! 
But Mava, the partner and Queen of his reign. 

Has deserted the court, with wild jealousy fired. 
She passed, in dark mist, from the hill to the plain. 

And to steepy Knoc Greine, in a whirlwind, retired ! 
She is gone on a mission of vengeance, and soon 

Knocfeirin shall witness division and spleen. 
For half the great tribes that acknowledge King Donn, 

Will rebel, and espouse the just cause of his Queen ! 
And the Fays of Clan Cuilen are biding the hour 

To retrieve their lost prestige and rescue the maid ! 
One stroke is sufficient to shatter his power. 

And restore thy fair child to thy roof's honoured shade ! 
And now to connrm all that I declare. 

Let the grave be reopened, and then shall be seen 
Wither'd fern and broom, in the coffin laid there. 

Instead of the corpse of the fair Eveleen !" 



Like one agonized in some terrible dream. 
The Lord of the Rock heard the wonderful tale ; 

Dark clouds on his angry face vanish'd and came. 
Like storm-mist passing a bleak winter-vale. 
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Till the tempest of passion, that gathered so long, 
In his burning heart, burst in a whirlwind of ire ; 

Each rising vein peer'd thro' his neck, like a thong, 
And he looked as if changed to a demon of fire : 

** Ereleen ! Eveleen ! " in wild frenzy he roar'd. 
While the hissing foam burst in white flakes from his lip, 

And hung in a mass on his brown, wavy beard, 
like spray on the prow of a wave-beaten ship ; 

" My chad I my white Swan ! oh ! by heaven — my sword- 
Ill go to Knocfeirin, nor demon nor Dane 

Shall save the base King, *mid his wild Fairy-horde, 
And m root his curst hill from the top to the plain ! 

My ilaughter, thou darling young dove of my heui; ! 
My lify of brightness ! my glory ! my boast ! 

I'Upursue thee and find thee, wherever thou art, 
Tho' a thousand brave lives in thy rescue were lost!' 

As the hurricane clutches a weak willow wand, 

He snatch'd a huge gold-hilted sword from the wall 
Anil, whirling the quick-flashing steel in his hand. 

He leap\l, with a shout, to the door of the hall ! 
The stunnM menials flew in amaze and alarm — 

The matrons, half-fainting, knelt sudden to pray — 
As before the fierce sweep oi his foot and his arm. 

Each thing that opposed him was brushed from his way ; 
Mao l\irtin rush'd forward, all reckless of harm. 

In the path of his master his person he flung. 
And fixeii as a tree clings to earth in a storm. 

To the bn^ast of the wild-raging chieftain he dung. 

** My Lonl ! my Protector I thou noblest and best 

l>t the sons of Clan Cuilen, the flower of our IsLel 
Oh * ouenoh this hot furnace of wrath in thy breast, 

Ana list«»n to wisdom and reason awhile I 
IWi^ht he^d in the counciL strong hand in the field! 

rlowor i\f stsunless repute in the garland of fame ! 
No Uhui t\> thy Ban! thou refuseth to yield, 

Siuvt^ a ohiUi to thy high, hcmour'd mansion I came ! 
l\«» luird thot> to slumber, with l^end and lay, 

At thy $idt\ in the hall and the camp, was my place ! 
Thy chivalnms detxls were my theme, night and day, 

*1HU th<» IaxtxIs of Mononia aU envied thy praise ! 
Oh ) hivir u\Y ontjxvuty, brave heart and high head ! 

IW tht» Iwaiusiwrv'Kiu^ fire of thy passion resigned ! 
l^( it i\ot in tho halU i>f a Norman be said 

*rhat tht» lA>rvl v\f the Kook went to war with the wind ! 
If U\^Y fAir Swau v>f whiteness can e'er be restored, 

Tl\^Y i**^ will but niin her chance of release ! 
*'lVvw wd\lt^r thiui maduoiss to lift thy vain sword 

A^u»t tho »tJt\xi^ bo^lilees Spirite of space!" 
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The forioas Chief heard, and stared vacantly round. 
And his dark face assumed an expression more mild ; 

He dash'd by the falchion, and sank to the cround — 
The lion was changed to a weak, sobbing child. 

Tall Horan went forth to the heart of the wood. 

And pull'd three green herbs, in the Fairy Queen's name, 
And a smile on his desolate brow boded good, 

As back to the couch of O'Brien he came ; 
In his thin, bony hands the soft leaflets he bruised, 

'Till their drops in the press of his palms became warm; 
In the Chiefs ears and eyes the sour juice he infused, 

And mutter'd, in silence, some spell-breaking charm ; 
Slowly the eyes of the warrior unclosed — 

To a sitting position he 'rose on the bed. 
But sunk back again, in deep slumber composed, 

Assuming the white-rigid look of the dead. 

" Soon the hour shall arrive !" said the Master of Spells, 

** When the dark Powers of Air from their thrones shall be 
shaken. 
Then the bride shall escape from the Kin^ of the hills, 

And then — not 'till then — shall the bridegroom awsiken ! 
Now gather bright wreaths to adorn his pillow — 

Let the chamber be drest in the dark pomp of death ! 
Brin^ the scarlet ** hismore "* from the marge of the billow — 

Bnng each dew-spangled bud from the moorland and heath!" 

And now the tenth night of the flowery-faced May, 

Round the blue hills in silent sublimity lay ; 

And star wink'd at star in the azure abode, 

As Earth wept in dreams at the feet of her €k)d. 

Heaven's bosom with all its vast jewell'ry blazed. 

And in wrapt adoration the mountains seem'd raised ; 

In breathless delight wind and water stood still, 

And the clouds, in white ri^lets, lay close on the hill. 

The spirit of silence round Carrig's dark walls 

Is asleep, for no harp song is heard in the halls, 

Tho' the chambers are lighted as brightly as when 

CLui Cuilen's high chivaby feasted within. 

The bolts of the great Castle-door are withdrawn. 

And two lofty figures stepp'd out on the lawn ; 

One is tall Horan, the wizard of power. 

And one is MacCurtin the Bard of the tower ! 

Thro' the mist-cover'd woods their dark journey they take. 

Towards the wild, gloomy hill of the cloud-curtain'd peak, 

Knocf eirin of dark. Fairy legions and spells. 

Where awful King Bonn in his Air-Palace dwells ! 

* **XiMmor0," the great Fairy herb. 
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Two red starry gems o'er her si ver head bnmed. 

And her white, weepinz tace froni the earth was halff-tiiiiied ! 

The pale Wizard watched her slow march in tbe sky. 

And heckcoed the wondering Bani to come m^i, 

A» thrice to the zenith he pointed his hand. 

And cirded the spot, with his ^leQ-woiking wand. 



"There are signs in the hearens of craning dismay — 

There are omens on earth of a Spirit-alS&ay ! 

The stars, o'er yon momttain, are qnendi'd one by 

And the genius of rest from the waters is gCMie ! 

Id the nc^rth's ambient fields the pale meteors shoot hri^ttov 

In the east's hirid sky the white mocm waxes whiter ! 

The aonth h<^ds the fire-fiend asle«> in its bneaat» 

And a black-bo0om'd clond-world floats in the west ! 

It bodes to the Air-King afflicti<Hi and sorrow. 

And tnam{^ and joy to thy house, Mac Can Mara !" 

As the Wizard thns spoke, a grim raven flew round 

An (Ad pine that tempests half -cast from its mound ; 

Three tmies o'er the gray Dmid-circle he flew. 

And then to the shade of the old pine withdrew ; 

In his black beak he carried a mnrderer's bone. 

Bleached fieshless and white as a sommer brook-stone ; 

*'rn8 the Inrd of Queen MaveT said the Wizard upqiinffing, 

" A token of wrath to this Fairy hill bringing ! 

And in that dark signal I read and can see 

That mischief and evil shall fall upon me ! 

Now, child of the harp, thou wilt see in the skies, 

A sight that shall fre^ the Uue wells of thine eyes ! 
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But quail not, Bard ! thou hast nothing to fear, 
Nor clanger nor evil can come to thee here ! 
Be a watchful spectator of all that goes on — 
The veil of the ghost-world now is withdrawn !" 

They looked towards Ejioc-Greine — a red cloud was there, 

Like an uplifted slaughter-field hanging in air ; 

And lurid-edged lines spread their Mnges on high. 

Like a network of crimson and gold in the sky ; 

And behind, in the thick, dingy scud of the south, 

The engines of warfare glared fearfully out 

Where the win^ of a mighty host, marshalled for fight. 

Through the naze-fields of heaven, marched swiftly and 

bnght. 
The shnll clang of steel to fierce music was ringing. 
As if the big thunder a war-song was singing ; 
While the vanishing stars seemed to run from their place, 
And hide farther up in the temples of space ! 

0*er the hills of green Thomond dark shapes 'rose and grew, 

lake air-cities sketched on a ground- work of blue ; 

With mist-spectres set on their vapounr walls, 

Floating on, towards Knocfeirin, thro' heaven's veiled haUs. 

Sudden the fire-flashing terrors they nurst, 

Like a volcanic blaze, trom. their cloud-castles burst — 

A moment the firmament broke into light, 

As if day had leaped into the dark lap of night. 

CANTO in. 

The dawn's yellow glory was bursting on Ara, 

And gilding the highlands of wild Glenomara ; 

And gemmmg the bosom of Shannon's great river, 

That m music and majesty rushes for ever : 

On Cratloe's bleak hills the blue night-shadow hover'd — 

And their green zones of wood with its darkness were cover'd — 

From Coonagh's broad marshes the winding mists flew, 

And shook in the cool air their ringlets of dew ; 

Each star, bv degrees, shut its cold, sleepy eye, 

As the purpfe-winged daylight stole into the sky ; 

A soft, dusky radiance o'er Nature was gleaming, 

like the first-bom light on the new world beaming 

WTien the Lord fused the power of his word into one 

Badiant sphere of eflulgence, and call'd it the Sun ! 

From gloomy Oamailte the eagle was winging, 

Thro' amber-fringed curtains of ether upspringing. 

And scattering the haze, in the pride of his flight, 

Where the thimder-fiend groan'a on a cloud-couch all nighti 

Sweet honeydew breathings pervaded the air. 

From bowery Tirvoe to romantic Adare ; 

And night, with its phantoms, and shadows, and dreams, 

Made a lazy retreat from day's gold-shafted beams. 

11 
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That kuelj rej«eed ia the hone of the hnde? 
A TiBOO came o'er me, enchantzii^ly sweet — 

I dreamt I was queen at a kii^dom imknown. 
Where the homage of miQiaits was paid at my feet, 

But h£xe Fre 'wakened, deserted and lone ! 
Twas a hak> of magic — an essence of joy — 

That smm'd, for a moment, my soul with its li^t I 
Twas the sommer-lit glory of sleep's phantom sky 

Showing bti^t angel-pictures of bliss to my sight ! *' 

With a step, like the May breeze, she flew to the hall. 

And enter'd a chamber, with flowery wreaths spread ; 
There, wrapt in the shade of a sable-fringed pall. 

The proud Lord of Ara lay seemingly dead. 
A chill dimness swam o'er her eye's azore beam. 

And darkened the high marble arch of her brow ; 
She stood — as if life h^ suspended its stream — 

Cold, silent and white as a statue of snow. 
Then, with sudden emotion, she stoop'd o'er the pall. 

And her locks flung their shadowy rings on the shroud *, 
Like the half -darken^ beams of the moon when they fall 

On the soft, shining folds of a white winter-cloud— 
Her chain'd spirit broke from its freezing eclipse. 

And her eyes gleam'd, like stars on a dark night of rain-^ 
Her soul in wild melody rush'd to her lips, 

And melted away in a beautiful caoine. 

Her Death-Song. 

'* Shall the cold, dreary tomb 

Be the place of thy bridal ? 
Did death steal the bloom 

From the cheek of my Idol ? 
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Have I dreamt but of joy, 

And awaken'd to sorrow ? 
Did the fountain run dry, 

That gave beauty to Axa ? 

My heaven is shaded — 

My spring-flowers are blasted ! 
My summer is faded 

£re its May sweets were tasted I 
The Flower of thy hall, 

And thy stem, Mao Con Mara, 
Shall wither and fall 

With the King-Tree of Ara ! 

Has the Norman drank deep 

At the life of our Nation ? 
Since there's none here to weep 

For my comely Dalcassian ! 
Oh ! the black frost of grief 

Has pierced into my marrow, 
O'er the corpse of the chief 

That gave glory to Ara ! 

How bright was the wave 

Of thy sunny locks round thee. 
When the eyes of the brave. 

In the battle-van found thee ! 
And quick was thy spear, 

'Mid the combat's wild farrah, 
As the eagle's career 

When he sweeps over Ara ! 

Oh ! thy white foot was swift. 

As the North-wind bestriding 
Thegloomy hill-drift 

Where the cloud-ghosts are gliding ! 
And no chief in the land, 

From green Thomond to Tara, 
Could measure his brand 

With my eagle of Ara 1 

Thy love-looks I felt 

In the veins of my bosom ! 
like the spring-dews that melt 

In the heart of the blossom ! 
I slighted, for thee. 

The high prince of Clan Carrha ! 
And you, Love ! for me. 

The white queen of Glenara! 
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While the haughty chief looked on the pall and the Bhroud, 
And sprang from his coverings, and muttered aloud, 
''What means this false show, that around me appears, 
As if death has been mocked, and my lady in tears ? 
By the Spirit of Heber ! I'll wreck my hot ire, 
(to the author of this, if it were thy proud sire 1 
A prank has been played, and by heavens, he'll see 
That he knew not nis man when he practised on me I 
Believe it, his humour may have a red end. 
If such be the honours he pays to a friend ! " 

But now the great hall of the tower was alive, 

With the echoes of life, like the hum of a hive ; 

The inmates half dressed, in wild haste and diconay, 

Bepaired to the room where the mimic corpse lay. 

The Lord of the Bock was the first to rush in. 

And clasp to his bosom the bright Eveleen, 

Delirious with transport, he vented a cry. 

As he kissed her, all trembling with passionate joy. 

Such a wild scene of giddy excitement appeared — 

Such loud exclamations of rapture were heard — 

The proud Lord of Ara, bewildered, looked on. 

And thought that the thread of their reason was gone. 

Pale-faced Eveleen, as if solving a doubt. 

Gazed around on the scene, with her heart in her mouth, 

And she drew her white fingers, in speechless surprise, 

O'er her brow, as if clearing a spell from her eyes ! 

O'Brien clanced thrice o'er the group and the pall, 

And rushed, with an oath, from the room to the hall ; 

"By the blood of Clontarf, tKey have broken away 

From all reason, and I am the fool of the play ! 

Good heavens I what jests upon honour they keep. 

To make a buffoon of a prince in his sleep ! 

Ho ! bring me my chariot — ^Tll off to my court, 

And never revisit this bedlam of srport ! " 

Mac Con Mara flew after the chief to the gate; 

And drew him aside to a shady retreat — 

UnraveUed each thread of the stoiy's dark clue, 

And the chiefs, reconciled, to the Castle withdrew ; 

He called on the swiftest and best of his clan. 

And issued an order to every man, 

"Fly quick to green Thomond, o'er valley and dale 

Ere the sunbeams have melted the silver of mom ! 
€k> to the proud ladies and lords of Clan Tail, 

And tell them the news of my daughter's return 1" 
They obey'd, and before the red evening withdrew 
Its drapery of gold from the woods of 'firvoe, 
The hieh halls of Carrig resounded aloud. 
With the voices and steps of the mighty and proud. 
Care fled from the Castie — ^joy swam in the bowl — 
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like ft May-momiiig song was the mirth <rf esch mil ; 
The harp, so long suent, now flnng from its stzingi 
The g^ones of Enn's hi^ Chieftains and Eangs! 
The wine-wasting reveury lasted five days. 
And &ve nights Sie tall ramparts all seem'd in a bla» ; 
The gites were thrown open — ^foll tahles for all. 
Strangers and strollers, were placed in the hall-- 
Soch roasting of sirloins — sacii slaughtering of ~ * 
Such breaking of bread and sach dnnkingof wj 
Was never yet seen since the days when ^ing Brian 
Feasted all the descend^ts* of great Heber Fionn. 

And now the fifth son on the golden hills bozn'd. 

Since sweet Eveleen from Enocfeirhi retnrn'd — 

On the lawn of tiie Castle the diieftains appear. 

Prepared for the chase of the wolf and the deer ; 

Spear, cntlass, and d^^gger, and wild hunting horn, 

skein, arrow and bow, frtnn the fortress are borne ; 

Deerhoond and wolf dog bound, snuffing the gale. 

And the slender-limb'd steeds prance with joy in the Tale. 

The ladies are there, in their hnnting array. 

To follow their lords in the sport of the day ; 

Each hig^-bom dame her white palfrey rein'd — 

Bat the gentle-sonl'd bride at the Castle remain'd ; 

She thoi^t of tiie sick and the coldly-lodced poor. 

As she stood, like an angel of love, at the aoor. 

And kiss'd her small hand to betoken farewell 

To the gay-lao^hing gronp as they rode down the hill. 

Then she call'd her attendants, in number a score. 

And exhausted the treasured-up wealth of her store, 

And ordered each servant a portion to take 

To the orphan, the widow, the sick and the weak — 

Wheaten flour, cleanly sifted, sweet flavoured and fine, 

Gold, silver, and garments, beef, mutton, and wine ; 

On three ample cars the rich presents were laid. 

And safe to the homes of the lowly conveyed. 

Oh ! what a sweet radiance of happiness play'd 

In the bright seraph-face of the kmd-hearted maid. 

As she tripp'd to her bridal-room, warbling a song. 

And plied her light work, all the summer Sblj long. 

Tib eve, and the deep-yellow breast of the glade. 

Is barr'd with the splendour of sunshine and shade ; 

And the calm, hazy ^Id of the verdure slid on, 

As the shadow stole into the place of the sun. 

The chase-wearied lords from the wild-woods arrive — 

Up the steep plain of Carrig, like whirlwinds, they drive, 

* At the coronation feast of Brian Bom, two thousand of the noHIity ol 
Monster sat to dine in the great banqnet-hall of the Palaoe of Kinkora — 
Tradition. 
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All reckless they gallop o'er brushwood and stone, 

As if striving to break their steeds' necks or their own ; 

The ladies rein'd up and fell back to the rere, 

And their light, silvery laugh made love to the air ; 

When they saw the gay heiress of rich Corofin, 

Whip her steed up the rough steep, outstripping the men. 

On the lawn they dismount, and well pleased, turn round, 

To assist the fair dames to alight on the ground — 

To partake of the banquet they hurry away, 

Discussing the sportive events of the day. 

When the gray twilight ushered the nighf s starry fall, 

A hundred lights flamed in the great Castle hall, 

And the echoes of mirth and wild music peal'd out 

On the sweet, summer night-airs slow roving about. 

Bound the boards, richly laden, the ^ests took their place. 

With the spirit of pleasure enthroned on each face ; 

Bobes spaAded, with gems, like rich star-gilded skies. 

And eyes telegniphed the soul's language to eyes. 

In a cnair of bright silver sat fair Eveleen, 

Her proud, lordfy sire and her husband between ; 

And Mac Curtin sat near, by the side of his lord. 

Quaffing deep of the wine-flood that foamed on the board ! 

"Come, Bard of my house !"* said the chief of the feast, 

** Strike thy clarseach, and fling us a song from its wire ! 

Let it be the Ross Catha,'^ and play it with haste, 

'Till our souls, like dry wood, catch the blaze of its fire ! 

Or rather relate how my white-bosomed Swan 

Was rescued and saved from the dark Fairy throng ! 
Come, weave the wild stoiy — a wonderful one — 

And spangle its web with the flowers of thy song !" 
The Bard paused, awhile, o'er his instrument grand, 

like a spirit of melody bom of its frame. 
And his kmdling eye gleamed, like the point of a brand, 

As he touched the bright cords with the fire of his theme. 
First came a sweet prelude, then note after note, 

In melting vibration, harmoniously rung, 
Till the han> and his voice through the hall seem'd to float, 

In a double-toned strain, as the gifted one sung ; 

* There irere many of the Mac Curtins, Bards of Glare, and attached to 
the MacNaxnaras, O'Briens, and other distinguished families in Thomond. 
The Mac Donnells of Kilkee and Killone were also very conspicuous in patron- 
ising those native Sons of Song. 

t Pronounced Ross Caha, i. e., " JSye of Battle," an inspiring martial 
tune played hy the minstrels of ancient Erin. 
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I stood on a moczBd Ih- a itrauu'i vild 

Kawf eirin 'rose da^lj bdiore Be ! 
And tbe liditzifnff s Uaac fired tiie dingj 

That shadowef tlie star-fidds o'er se ! 
And I nw. 'mi-i the shroods of tlie tam doada, 

War-phactooxs tnx&afedoaalj Tiding 
In baraing can. Eke meieor-stazs 

O'er tbe^vreck of a iuii%«a e ^idii^! 

And their steeds flash'd on, as if eray one 

In hames of fire iras ti^ten'd. 
And their flaming mi^i; uke a lirer <rf V^t, 

The hall of the angels brig^ten'd ; 
For their panoply sh<Hie, like fire-sheetB thrown 

From the throat of a plagae-clood horrid ; 
And each awful plnme seem'd to shake the ^oom 

Of the grare on the wearer's forehead ! 

The gleaming forms, in connHesB swanns. 

Were mingling hither and thither. 
As if to one place in the bosom of space 

All the planets were roshing together ; 
And a deadly noise fill'd the moaning skies, 

Like a battle-field's dread commotion. 
Or the angry roar of a thnnder-shower, 

When it leaps on the djLnfiing ocean ! 

The moon look*d back on the gathering wreck, 

And swoon'd on a vaponry pillow — 
like the sea-bird white, when with sndden fright. 

It dives in the tumbling billow — 
For she wrapt her head in a floating shade, 

And threw off the star-zone thatbonnd her. 
And quench 'd in the damp her dusky lamp. 

Leaving heaven in dar^ess 'round her ! 

A yellow cloud fell near the haunted hill. 

The grove with its dim haze lining, 
As if some Sprite, m his hasty flight 

Dropp'd his robe on their green tops shining I 
And from the fold of its swimming gold, • 

Queen Mave, in her glory appearing, 

~ forth and gazed where the fire-flags blazed 

On the crown of the dark Enocf eirin ! 
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Her garment gloVd, like a sun-barr'd cloud 

On the young blush of morning tender, 
When the snow-spirit spreads on the hills' white heads, 

The wings of his wintry splendour I 
And her eye, like a well m a haunted dell, 

Flash'd with a brightness all-seeing. 
And eternity's dreams were alive in its beams 

Reflecting her grandeur of being ! 

The future and past on her brow were cast 

In a halo of meditation, 
like an angel's thought embodied and wrought 

Into beautiful contemplation. 
For her dim face seem'd as if she dream'd 

Of some earthly, perishing grandeur, 
As she paused, like a ray that had gone astray 

From some heavenly world beyond her ! 

The Wizard stepped out in the vale's green mouth. 

And fell on the plain to adore her ; 
And he pray'd a prayer, on the cold sward there, 

In prostrate homage before her : 
" Rei^lendent Flower of ethereal power I 

In beauty and glory excelling 
The sun-star's sheen on the blazing plain 

Of the Maker's infinite dwelling I 

"Attend my prayer, bright daughter of Air ! 

Be thy queenly resentment disarm'd ! 
And return again the fair Eveleen, 

To the house of her father unharm'd I 
Let not the gall of thine anger fall 

On a blossom so lovely and tender ! 
Oh ! do not harm one radiant charm. 

But graciously deign to defend her ! " 

She raised her hand, with a gesture grand. 

And flung back her tresses bright'ning 
The silvery glow of her neck's smooth snow — 

Like a stream of autumnal lightning ! 
While her twilight-face a shadowy trace 

Of benevolent thought discloses. 
As when Sprins; appears, shedding night*fall tears. 

O'er the couch of her early roses I 

She shot thro' the night, and the woods grew bright 
Where she pass'd o'er their dancing bowers. 

Like a spirit of day, on a showery ray. 
Bringing light to the dreaming flowers. 
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CTcir 12it£- ociDc^ {C I2ie raiiliii: i^nmcfcHT : 
And liie li^iizizxr &)ii from itt ^aanxiic lied. 

In a dazuse tiizr*' I2ke ck:^ wrods lander! 
WMk: t^K- fiLogxEhairise of iiE paj^BDX's Tstaxmt, 

Shook beaT^esn ukd made eardi lazde ; 
And itz fiery £ac5 spllft ii>e bmsxiiig <zagi^ 

Inl^ Fweep of tltear Inznnng larae ! 

Then I saw in fierce fi^t, 'mid tiie winged lig^t^ 

Hie tenihle Spdiit-hosts toiHng. 
And the dash, and the cLung <d "uxsr ooaei rang, 

like a sea o'er an earthquake boiling ! 
Sound Etrnck sound thio' the sky aixmnd. 

And the sky to the earth seem'd to rain them. 
For thdr echoes fell, with an angry yell. 

As if space had no room to contain than. 

The heath was bamed, and the groves o'ertomedy 

Where the flame-shod steeds were dashing. 
And each chariot swnn^ like a meteor hnng 

On wings, o'er the black waste flashing, 
For each brieht wheel spun, like a flying son 

Thro' an smyss of shadows diving. 
While the vanquished wind paused, and oong^'d behind, 

Outstripp'd by their headlong driving! 
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Long fire-snakes broke thro' the night's black cloak, 

The sk^ with their forked tails splitting, 
And hissing about, with their red tongues qut. 

Blue lights thro' the dark air spitting ; 
While the clouds seem'd to throw on the war below. 

New wrath in a lightning- vomit. 
As if the tall pines from the hill's ravines, 

Leap'd on nre to its blazing sunmiit ! 

The dread light died and the gloom spread wide. 

As if night had a tenfold mission — 
Then a sound tore the air, as if volcanoes there 

Met and smash'd in tremendous collision — 
Andv rolling down from the hill's black crown. 

The powers of King Bonn were routed. 
While the thunder beat a loud retreat. 

And the charging hurricane shouted ! 

Have you seen the lake when its white waves break 

On Its margin of rocks resounding. 
When they run to hide, on the blesQ^ shore-side. 

From the wrath of the night-squall bounding ? 
Thus thro' the cloud-spray of the aerial sea, 

Whole armies were driven, and riven, 
lake forests hurl'd from a ruin'd world. 

Rent, scattered and toss'd thro' heaven ! 

The Wizard look'd up to the dark hill's top 

Where the gloom of the war was clearing. 
But a hell-hued cloud from its summit bow'd, 

like a dungeon in air appearing. 
And down it swung, like a garment flung ^ 

From the back of a demon, o'er him. 
And off, with the speed of a desert steed. 

Thro' the fields of the tempest bore him ! 

The whirlwind cheer'd, as he disappear'd 

Where a chaos of cloud-hills tumbled. 
Like the torn robe of a phantom-globe 

Li stormy fragments fumbled. 
And a meteor sped,, with its beam dark-red, 

Before him thro' night's arch leaping. 
Like a speck of blood on a sable flood 

To a mthomless whirlpool sweeping ! 

There's a dismal calm, and the white mists swam. 

Like foam on the star- vault painted ; 
And the storm expired, as if Nature, tired 

From her awfuTconvulsions, fainted ; 
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And the last deep growl of the thunder's roll. 
With a drowsy echo, resounded, 

As it sunk to rest in the sky's dark breast, 
With its curtain of clouds around it ! 

I look'd on the hill where, solemn and still, 

Deep dreamy shadows were blended ; 
While a victor-throng, with a heavenly song, 

Thro' the slumbering haze descendeo. 
And away thro' the air, in grand career, 

Towards Carrig's* high Castle they wended, 
With fair Eveleen, like an angel seen. 

In the midst of their circles splendid I 



THE WAIL OF ERIN FOR THE DEATH OF 

W. S. O'BRIEN. 

The yellow-zoned morning was chasing night's gloom — 
Like our glory-crown'd €rod, when he rose from the tomb— 
And the mountains of Erin put gorgeously on 
Their helmets the gems of the new-risen sun ; 
But a shadow roU'd up on the eyelids of day, 
And melted to tears in the gold of their ray ; - 
For the soul- wringing wail of a nation's wild grief 
Had burst o'er the l^id for her lately lost Chief. 

Where the towers of Kinkora 'rose proudly of old — 

With their royal halls blazing with falchions of gold — 

A bright Spint-essence descended in tears. 

And appear'd half in gloom — as the day-dawn appears — 

She stood on the shadowy Rath of the Kings, 

With a harp in her hand, bearing rust on its strings, 

And her eye, like a rain-star, was weeping in fire. 

As her wild dirge 'rose blent with the sound of the wire. 

• Carrigrogminell was purchased by Donogh O'Brien, Prince of Thomond, 
A.D. 1214, from King John, for the sum of 60 marks ; its original pro- 
prietors were the O'Kearwlcks, who were its real founders. Ii» name 
signifies the " Jtock of the Candle," on account of a demon-li^t which 
appeared there every night, immediately after sunset, in the old pagan 
tmies. Tradition says that this light proved fatal to the person or x>er8ons 
who looked directly at it, for they did not survive to see the returning day. 
When St. Patrick came on his Christian mission into the district, he was 
told all about this awful li^ht and its deadly influence.^ He, having 
remained until he saw it, repaired directlj^ to the rock, and after praying, 
challenged the Demon to appear before hmi. The Evil One did appear, and 
began a stubborn discussion with the saint, who finally banished him from 
the rock, where the death-light was never more seen. Garrigog^unnell was 
reckoned to be one of the strongest fortresses in Munster, and many a 
fierce assault did it withstand during centuries of invasion and violence, 
until it was entirely dismantled and blown up by an immeoase quantity ox 
gunpowder, in 1692. 
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'' Oh ! the last of mv Dalcassian Eagles is gone, 
My regal-soul'd, high-minded, bright-hearted one! 
Another black ffrief -drop is flung in m^ bowl, 
And another amiction-sword plunged in my soul ! 
I look thro' the death-cloud t^at darkens my land, 
I gaze on the book of my fate in Glod's hand. 
But no name, in the future or past, can I see 
More dear to my people — ^more faithful to me ! 

'* Oh ! thy spirit was pure as the dew on the bough. 
And no base foreign tmsel e'er shone on thy brow ! 
And the star of thy princely race — long in the wane — 
In thee seem'd to bliuEe with new brightness again ; 
Thy proud eyes were turned towards my dim horizon, 
Where my glory had left but a spark of its sun ; 
And thy brave hand was lifted to bring back its ray. 
And ohange the night-cloud of my tears into day ! 

'* And thine was a mind, as an orient sky bright^ ^ 
Where each thought) like a sunrise, was bursting in light ; 
And thy high Cemc soul, like a golden harp strung. 
In a flame-gush of eloquence bum'd on thy tongue ! 
Thy heart was a chalice of jewels that blaz'd 
On every high altar to freedom's cause raised ;. 
And thy hand — like a harvest by genial suns blest, — 
Was fuU of rich gifts for the poor and oppress'd I 

" Last Prince of green Thomond — my heaven-gifted child ! 
For me thou wert slander' d, mock'd, tortured, exiled ! 
Tho' thy high spirit felt, yet it dashed off the Bimg, 
As the proud eagle shakes the cold rain from his wing — 
Envious clouds may arise on the Day-god's red beam. 
But nothing can quench the bright fount of his flame ; 
So the rays of thy soul shone resplendent above 
The malice of foes — in its glory and love ! 

**The patriot unbending — ^the statesman so shrewd— 
The hero disarm'd, but never subdued — 
The philanthropist noble — the orator prime — 
The scholar exsdted — the poet sublime — 
The husband devoted — the father sincere — 
The lover of justice — the bosom friend dear — 
The Exile, the Martyr — for country and kind — 
Godlike virtues — all, all in thy heart were enshrin'd ! 

** Man's race, like a spring-tide, shall long come and go, 
Bearing great names in its ebb and its flow ; 
But what patriot-name on its dark wave shall shine 
So purely — so brightly — so grandly as thine ? 
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Thou'st borne the cross of my sorrows and 'w^ongE^ 
And thou would'st have changed all my tears into songs 
Of freedom and joy, could each drop in thy veins 
Heal the wounds of my anguish or melt off my chains ! 

" I weep — ^but tho' darkly my sad tears may run— 
My soul bounds with glory to name thee my son ! 
Yes, Erin's beloved — ^whose veins* warm spring 
Flashed red with the fire of the blood of my Kmgs ! 
The proud eagle-flight of their spirit was thine, 
But thy heart-j^shmg love and devotion were mine ! 
For no chief of thy race ever loved me more true. 
Since the grand, golden days of my Kingly Boru ! 

"Thou art gone to repose, with the brave patriot-band 
That strove, bled, and suffer'd, and died for my land I 
They've welcomed thee now to their star-bowers of rest, 
Where the flowers never die in the fields of the Blest! 
And thou'lt gaze on the world-lighting fire of God's face, 
With a prayer on thy lips for my hea^-stricken race ; 
And when the dark veil of my fate is withdrawn, 
Thou'lt watch for my day-st£ur and welcome its dawn ! 

*' Oh, Poland ! my sister in bondage and woe I 
The champion and friend of thy cause is laid low I 
Tho* his mighty soul wept fiery blood-tears for me. 
He'd a voice and a heart for thy sufferings and thee — 
Far — ^far o'er the seas shall his requiem be borne. 
And sunny-eyed Greece and Columbia shall mourn — 
Thou'lt sigh for my son, 'mid the battle's career. 
With the gore of thy savage foes red on thy spear!* 

*' In my soul, on the throne of my bosom I'll write 
His dear name and memory in letters of light ! 
And when the now living shall moulder away. 
And the tongues of his slanderers melt into clay, 
His name shall shine out, with new splendour all bright, 
like a planet appearing more radiant at night ! 
And his tomb, where repose his dear ashes, shall be 
The hallowed haunt of the faithful and free I" 



JOHN MITCHELL IN EXILE. 

Does Erin hear her Mitchell sigh, when o'er her wounds 1 

weep? 
Did Erin see her Mitchell chain'd — ^and did her spirit slee^? 

• The Poles were grappling with the Buasions, at the time of his deatlu 
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I loved thee then — I love thee now — ^tho' far away from thee, 
My heart, my soul, and life are tiiine — my Erinn Oge 
Machree ! * 

As the lion from the desert in strong iron fetters borne, 
So from the spirit of thy cause thy faithful son was torn ! 
But craven-hearts and traitors stood between thy cause and 

me, 
Thy freedom would be bought with blood — my Erinn Oge 

Machree I 

Oh I the hungering grief of exile !— oh, the weary long delay 
Of retribution's commg, gnaws my heart and soul away ! 
Oh ! my spirit's thirsty craving to behold thee great and free. 
Has turned my blood and Drain to fire — my Erinn Oge 
Machree ! 

I kneel, imploring heaven to hurry on the lagging hour. 
When Fate shall sound the death-knell of the purate's bloody 

power I 
When thou shalt rise all glorious, as an angel 'mid the sea. 
Earth's Rose and Beauty's Paradise — my Erinn Oge Machree ! 

Oh ! for ten thousand fiery Celts to act at my command, 
Oh ! for a field and hill-side camp within my native land ! 
Oh ! for a day to meet thy foes — how glorious would it be 
To die, or chase them from thy shore — my Erinn Oge 
Machree I 

But God has tum'd away his face, and 'tis his heavenly will 

To bend the yoke of servitude upon his Israel still ; 

And well art thou chastised, my love ! but lift thine eyes and 

see 
The day of thy release is near — my Erinn Oge Machree ! 

The clouds of death are gathering fast o'er Babylon's strong 

towers. 
And desolation's night shall fall upon her guilty powers ; 
And those that scourjged thy noble sons and persecuted tiiee, 
Will yet lie trodden in the dust — my Erinn Oge Machree ! 

Then dry thy gloomy tears, dear land, and lift thy virgin eyes. 
Thy crown of thorns will turn to flowers, for heaven has heard 

thy cries ; 
When she — whose adamantine foot trod down thy brave and 

free — 
Shall ffnash her teeth in fire and blood — my Erinn Oge 

Jl&chreei 

* Young £riiui of my heart* 
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Oh ! thou knoVst that I love thee, with a love like raging 

fire, 
That, like a sleepless serpent, eats away my heart entire ! 
Ever longing — ever cravmg, thy bright shore of saints to see, 
Free from the alien scourge and curse — my Erinn Oge Machree! 

I've formed a crystal temple in my burning, loving heart, 
And there in all the majesty of freedom's dawn thou art ! 
There in thy queenly glory I behold thee great and free, 
My own, my briUiant^ beautiful, — My Ermn Oge Machree I 

I know thy Mitchell's name is shrined within thy soul of 

songs — 
I published to the wondering world the story of thy wrongs ! 
And a day of bloody reckoning draweth near thy foes, and 

thee, 
When they shall weep and thou shalt laugh — my. Erin Oge 

Machree I 



TO ROBERT D. JOYCE. 

On the Publication of his Poems, 

Bold master of the Irish lyre ! sweet mouth of song, all hail ! 
Feardana of the lofty verse ! Ard Filea of the Gael \ 
As joys the thirsty traveller when a pure spring warbles near, 
So burst thy living numbers on my soul's enraptured ear ! 

The silent, cloud-robed grandeur of the mountain solitude. 
The bowery vale, the flowery plain, the emerald- vested wood ; 
The gaping breach, the 'leagured town, the reckless battle- 
throng — 
All glow before my spirit, in the pictures of thy song ! 

The mystic Spirit- world, with its fairy splendour ^y. 
Thy daring genius has unlock'd, with Poesy's magic key ; 
The sun-ray'd jewels of Romance, with all their pristine Hght, 
Burst, flashing from thy wizard pen, upon our charm'd si^t! 

Sweet OUav of the golden lay I oh ! would my simple praise 
Add one bright floweret to the crown of thy immortal bays, 
And place thy brilliant page — a gem — in every Irish hand — 
Feardana of romantic song were honour'd in our land I 

Then pour upon thy country's ear thy harp-notes wild an 

strong, 
And melt into our burning hearts the jewels of thy song ; 
And let thy eagle Muse tower up to heaven, on flashing wing, 
'Till Erin, with admiring soul, delights to hear thee sing I 



LAYS AND LEOEITDS OF THOMOND. 169 

HerOi by old Shannon's noble flood, I drink thy tuneful lore, 
And, as my spirit sips thy strain, I thirst and long for more ! 
Back, on tne spring-tide of thy verse, I float to olden times. 
And bathe my fancy in the rays of radiant Fairy climes ! 

THE WOODMAN'S DAUGHTER. 

The dawn was blushing on the streams — 

Dark frown'd the woods on Cratloe's mountains ; 
Thro' wavy mist the crimson beams 

Stole o'er the silvery fields and fountains ; 
The clouds were bright'ning in the east. 

With many a shade and sun-genmi'd curl, 
When by the river's azure breast 

Stood, all alone, a weeping girl. 

The rose was faded on her cheek, 

And all that wild despair expresses 
Was in her eye — ^her voice was weak — 

The dew was glistening on her tresses — 
Upon a grassy mound above 

The amber bosom of the water — 
The victim of an ill-staiT'd love — 

There stood the woodman's poor, lost daughter ! 

" I weep at my own wake !" she cried, 

**My own sad funeral I'm attending ! 
My bier and shroud this silent tide — 

My plumes the green reeds o'er me bending I 
Oh ! love ! is this my bridal bed — 

Is this the wedding-day you've brought me ? 
Have all the golden vows you made, 

But dark disgrace and ruin wrought me ? 

"No more, by wild Blackwater's grove, 

m wander thro' the sunny meadows, 
Where first I own'd my timid love. 

Beneath the hazel's dewy shadows ! 
Oh ! heart deserted and deceived — 

Oh ! you whose artful words betray'd it — 
You for whom that fond heart lived — 

Behold the ruin you have made it ! 

"Ah ! false one! why was I so blind 

To love thee — listen, and believe thee ? 
Oh ! broken heart were you less kind, 

He never — never could deceive me ! 
Hide me, Death ! let foe and friend 

Erase me from their recollection ! 
love ! love ! is this the end 

Of all n)y fondness and aflection ? 

12 
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" My shame is known — ^my father weeps — 

The village maidens shun our dwelling! 
My lonely mother seldom sleeps, 

For day and night her tears are welling ! 
But I will hide my early shame, 

Deep — deep beneath this gloomy water! 
The eye of scorn — the voice of blame — 

No more shall reach the woodman's daughter! 

** My babe unborn, ah ! must you share 

Your mother's doom and trioulation ? 
Ere you have known your mother's care, 

Or smiled amid the bright creation ! 
But I shall never give you birth, 

Tho' dear as life and soul I prize you — 
A thing forbid by heaven and earth — 

Yet never shall the world despise you ! 

"Death's sleep is stealing on my eyes ! 

My weary day of life is over ! 
Where are my dreams of wedded joys — 

And where are you, my faithless lover ? 
Ye virgins of the bowery vale, 

No more, with downcast eyes, you'll shun me ! 
Forget my name and hush the tale 

That brought the stain of shame upon me !" 

Her ribbon'd bonnet she untied — 

With gaudy silk and flowerets gleaming ; 
Her homely scarf she cast aside — 

Her eyes, with grief's last tear-gush streaming, 
Look'd wildly towards her rural home — 

Then turning to the trembling river, 
She plunged amid its whirling foam. 

And sank in death's cold sleep for ever. 

They sought her, all the live-long day, 

In glen and grove, but no one found her ; 
Deep, deep in Shannon's flood she lay — 

The silvery fishes gliding round her ! 
They sought her in the dark-blue tide — 

In wild distraction shrieked her mother, 
And on the river's lonely side. 

With tears of vengeance, wail'd her brother. 

They raised her body from the flood, 
And in a rural grave they laid her, 

While many a burning curse pursued 
The heartless villain that betrayed her. 
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The villAge girls, for many a day. 
Bewailed the woodman s blue-eyed daughter, 

The loveliest corpse that ever lay- 
Beneath the Shannon's crystal water. 



THE LILY OF SUNVILLB. 

Is the beautiful Lily of Sunville no more, 
"Ere the bright-flowering bloom of her springtime was o'er ? 
Woe is me, that the grave and the pale, winding-sheet, 
Have wrapt, in their shadows, the gentle and sweet ! 

I witnessed your bridal, as splendid and bright. 

As ever the church sanctified with a rite ! 

And a thousand lips praised you, and breathed a prayer 

On your pure virgm-spirit — oh ! graceful and fair ! 

There was pleasure around you from mom 'till night, 
For you touch'd every heart with a glow of delight! 
And the generous house of your kind-handed sire. 
Was gay as a banquet-harp strung with gold wire ! 

That house was a heaven while you were the sun 
Which shed brightness around it — oh ! beautiful one I 
While the rich feasted there — the forlorn and poor 
Ne'er tum'd with a cold, empty hand from the door! 

Sweet words of compassion and kindness were there 
For all who would come with a tale of despair ! 
And the full, friendly hand was held forth to redress 
Each poor bashful neighbour and child of distress ! 

There the music that 'neath your fair white fingers rung, 
Seem'd to borrow its wild syren tones from your tongue ! 
And your smiles made me think of the angels above, 
When they throng round the Lord, with the songs of their 
love 1 

I have seen a snow-cloud on Oamailte's blue heisht. 
But your brow was as fair, and your bosom as n^te ! 
I have heard the May-son^ of the river-breeze sweet. 
And I thought of your voice and your light-treading feet t 

I've marked the Sprinff-stars, in the deep twilight skies, 
Looking kindly towards earth, like your calm, gentle eyes. 
When your fair hand was reached with a boon of relief 
To some creature of want or a victim of grief. 
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I have watched the new summer-moon stealing from view, 
'Mid the fire-isles that blaze in the dark, aerial blue, 
'Till her pale ring was lost in the foam-bosom'd wave — 
So you, (m ! beloved ! have sunk to the grave ! 

Aye, sank to the grave the foul worms among — 
Oh ! my bosom would burst if you lay there unsung! 
For I bless your loved name, when I think of the £ys. 
When your sweet voice gave music and grace to my lays ! 

Yes, the tears of my heart on your tombstone would burst. 
If they'd soothe your dear spirit or warm your dust V 
And oft have my thoughts climb'd the heavens to see 
If thy angel companions were lovely as thee ! 



THE DEATH OP KING CRIMTHAN. 

A.D. 378. 

This illustrioiis Irish King, of brilliant achievements, at home and on 
the Continent, was poisoned by the hand of his own sister, Mongfinne, 
(fair tresses) in the oright career of his splendid triumphs. Her object 
for the committal of so base a crime, was to have her son elected to the 
supreme throne in Crimthan's place. But her wicked project was never 
consummated, for not one of her descendants ever came to ^e throne of 
ancient Erhi, except Roderick O'Connor and Torloghmore, two of the most 
fatal monarchs that Ireland ever saw. On presenting the poisoned cup to 
her brother, she tasted it before him, in order to allay any suspicion tnat 
might arise in his mind. She soon expired from the effect of the dose, but 
the King continued his march thro' the country until he arrived at the 
hill of Ballykinnanein the county of Clare, about three miles from Limerick. 
There, in the midst of his sorrowmg army, he was seized with horrid spasms, 
and he expired on the summit of the hill. He was buried where he died, 
and a large cairn was raised over his remains to mark his grave. A few 
months ago I went, accompanied by another lover of Irish lore, to see this 
remarkable grave. All the stones which composed the great Cairn were 
taken away by the landlord to build fences on his land, but the principal 
grave-stone which covers the monarch's ashes is still there unmolested. 
The peasantry of the distr ct are quite familiar with this grave and its 
strange history. They call the hill Knoc Righ Crimthan, i.e.. King Crim- 
than's HilL He was succeeded on the royal throne of Ireland by tiie cele- 
brated Niall of the Nine Hostages. 

King Crimthan has marched to the land of the South, 
Taking hostage, and tribute, and spoil on his route ; 
At the head of his glittering battalions he rode, 
With the pride of a victor and pomp of a god. 
And his rin^letted sister came forth, with feign'd joy, 
From her bright-royal halls by the waves of the Moy, 
And she stretch'd her white arms her brother to greet ; 
Who could think there was guile in a bosom so sweet ? 

Her eye was the crystal that gleams on the flower 
When morning looks down thro' the mist of a shower ; 
And she look'd like the white cloud that gleams on the hill, 
When summer is bright and the breezes are still. 
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With her rich tresses bound by a diadem-band, 
She gave to the monarch her bright-jeweird hand ; 
And ne sprang from his grand, golden car to the ground, 
And embraced the fair dame wfile her virgins stood round. 

Three days hath he tasted the festive delights 
Of her high banquet-hall, with his chieftains and knights ; 
But when he arose his brave march to resume, 
And braced on his armour, gold helmet and plume, 
She moved to his side while her right hand field up, 
With affection's dear semblance, a death-bearing cup, 
And she spoke in his ear, Uke the song-bird of Spring, 
"Take this sweet, parting drink from thy sister, King !" 

To lull his suspicions, if any, to sleep. 

She tasted the draught but she tasted too deep ; 

Then he shook her soft hand as she stood in the hall, 

And he heaved up the bowl till he emptied it all. 

Away on his journey the monarch is gone, 

And his murderess has fled to her chamber alone. 

Where the blood of her heart, like a furnace, dried, 

And, with hot bursting eye-balls, she writhed and died. 

Thro* Galway and Thomond brave Crimthan has march'd, 
And there's death in his heart and his vitals are parch'd ; 
But when he reach'd Ballykinnane's gloomy hill. 
His warriors and Brehons, and Druids stood still ; 
And thev laid their sick king on a heather couch down. 
And their murmur arose, like the winter wind's moan. 
For the voice of their anguish was awful and loud, 
When they saw the death-pangs of the conqueror proud. 

The mists of the West round the sun's face are roll'd. 

And the heather seems sheeted with crimson and ^old ; 

While high, 'mid the haze, on the summit's blue rmg 

The wamors are making a grave for their king : 

With their broad swords they shaped it, and down in its bed 

Was many a hot drop of their hearts' sorrow shed ; 

While the Druids, white-robed, with their brows to the sun. 

Stood unmoved on the hill till the ritual was done. 

They placed him deep down in that grave's silent hall, 
His shield was his pillow, his war-cloak the pall ; 
His bier the wild heather, his plume the hill-cloud, 
The helmet his napkin, the armour his shroud. 
And there thro' long ages the mountain winds sing 
Dreary requiems of grief o'er the sleep of the king ; 
And his gravestone is fringed with the bright rosy stain 
Of the red broom that made the sweet bior* of the Dane. 

* This heath, from which the Danes brewed a delicious liquor, is entirely 
different from the common heath. It is quite short and thin and is adorned 
with a beautiful roee-coloured blossom. It is called in Irish, Freik an-O' 
n««j which means. Ale of the Liver, on account of its medicinal Tlitae f o^ 
ounng liver complaint. 
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THE BATTLE OF GROOM.* 
A.D. 1599. 

LoBD Essex is coming — and deep is the gloom 
Of his banners o'ershading the borders of Groom — 
Up— u]^ ye fierce men of vie mountain and glen. 
And raise your loud war-shouts of freedom again ! 

Like the dark mists of winter overspreading the vale. 
The plumes of the Saxon float proud on the gale ; 
Like the waves of the river, when lit by the sun, 
The steel-sheathed ranks in their splendour move on. 

The war-fires are Ughted — oh ! princely Mac Gaura ! 
Haste — sharpen thy sword for the combat to-morrow! 
Let thy proud banner wave o'er the battle's red brow, 
And hurl thy clan on the ranks of the foe ! 

Arise to the contest, ve brave Geraldines! 
Array the fierce war-horse, and marshal your lines ! 
Gome forth to the field, Uke the dash of the sea. 
When the tempest-cloud bursts upon stormy Kilkee ! 

The red sun is bright on the hills of Glan Garrha — 
They sweep to the fight, like the death-winged arrow ; 
The wild little-slogan, tremendous and stem. 
Swells fierce, on the wind, from the ranks of the kern. 

The blaze and the clash of the combat began. 
And God's burning terrors seem'd wielded by man ; 
From the Gael to the Saxon one flame-deluge bum'd, 
And fiercely the Saxon his vengeance retum'd. 

As the mountain-cloud, chafed by the wind-spirit's ire, 
Spits the red- winged flash from its black mouth of fire ; 
So furious and fast did Glan Garrha's fierce sons. 
On the proud Saxon host pour the blaze of their guns. 

The mail'd phalanx bursts where the wild Gallowglass, 
With his ponderous axe, thro' the ranks hew'd a pass ; 
While the armour that guarded their hearts' purple wells, 
Kang loud, as the clashing of iron-tongued bells. 

Have you heard, at deep midnight, the sea-surges rave, 
WTien the tempest-king dances in fire on the wave ? 
So dire was the fury of axes and spears. 
As they plough'd the strong mail of the tall cavaliers. 

* A laxge diviedon of Lord Essex's army, on its way to invade the North, 
was attacked near Macroom by the O'Mores and Mac Garthys, and routed 
with great loss. The place was called the ** Pass of Plumes,** on aocoont 
of the large mass of plumes shorn from the helmets of the Kngliah cayalxy. 
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Like reeds on the river-bank, trampled and strown, 
Lie footmen and horsemen together o'erthrown ; 
Hark ! the wild cheer of victory — Lord Essex has fled, 
And the flower of his legions behind him lies dead. 

There's triumph and joy in the homes of the Gael, 
There's wailing and woe in the towers of the Pale ; 
The Saxon is swept from the"j)lains of Clan Carrha, 
And Desmond is free as her wild Grougane Barra. 



THE MISER'S GRAVE. 

In silence I gaze on the dust where you lie, 

But my breast feels no throb, and my heart heaves no sigh ; 

In Mernxmam^ above you, appears the cold stone, 

Sure, while living, your heart was as cold as its own! 

You might be helow or you may be above^ 

But I'm sorry you died, without no one to love ! 

Tho* your gold, in a shower, on your gravestone would glare, 

'Twould not purchase one tear to your memory there I 

You were cold to the poor, to the sick, and distress'd. 
But why you were so, your Creator knows best ; 
You spum'd the friendship that links man to man, 
Alas ! that too many are following your plan ! 

Cold moans the bleak wind o'er the grass and the dew 
On your grave — ^yet I know 'tis not moaning for you ; 
Tho', like your drear life, 'tis unfeeling and cold. 
Yet it sighs not, with pity, for you and your gold ! 

On the side of your mound, a young daisy appears. 
Its pure snowy fringe is besilver'd with tears ; 
m kiss off those sun-gems — from Nature they grew — 
For I know the sweet flower is not weeping for you .' 

A wild bee's weird hum, 'mid the silence, I hear. 
He's gone — for a moment he only came near — 
To some sweeter part of earth's Dosom he flew. 
For he knows that he'd gather no honey from you ! 

From yonder hawthorn's white vest in the sun, 

A red-oreasted bird all the morning sings on ; 

You cared not for song while life's throbbings you knew, 

Then the sweet thing is singing for Nature, not you ! 
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A grass-spider has woven his web at your head. 
To entangle some poor, winged victim 'tis spread ; 
He has just merely done what you often did do, 
For many a victim was tangled by you ! 

If the treasures of earth were all circling your brow. 
You'd not open your cold eyes to look on them now ; 
While travelling through life little mercy you knew. 
Yet I hope our dear Saviour has mercy on you ! 

You lived for yourself, and for no one you cared. 
You saw friends in want while your money you spared ; 
You left it behind you — what more could you do ? — 
Then no one — ay, nothing ! should mourn for you ! 



THE HEROINE OF THE BREACH. 

A ROMANCE OF THE SIEGE OF LIMEBI<[3S:. 

On the city of heroes the night-shadow lay, 

And her brave sons reposed from the toils of the fray — 

Tower, bastion, and wall, with the cold mists are wet — 

The gates are secure and the sentinels set. 

The morrow's fierce work in the council is plann*d — 

The troops are arranged and the ramparts are mann'd — 

The guards keep their eyes on the dark plain below. 

All lined with the tents of the dread foreign foe. 

But who is yon maiden by Shannon's calm tide ? 
And who is that tall, comely youth at her side ? 
'Tis Con Mac Namara, from <>atloe's brown highland, 
And Mary O'Connor the Rose of the Island ! 
He, graceful and proud as a Prince of the Cael, 
She, blue-eyed and amber-haired, pensive and pale ; 
But love never knitted, in joy or in sorrow. 
More fond souls than Mary and Con Mac Namara ! 

" Alas ! my young heart's best beloved !" she cries, 

With a sigh on her lips and a prayer in her eyes, 

** Perhaps from this night, our fond meetings are o*er, 

'Till we meet yet, in peace, on eternity's shore ! f 

To-morrow's fierce combat will prove to the world 

Our glory or shame, when the Green is unfurled ! 

But, Con ! I implore you! whate'er may befall. 

Retreat not, but die ere you move from the wall ! 

And if heaven wills that I meet you again, 

Let me see you a victor, O gallant youth, then ! 

If not — may my eyes in the grave's silent rest 

Be closed, with the cold, weeping turf on my breast^ 

Ere I live to behold the dire ruin and sin 

That shall ravage our town if the Dutchmen oome in !" 



LAYS AKD LEGEin>S OF THOMOIH). 177 

The youth gazed around him, and pressed her white hand, 

Pointing towards the grim ramparts so fearlessly mann'd; 

"By the blood of my father who fell at the Boyne, 

I'll wed thee a victor or never be thine ! 

Behold this brave sword !" and he held up the blade 

Gleaming brightly before the pale face of the maid — 

•* This hard-temper'd steel to a cedar shall grow, 

Ere you see haughty Luimneach possess 'd by the foe ! 

Oh ! Mary ! I think while I gaze on your charms, 

'Tis Erin herself that inspires me to arms ! 

And to-morrow, please heaven, this brave sword shall teach 

Dutch Billy a lesson, at yonder gray breach ! 

He deems ne has nothing to do but walk in — 

If he does, by the Cross, he'll be slash'd out again!" 

He laughed, and the pale maiden smiled as he spoke, 

But a sigh of regret from her heaving heart broke ; 

"I know you are brave, and your actions have proved 

How faithful and well you deserve to be loved ? 

Forgive your own Mary for darins to show 

How a youth of your valour should rush on the foe ! 

Oh ! do not be reckless the danger to seek — 

Twas love for our country that forced me to speak ! 

Be bold in the battle, but dare not too far. 

Cool valour, not rashness, is safest in war ! . 

You know that my father and brothers are dead — 

Tog ether they pensh'd in Shannon's deep bed. 

When the troops, from Killeely, in rapid retreat. 

Found at Thomond-gate's draw-bridge one treacherous fate.* 

Oh ! Virgin of mercy ! — I stood on the strand. 

And I saw the white flood swallow down the brave band. 

And their hoarse, horrid drowning shrieks rang to the sky, 

As the surges leap'd o'er them, with wild, savage joy ! 

The swift rolling water a moment seem'd chain'd. 

And its ridges of silver with blood-streaks were vein'd ; 

While thick o'er its bosom the foam-circles flew 

Where the heads of the doom'd ones sank deep from my view! 

I heard yonder rapid Fallf gurgle and wail. 

As if death, overgorged, became choked with the meal ! 

But the sun seenrd to die, and my eyes saw no more. 

For the sight left their balls, and I swoon'd on the shore ! 

* It is stated that an officer named Clifford, who commanded the ffarrison 
that guarded Thomond Bridge, was bribed to destroy a division of we IJish 
anny, by opening the dj»wbridge before them, on their retreat from Killeely 
fields, where they were foraginp^ their horses, when attacked by an over-, 
whelming force of the Williamites, who drove them into the snare prepared 
for their destruction. 

f The Pall of Curracoor, which signifies ** Help I Help /" the ory of the 
drowning mm when they fell into the current 
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Since that blood-freezing scene of disaster and dole. 
Gloom-visions of horror nave hannted my soul — 
I'm alone in the world, but while heaven spares thee, 
There's yet a sweet flower in life's desert for me !" 

He smiled and replied, in a low-breathed tone, 

** Dear Mary ! my heart and my life are your own ! 

When the combat is o'er and the victory ours, 

And the Spirit of Freedom enthroned on our towers ! 

I'll make vou the happiest, loveliest bride 

That e'er blushed, in her joy, by a warrior's side ! 

And I'll bring from the battle some rich golden prize, 

As bright as my simny-hair'd darling's bme eyes ! 

And — oh ! glonous hour — ^when our city is free, 

Believe it, my sweet one ! I'll hasten to thee ! 

Weep not» love ! be calm — this is no time for tears — 

Hark ! the roll of the drum ! — see, the morning appears! 

All hail ! fatal day of contention and death ! 

How radiant thy beams, and how peaceful thy breath ? 

From the east's yellow bosom thou lookest as brisht, 

As if banquets, not blood, were to hallow thy light I 

Oh I day of destruction ! oh ! calm-breathing mom ! 

In storm and lightning thou should'st be bom ! 

Since the great God hath called out of darkness thy ray, 

It never gave birth to so deathf ul a day ! 

The drums beat to arms — the towers are alive 

With troops, gathering thick as the swarms of the hive — 

Look yonder — ^a cod to the ramparts has come — 

TKs Sarsfield ! I know the proud wave of his plume! 

Return to thy home, dear Mary 1 and pray 

To the great Grod to give us the victory to day ! 

Towers, walls, gates and all, shall be blown in the air. 

Ere we yield the brave city while Sarsfield is there!" 

She wrung her white hands, and cried bitter and loud — 
He kiss'd her — departed, and rush'd thro' the crowd — 
To the ramparts he bounded, with wind- winged feet^ 
And left the sad maiden to weep in the street. 

'Tis noonday — the sun his hot zenith-beams threw. 
In rivers of gold, round his palace of blue, 
And, in mimic fire, blazed on sword, musket, and mail. 
Where the foreign hosts cover' d the plain of Singail.* 
One roar of the cannon — one roll of the drum — 
One blast of the trumpet — and forward they come ; 
On they drive, like a sea gathering wrath in its traick. 
With the foam on its breast and tne squall at its back, 

* Singldand, the ground of many a hot contest, for centuriea, bftwtoi 
the natives and the inyaden. 
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Bising, whirling, and boiling 'till stopp'd by the shore, 
In madness it breaks and leaps back, with a roar, 
Thus check'd at the breach by the valour within. 
Surged and burst the fierce torrent of horses and men ; 
O'er ditch, fosse, and rampart one hurricane broke 
Of fire, steel and iron, and thunder, and smoke — 
One dread crash of swords — the defenders are down — 
One mad push of hosts — they are iuto the town — 
One cheer, and one dash of the women and men — 
And back through the breach they are beaten again! 

But who is he, first in the grim battle- van, 
With the arm of a god and the breast of a man ? 
*Ti8 Con MacNamara from Cratloe's brown highland, 
The darling of Mary — the Rose of the Island ! 
There's a wound in his side from the Williamite shot, — 
There's blood on his brow — but he matters it not ; 
On the heads of the foemen his rapid steel falls. 
And piles of their dead are heap'd under the walls ! 

Have you seen, 'mid the hill-clouds, red-fiery shafts gleam. 

When the storm-fiend puts on his armour of flame, 

While the rain-deluge sweeps thro' the glens, with a roar, 

From the heath-crested summits of Cappantimore ; 

Thus flash'd thro' the war-cloud the steel of brave Con, 

Driving ghosts from their clay, as the wild rout rolls on — 

Clan^, c&ng goes his sword, and a dead, hollow sound 

Replies, at each blow, there's a corpse on the ground ! 

Death stalks, in a billow of gore, at his side, 

And his pathway of slaughter is fearful and wide ; 

Towards yonder tall knight — the vast blood-surge he stems — 

Whose helmet of silver is circled with gems.— 

He promised his amber-hair'd Marv a prize. 

He sees it, and headlong to win it ne flies ; 

And he thinks how resplendent those rays of the mine 

In the rich, flaxen locks of his fair one would shine. 

The eye of the haughty knight mark'd his advance, 

And swift, at his bosom he aim'd his long lance. 

But the sword of the Celt broke the spear's winged force. 

And dash'd it aside from its blood-thirsty course. 

They rushed on each other, with falchion in hand, 

And in quick, tangled flashes, brand leap'd upon brand ; 

Like two dancing sunbeams, around their hi^n crests 

The circling steel glitter'd, and blazed at their breasts. 

Brave Con, with a foot like the wild mountain-roe. 

Changed ground and frustrated the aim of his foe ; 

'Till tne foreiener, blinded by fury and hate. 

Grew weak — Sropp'd his guard and commenced to retreat — 

With the spring of a wolf-hound. Con follow'd — one clash 

Resounds — ^and the bleeding knight sinks, with a crash. 
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The rich-jewell*d helmet he stoop'd to nnbind, 

When a Dutch CavaUer, from the trenches behind, 

Dash'd on him, unseen, and his spear — like a flame 

In the whirlwind's grasp-had been plunged in his frame, 

But Mary O'Connor rush'd in on his path. 

Like an angel of God on a mission of wrath ; 

There's a stone in her hand, and the wave of her hair, 

like a sun-cloud of heaven, is spread on the air — 

Crash flies the crag in the face of the foe, 

And prostrate and powerless he falls at the blow. 

Her brave lover tost the plumed cap from his head. 

And the knight's silver helmet plac'd on in its stead ; 

And never did helmet of silver or steel 

Become the high brow of a hero so well. 

He turns to the maiden — ** O Mary ! retire! 

See the foes from yon battery have open'd their fire ! 

Soon the mine will be sprung and that tower shall be driven, 

In a whirlwind of terror and ruin, thro' heaven ! 



But she stands at his side, 'mid the thick-flaming hail. 
And bares her white breast to the bullet and steel ; 
He shields her behind him — she walks in his tread, 
And follows his steps o'er the wounded and dead. 

Now the Williamites swept thro' the breach, Uke the wind, 

To escape the hot vengeance that press'd them behind ; 

And the fire, — the wild timiult, — the groan and the yeU, 

Outrivall'd the deep, fiery horrors of hell. 

Like the Maelstrom that swallows and vomits the wreck, 

The red-mouthed breach spewed the broken host back. 

And Mary is swept, from her young lover's side, 

Li the surge of the throng — like a Sower on the tide. 

"Mary! Mary!" he cried, with a wild, thrilling screech. 

As she pass'd, 'mid the rout of the foe, thro' the breach. 

Like a fire-spirit rushing in flames thro' a cloud. 

With his raised sword, he plunged thro' the heart of the crowd; 

He hollows a road thro' the mad, driving throng. 

And his steel carries death where he dashes along ; 

O'er the red fosse he bounded, and headlong away 

He darts 'mid the flying host's wild disarray ; 

Before him they widen — behind him they reel — 

As the broken flood tumbles and sways at the keel. 

Oh ! he sees her — she struggles and screams in despair — 

A savage Dane drags her along by the hair ; , 

All on fire, at the sight, on the stranger he flew. 

And clove, at a blow, skull and helmet in two. 

He clasps the glad maiden, and turns on his track. 
Thro' the flying steel-forest he fights his way back ; 
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But the helmet of gems to the foemen is known, 

And the blaze of their swords hemmed him romid, like a zone; 

Mary springs from his arm and wrenches a spear 

From the cold stony grasp of a dead cavalier ; 

Like a goddess of war, the long weapon she plies, 

And st^ds at his side, with her soul in her eyes ; 

He ^ards her — she guards him — the spear she extends 

'Twixt his head and each merciless sword that impends ; 

But so fast shower the numberless strokes of the foes, 

They escape from the blows intercepted by blows. 

His strength fails — he staggers — the hour of his doom, 

And her ruin — oh ! angels, avert it ! — is come, 

A flood of fire roars from the ramparts* on high, 

Like the abyss of hell leaping into the sky ; 

The sun seemed to whirl from its sphere, like a wheel. 

As if God's judgment-thunders had burst in one peal ; 

Earth seem'd, &om her axis, to dance at the sound, 

As if heaven's artillery roll'd to the ground ; 

Bocks and fragments of bodies fell, showering amain. 

And the fugitives reel'd, as if drunk, on the plain ; 

And a shout from the city 'rose, furious and shrill 

As the yell of an earthquake en^fing a hill ; 

The black demon-shadows of rum pass'd by. 

And the frantic sounds died in the breast of the sky ; 

And the sun thro' the melting haze ^ave back his beam, 

As if 'waking, rejoiced, from a horrible dream. 

On the fields of Singail there is silence and gloom. 

Death, havoc, and wreck, have deformed their bloom ; 

No foemen, save dead ones, are seen on the plain. 

But Con and his Mary uninjured remain. 

He's wearjr and weak, for the wound in his side 

Has emptied his veins of the strength of their tide. 

On her white waxen shoulder his cheek is laid down. 

And slowly together they enter the town ; 

Within the cleft ramparts he sinks to the ^ound. 

And she tears off her 'kerchief and binds his raw wound. 

Sarsfield clasp'd her fair hand, with a victor's delight. 

And gave her a golden ring costly and bright. 

She nurst her yoim^ chief, in his illness and pain, 

'Till the spring of his vigour retum'd again ; 

And he led to the altar the heroic maid. 

And took her to France, with the Irish Brigade. 

• The blowing up of the Black battery, the noise of whieh waa heard at a 
distance of twenty miles. 
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LAMENT FOR EDWARD WALSH.* 

On silver-bosom'd Avon Dhu 

Soft shone the rosy morning beam, 
And many a leaf, impearl'd with dew, 

Hun^ weeping o'er the gentle stream ; 
On shaded rock and misty dell 

The sickly hue of Autumn hung, 
When by the river's pensive sweu 

I heard this plaintive requiem sung! — 

" From wild GlengarirPs fairy strand. 

To Avon Dhu's romantic side. 
From j;entle Banna's amber sand 

To Liffey's darkly winding tide, 
From Shannon's border to the sea — 

From Suir's bright springs to crystal Nore, 
Ye sons of son^, come mourn, with me. 

The bard of legendary lore ! 

*'Ah! gentle star of genius dear, 

Where is thy beam of beauty gone ? 
Tho' clouded in thy kindred sphere. 

Thy ray with sweetest splendour shone ! 
As springs the modest mountain-flower 

Beneath mild April's dewy ray — 
As smiles the wild rose on the brier. 

Thy genius smiled and passed away ! 

" Thy country's eyes have tears for thee ! 

Thy country's soul embalms thy name ! 
Thy talent grew, a fragrant tree, 

Fann'd by the genial airs of fame ! 
Amid a nation's tears and gloom. 

The thrilling sweetness of thy lyre 
Awoke her greatness from its tomb. 

And stirred her heart's blood into fire! 

"What human heart can read, unmoved, 

The record of thy dying hour. 
When she, thy partner so beloved. 

Bent o'er thee, like a weeping flower ? 
Alas ! that souls so sweetly twined, 

Should from each other's love be torn ! 
Alas I that hearts so puva and kind 

As hers, should sigh and weep forlorn ? 

* Edward Walsh was one of the sweetest contribatora of Irish ■ong to 
Duffy's Nation. He was a national teacher, and he died at a yoimg age in 
1850. He is buried in the Botanic Gardens, at Cork, where his admirers 
have raised a neat monoment over his remains. 
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** By silver Avon's misty wave, 

He won the treasure of her love ; 
And noble was the heart he gave 

Unsullied as the skies above ! 
And gentle as Loch Sheeling's swan, 

Was she, his spirit's worshipp'd bride, 
And love and beauty round her shone, 

With youth and virtue at her side ! 

** The breathings of his lofty soul 

Were turned to music in ner praise ! 
His heart was Love's own banquet bowl, 

And she the bright wine of his days ! 
For Erin and his^Bridghid fair. 

His wild harp's notes were pour'd alone — 
For Erin and his Brid^hid dear, 

His spirit thrill'd with one sweet tone ! 

** Ye hills and moors, and ferny dales, 

By fairy Avon's silent tide ! 
Ye groves and banks, and shamrock vales — 

No more he'll hail your vernal pride I 
His sorrows and his toils are o'er. 

And keen privations suffer'd long — 
His gentle heart shall feel no more 

The genial powers of love and song !" 



TO THE MEMORY OF AN ENGLISH FRIEND. 

Lonely by the sounding Shannon, 

All day long I mourn d and sigh'd, 
For my mend and loved companion 

Who in manhood's beauty died, 
Noble, manly feelings moved him 

Ireland's griefs to understand ; 
And I loved him — fondly loved him — 

For he loved the dear Old Land ! 

All her beauties lay before him, 

like a feast before a king ; 
But her sorrow's cloud came o'er him, 

like the melting mist of Spring ; 
And I blest his generous nature. 

And I press'd his gallant hand. 
When he curs' d the legislature 

That oppress'd the dear Old Land. 

Tyrant autocrats he hated, 

With a free-bom Briton's pride ; 

But the toiling poor he treated, 
With respect ne would not hide. 
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Spumed he every courtly bauble. 
Princely sham and dlded throne ; 

And his toast was — "Here's the People ! 
May the People win their own !" 

Oh, lost friend, I feel a burning, 

In my soul, that grasps my breath — 
Lonely by the river mourning — 

Moummg for thy early death ! 
While the krk from heaven's shadows, 

All his heart in love-songs pours 
To his sweetheart, in the meadows. 

Keeping house among the flowers. 

Often on the hill's dark heather. 

When the days were bright and long, 
Have we sat, in joy together. 

Listening to the wild-bird's sonj? : 
StiU he's JLine, warbling, righinl 

Near the gold-fringe of the cloud ; 
I am here, and you are lying 

Li the shadow of your slm>ud ! 

Like a plant, you grew and flourished ! 

Like a pearl, your heart was bright ! 
Like a flower, you fell and perished, 

Ere your May saw half its Ught? 
Summer's beauty all is lonely. 

Gloom is o'er the sunshine spread ; 
Summer's bloom brings sorrow only, 

Since my friendship flower is diad ! 

For your voice I calmly listen, 

As the dreamy field-breeze sighs ; 
While my heart's hot crystals gUsten 

On the wet fringe of my eyes ; 
Yet this softening grief grows dearer, 

As the summer's bloom wears on ; 
For it steals my spirit nearer 

To the heaven where you are gone I 

Every bird's song round me swelling, 

'Wakens some sweet memory ; 
Every bright wild-flower seems telling 

Some dear anecdote of thee ! 
And my fancy stops to hear it. 

With a fond responding tone, 
Just as spirit speaks to spirit, 

Language to this world unknown. 
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There's a*spirit- world around us--- 

Yes, I feel its mystic sphere ! 
Ties of dust have merely bound us 

Fnom the glorious freedom there ! 
We are dead — the dead are living — 

We're in prison — ^they are free ; 
Time, our keeper's daily giving 

Notice of our liberty ! 



THE BARD OF THE BARROW. 
Air. — **The Wounded Hvssar" 

Sadly sin^ the fond Bard of the deep-rolling Barrow, 
From whose loving bosom his Mary has flown ; 

He met her in joy, but she left him in sorrow, 
And now he complains to the wild waves alone. 

Ah, ne'er did I dream we were fated to sunder. 
As we stray 'd on thy wild banks,. sweet river, by thee! 

Ah, ne'er did I dream she was destined to wander, 
So soon, o'er the dark, awful ocean, from me ! 

Oh ! breeze of the West, o'er the broad billow sighing. 
Have you kiss'd her white brow, as she stood on the deck ? 

Have you play'd with the silk of her fair tresses flying. 
Ana courted the snow of her soft lily-neck ? 

Have you brought me a word from her pearly mouth, naming 
The name of the dear one left pining behind ? 

Have you brought me a wreath m)m her fair ringlets stream- 
ing? 
Oh ! give it to me, and I'll bless thee, sweet wind ! 

As in the green heart of some rich garden flushing, 
All radiant in flower, grows a young apple-tree ; 

With bright honey drops on its monmig leaves gushing 5 
Oh ! such in my heart were you, .darlmg, to me I 

But the thoughts of the soul than the west wind are fleeter, 

And those shall pursue and caress you afar 1 
The pulse of affection than honey is sweeter. 

And it8 fond thriU shall follow wherever you are I 



YOUNG LOVE 

I liEMEMfiEii the day I first greeted my love 
In the shade of yon bank's summer bowere ; 

When sweetly we linger'd along the wild grove, 
And sat in its bright lap of flowers. 

13 
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The light of her beauty and spell of her looks, 

Still the eye of fond mem'ry enhances ; 
Could the moralist teach, with his school-craft and books. 

The sweet language I leam'd in her glances ? 

Her ringlets of darkness were darker than streams 

Flowing blackly thro' snow-sheeted heather ; 
And her eyes were as sun-gems that shoot their young beams 

From a cloud's showeiy wing, in Spring-weather. 
And her small foot was light as the Cean-a'hhajfSi plume 

On a fairy bank's sunny moss lying ; 
And her voice, like a gale in a garden of bloom, 

O'er a bed of sweet strawberries sighing. 

Confiding and soft was the press of her hand — 

My heart ask'd me how would I leave her ? 
Oh ! no, I replied, for a prince's command, 

Would I harbour one thought to deceive her ! 
The thorns of care on our life-path may grow 

Yet while beauty's light is about her ; 
I'd rather reside in a cot poor and low 

Than dwell in a palace without her ! 

The mild blush of bashfulness, lit by a smile. 

O'er her cheek's berry freshness was stealing ; 
The Spirit of light that presides o'er our Isle, 

Could not look such sweet language of feeling. 
Her loveliness fiU'd me with beautiful dreams, 

Aiid I think, when the eve-winds are shaking 
Their winglets, in song, o'er the blossoms and streams, 

'Tis her lips' fairy music that's speaking. 



THE BEAUTIES OF QUINSBURGH.' 

Round Quinburgh's wild landscape and grove-skirted meadows, 
Beams the blue, cloudy zone of the grand mountain-shadows, 
When the yeUow-brow'd sun, to his sea-palace going. 
Leaves his crimson-fringed scarf on the suent hifls glowing. 
How oft, when the Spnng-evening's gloiy was fading, 
And the wind in the woods its weird melody breathing, 
Have I sat 'mid the deep shades, wild love-pictures framing. 
Of Heavens, and Edens, and Star- worlds dreaming ? 
And the grandeur of night, as it deepen'd around me, 
With a wilder delight to the fairy spot bound me ; 
For each scene with a magical halo seem'd teeming. 
And spell-visions 'rose round my weird fancy beaming I 

* A beautifully \i'oodcd landscape near the river Shannon, in the oountj 
Clare, one mile from Limerick. 
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Qoinsburg! bright queen of sweet landscapes, I love 

thee! 
For the golden sky always looks sunny above thee ! 
There the spirit oi summer brings verdure the brightest, 
And incense the purest, and dew-falls the whitest ! 
There radiant and rich in thy splendour, for ever, 
Transcendently fair, by the olue-gleaming river. 
Thou seem'st as full of enchantment eml^wering 
Thy green, airy lawns and thy gardens all flowering! 

How sweet — from the frimd-eyed world retiring — 

To eaze on the beauty of Mature inspiring ! 

To Iresh^n and feast, with her heaven-bright charms, 

The soul, 'till it melts into love in her arms ; 

Oh ! the heart that would coldly neglect or forsake her. 

Is alike dead and cold to the love of its Maker ! 

There are many who look on his glorious creation. 

Without one loving throb of the soul's adoration I 

The humblest flower in the sunny fields blowing. 

Is a jewel that dropp'd from his gracious hand glowing ! 

See the beautiful gem — from its mossy throne iSke it — 

View it well, son of Art ! can you paint it or make it ? 

Philosopher, gaze on yon broad heaven bending ! 

Can thy science tell were 'tis beginning or ending? 

How far is the light of yon fire-worlds flowing ? 

How long will those night-walking splendours be going ? 

Can you number those orbs in the ambient sky glancing ? 

Or reckon the leaves in the Summer- woods dancmg ? 

Or May's vestal flowers and the dewdrops that feed them ? 

Yet what of thy love for the Spirit that made them ? 

Round Quinsburffh's wild landscape, when Summer is singing. 

For the love-child of Nature, what glories are springing 7 

What magic-toned harmony bursts from the bowers. 

As if Spint-tongues spoke in the leaves and the flowers ? — 

There often the night at her solemn noon found me. 

With her ghost-haunted shades and her starry robes round 

me! 
Grand pictures from high. Angel- worlds she brought me. 
And the Grod-praising hymn of the rolling spheres taught me ! 

Enchanted I stray'd by the shore's moonlit margin. 
Near the foam-bosom'a Falls o'er the weedy rocl^ charging, 
While my wild spirit danced, like a bride in her gladness. 
To the weird monotone of their war-shout of maimess ! 
As they tost from their white battle-plumes, in their fleetnesSj 
Pearl-showers o'er the vernal shores sleeping in sweetness } 
While the helmet of night, with its vapour-crest hoary, 
Blaz'd, o'er the dim earth, in a fire-gush of glory ; 
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And the streamers danced out o'er the aerial expansion, 
Like golden spears shot from the North's icy mansion ; 
And the meteors red-eyed, o'er the hazy woods springing, 
Seem'd spirits of flame thro' the Star-palace winging ! 

How wildly romantic looks Qninsborgh, when over 
Her bosom of flowers falls the eve's cloudy cover ? 
When the lightning's blue pinion emblazons the highland. 
And the angrv flood raves round St. Thomas's Island ; 
When the darK towering crowns of the elms are swingings 
While the tide and the tempest in concert are singing ; 
And the fairies, that in the wild hills are residing, 
On circles of flame, round the wood-tops are riding; — 
Bed fire-globes which gleam o'er the grove's sylvan barriers — 
Like helmets of gold on the dark brows of warriors ; 
While the river-mists stream, like the sea-maidens' rinj^lets, 
Curling round the tall bowers, on the blast's rushing winglets. 

Oh ! many an eve, 'mid those spell-wreathed shadows. 
When the May-sunset pour'd its red flood on the meadows ; 
Have I stray d by that shore where the flower-buds were 

drinking 
Their first twilight-draught, while the Day-kin^ was sinking. 
And the brier-rose and meadow-sweet, fragrantfy blooming, 
With their spirit of odour the lawns were perfuming ; 
And the hawthorns, clouded with white blossoms tender, 
Look'd like Fairy-queens wrapt in their mantles of splendour. 

As a wizard, I sat by the deep-sounding torrent, 

'Till Day's yellow banner stream'd forth in the orient ; 

like the first bright-eyed dawn, its resplendence unsealing. 

Creation in all its new grandeur revealms. 

Then rich was the flow of the forest-birds' numbers, 

As Nature, in music, awoke from her slumbers ; 

I thought of the hymns of the angel-choirs splendid. 

When the Lord from his work of Kedemption ascended. 

How lovely is Quinsburgh, when morning is blushing 
On her dew-bathed groves, with their honey-tears gushing; 
And their boughs, like^lad minstrels, singing and dancing, 
With the sun's golden mime on. their leafy heads glancing. 
With her lawns of mixt silver and emerald shining — 
With flowers, dropping sweets, in her ^rdens reclining — 
With her odour- wmg'd zephyrs thro' fairy-shades flowing — 
With her bright orchard-treasures luxuriantly glowing — 
With her woodlands reposing in sunbeams serenest— 
With her parterres the sweetest and meadows the greenest* 
There the Bard's spirit, melting in grand inspiration. 
Would dream itseu into some beauteous creation : 
There the saintly soul, kindling with holy emotion, 
Would soar to her Qod, in a trance of devotion. 
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Oft, when mom, with her love-songs and diamond-bright 

showers, 
Was walking in joy o'er this Eden of flowers ; 
The eyes of my sonl on her beauty were feasted, 
'Till her last drop of dew in the noon-flame was wasted. 
The crystal-edged clouds — ^the bright sapphire hills cresting, 
Leant their bosoms of gold on their sunny thrones resting ; 
Whilst flinging young gems, from their fnnges of whiteness, 
On the flowers in the vales laughing up at their brightness ; 
Then weaving their tints of soft-shadowy vermilion 
And yellow, and ^een — o'er the Day-god's pavilion, 
In a grand glistemng crescent of glory extended 
They shine — ^making heaven's sun-splendours more splendid. 

How radiantly then — ^when the summer has crown'd it — 

Looks Quinsburgh, with Nature's enchantments around it ; 

Before it the blue-bosom'd river extending, 

Behind it the purple-brow'd mountains ascending ; 

Beside it rich |)astures redundantly flowing 

With sweet milk and honey, and golden fruits glowing : 

While the Shannon's clear waves, in their beamy dance 

bright'ning, 
Flash down by the scene, like a conflict of lightning. 



THE HILLS OF BALLYCARR.* 

'TwAS morning, and the sweets of May 

Enrich'd the balmy-scented air ; 
When pleasantly I took my way 

To see the hills of Ballycarr ; 
The bright sky's beamy summer-blue 
Hath not a cloud-frown, near or far, 
To dim its glorious, ^stening hue 
Above the hills of Ballycarr. 

Green are the vales of Ballycarr ! 
Bright are the plains of Ballycarr ! 
And wild, and grand as fairyland. 
Appear the hills of Ballycarr ! 

Amid the purple-blossom'd broom 

I rested on the mountain-height — 
Below me Nature slept in bloom, 

Above me heaven was steep'd in light. 
The winds' sweet dewy-breatnings seem'd 

The whispering of a maiden's prayer. 
Or spirit, that of Eden dream'd. 

Upon the hills of Ballycarr. 

Green are the vales of Ballycarr, &c. 

• Thooe romantic hilLs f oim a grand outline to the scenery of Quins- 
Imrgh. 
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I ^zed along the valley's shade, 

0*er glistening rings of son-bright dew ; 
When, lo ! a stately peasant mai^ 

As fair as morning, met my view. 
Her brow was like a cloudlet white 

That crescents day's majestic star ; 
Her hair, like winter's moonless night 

Upon the hiUs of Ballycarr. 

Green are the vales of Ballycarr, &c. 

As some wild vision of deHght, 

I look'd upon this rustic queen. 
Who seem'd, before my dreaming sight, 

The Angel of the mountain-scene. 
An Empress, with her courtly train. 

Hath not, 'mid all her pompous |B;lare, 
The grace and state of step and mien 

That mark'd this maid of Ballvcarr. 
Green are the vales of Ballycarr, &c. 

Fair are the maids by Lee's green side. 

With silken ringlets dark and brown ; 
And bright as May, by Avon's tide. 
Appear the girls of Mallow town. 
But Beauty on a golden throne. 

To Fancy's eye, ne'er look'd so fair. 
As did this simple, lovely one. 
Among the hills of BaUycar. 

Green are vales of Ballycarr ! 
Bright are the plains oi Bidlycarr ! 
And wild, and grand, as fairyland. 
Appear the hiUs of Ballycarr I 



THE CITY OF THE KINGS.* 

Scene. — 7!^ DalcassUuis and Eugenians, (issembled at a fead 
m the Palace qf Kmkora, join m the foOowmg war-song, 
anHcipatmg the battle ofClontarf, 

Strong are the towers of Almhainf — and Emaina's^ halls are 

ffrand! 
Bat Cormac's radiant palace§ stands the glory of the land ! 
Thro' Eire her richest tribute to Imperial Tura brings, 
Tet valour's royal house is in tiie City of the Kings. 



• OMheL t The Palaee of lionn said the aadent 

tPalaoeoftheBedBanchEjugtoinXnster. IThePklaoeof OmM. 
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The Red Branch Knights were fierce in war, as Saimer's 

bursting wave— 
The Clan-a-Moma* mighty in the combats of the Brave ; 
But, like eagles in a lightning-cloud, the Clan-a-Deigha+ 

springs, 
Impetuous to the battle, from the City of the Kings. 

Unsheath your flaming brands of death ! the Dane is on 

our shore — 
Rise, glorious race of Cormac Cas and Royal Eogain More ! 
Hew down the pirate, while the bard the *^Eye of BaUle" 

sings, 
And return with new glory to the City of the Kings ! 

Then draw your golden-hilted swords, ''and lift our Sunburst 
high ! 

Let the mountains to each other shout your dreadful battle- 
cry ;— 

When Brian sets in fierce array his legions' fiery win^. 

Who dare withstand Kinkora and the City of the Kings ? 

We have war-steeds, like the fire-wings of the tempest in 

its flight, 
We have DOBoms, like the hill-crags in their solid mountain 

might; 
We have hearts within those manly veins a well of valour 

springs. 

When fighting for Elinkora and the City of the Kings ! 

We love Mononia's sunny vales — we bleed to right her 

wrongs — 
Our bounding souls are shared among her daughters and her 

songs! 
We have graves for the Invader whom the thirst of rapine 

brings 
To the bright plains of Kinkora and the City of the Kings ! 

We love our Chiefs and Princes, Priests and Brehons, Bards 

and all 
The heroes that assemble in our noble palace-hall ; 
We have kine and silken mantles, festive-bowls and golden 

rings,— 
And swords to guard Kinkora and the City of the Kings ! 

On, like torrents, to the combat — sweep the spoilers from 

our fields ! 
Hurl the lightning of your axes on the Northmen's iron 

shields ! 
Let your javelins, thro' their armour, plunge into their hearts' 

red springs, 
And shout ye for Kinkora and the City of the Kings ! 

* The XnightB of Connaught, + The Knights of Munster. 
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Oh ! to see our axes shattering the broad targets of the Dane^ 

As if a shower of meteor-stars were falling on the plain ! 

Oh ! to hear — ^when victory o'er our ranks has spread her 

crimson wings — 
How our war-songs shake Kinkora and the City of the Kings! 



KATHLEEN. 

Blue are the eyes of my Kathleen, 

Brisht are her long yellow ringlets ; 
Airy her steps on the villas-green — 

Ijght as the May-zephyrs winglets. 
Warm as the sun on the mountain-lawn. 

Sweet as the heath of Knocf eirin ; 
Tender and soft as the Cean-a-bhan, 

Fleet as the breezes of Erin. 

Loving and kind is my Kathleen, 

Constant and true to her duty ; 
Faithful and fond is my little-queen — 

Humble yet matchless in beauty. 
Pure as the lights that adorn 

The cold starry nights of November — 
Chaste as the calm beam of mom 

Upon the snow-hills of December. 

All day, by the rushing blue river, 

I dreamt of my Erin and thee, love ! 
For you are the beautiful giver 

Oi many a sweet thought to me, love ! 
I'd rather live poor in my Mother-land, 

With thy dear young smile at my side, love ! 
Than reign a high prince in another land. 

With an heiress of crowns for my bride, love ! 

Soft is the voice of my Kathleen, 

Her sons is a love-thrill of sweetness ; 
Like a spell-breathing harp of a fairy queen, 

Touch d by the wind in its fleetness. 
To me thou art honey and wine, my love ! 

Girl of the blue eye of brightness. 
My spirit is tangled in thine, my love. 

Queen of the swan-neck of wmteness. 

She is so gentle and dutiful, 

Heaven is smiling about her ; 
She is so bashful and beautiful 

Earth hath no idol without her — 
All aroimd Shannon's green, sunny shades. 

Summer's bright hours I have squander'd — 
For she was the rose among many maids, 

To whom my heart's longings hath wander'd. 
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SOUL-ASPIRATIONS. 

Speak kindly, oh, my loved one ! for thy kindness is to me, 

like the honied voice of morning in the flowering apple- 
tree; 

And my craving heart has hunger'd for thy loving accents 
long, 

With a poet's burning rapture when he feels the fire of song ! 

I have painted glowing glories in imagination's hall. 

But thy heaven-surrounded portrait was the sun that lit 

them all; 
And my thoughts of earthly splendour, and my dreams of 

worlds above. 
Were but things of desolation to the beauty of thy love I 

My heart was as a worm, when it wander'd from thee first, 
Immersed in scenes unhallow'd, and in love with gilded dust ; 
And my garden knew no sunbeam, and its w^y springs 

were mute. 
For its Maytime brought no blossoms and its harvest-time 

no fruit ! 

Oh ! let thy love-light sun it into buds and odours sweet, 
'Till my ^shing s]^irit melts to liquid crystal at thy feet ; 
And I'll hold thee in the chamber of the palace of my soul, 
As the lily holds the dew-pearl in its tender snowy bowL 

And I'll seek thee in the temples where thy banquets of 

delight. 
With the glory-breathing presence of thy loveliness are bright; 
'Till my soul, steep'd in the beauty and the radiance of t£ine 

own. 
Shall be as a sun-kiss'd blossom, with no cloud-shade o'er 

it thrown! 

Lonely strayed I in the desert, in the fiery noontide-hour, 
But its waters were all bitter and its dying fruits all sour ; 
And my heart was parch'd to ashes, l&e the grass that 

round me lay. 
Where the flammg eye of heaven had consumed its green 

away. 

And my thirst was as a furnace, and my dreary soul was 

black 
As the inky cloud of winter on the mountain's frozen back ; 
But thy glowing love pursued me, where all desolate I 

stray'o, 
like thei golden-footed mom weeping o'er a blighted shade. . 
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Then the fountains of thy beauty flash'd before my Bpirit's 

eyes, 
Ana the brightness of thy vineyards where the summer never 

dies ; 
And thy gorgeous palace-gardens where the snow-pure virgins 

rove, 
With the stainless airs around them fresh with breathings of 

thy love ! 

Ay ! when Midnight's burning crescent o'er the silvery blue 

of space, 
Was shining in the shadow of the glories of thy face ; 
I floated on the pinions of the ang^ of my dreams, 
Into the glowing Eden of thy pastures and thy streams ! 

And I saw, or thought I saw thee in thy dazzling bower of 

Ught, 
With eternal sun- worlds round thee, that were never track'd 

by night ; 
And thy face was as the rainbow in the sapphire arch of day, 
And tmne eyes had living heavens, tlm>ng d with spirits, in 

their ray. 

And the star-halls of resplendence, where thy lightning-throne 

is placed. 
Are built of myriad planets on unbounded ether based — 
But the floods of grandeur faded o'er my vision's darken'd 

wings. 
And I 'woke on earth's black bosom where the worm is king 

cokings. 



DEATH-SONG OF THE BARDS OF TYRONE AND 

TYRCONNELL.* 

AFTEB THE BATTLE OF KINSALE, A.D., 1602. 

The red stars flash'd in the cold blue sky. 

And the ghostly moon look'd sad and dim ; 
And the cloudy haze of the midnight hills. 

O'er the darken'd vales began to swim ; 
And a tear of blood from each red-eyed star, 

On night's gray bosom, seem'd bursting forth ; 
For famine, and pestilence, and war, 

Had done their grisly work in the North. 
The herds were slaughter'd — ^the bawns were bum'd, 

And keep and castle lay overthrown ; 
Wherever the startled vision tum'd. 

Wreck, and ruin, and death were strown — 

* This Death-drama vas written with a view to the dire and deyaststed 
state of Ireland, after the death of Bed Hugh O'Donnell, and the sazteiidv 
of Hugh O'Neill to Lord Mountjoy. The resistance of these two gnat 
Ohief s against English'power lasted for thirteen years. They fell by nftthe 
treachery, and the mistiake of the Spaniards' landing at Sinsale. 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 1^5 

Havoc and vengeance, fire and sword 

Had ravaged the blacken'd valleys round ; 
The Uving fed upon the dead, 

And every spot was chamel ground ; 
For the demon-hand of the fierce Mountjoy, 

Had done the mission of England well ; 
And he swept the plains of Green Tyrone, 

Like the buming fury and wrath of hell. 
The soul of a Nation was strangled there, 

And its mightiest sons dispersed or slain — 
O'Neill was crush'd in his lion-lair. 

And the brave O'Donnell was dead in Spain. 
The Judgment Day of Eire was come, 

And the Angel of death stood on her shore ; 
And the lips of ^rrants proclaim'd her doom, 

** Eire of the Kings, a Nation no more !" 
'Mid the deep-dark woods of Glancolkeane,* 

Sat two gray bards on a rock moss-grown : 
One was Tyrconnell's minstrel old. 

And one the Ard Filea of high Tyrone. 



Far from their Chieftains' plunder'd towers, 

They shunn'd the Invader's sword of blood ; 
Their refuge was the forest-bowers, 

Their food the berries of the wood. 
The moonbeams thro' the rocking boughs, 

Gleam'd fitful on their coluns white, 
That, round their solitary brows, 

Flow'd on the wailing winds of night. 
With trembling hands their harps they strung, 

For one last tribute to the Brave — 
With buming tears, by turns, they sung 

A requiem o'er their Country's grave. 



BABD OF TYBOKE. 

The glory of Tyrone is fled — 

The splendour of her Prince is gone — 
The resal birds of Eire are dead — 

Wesi is the race of Nial and Conn — 
The sword of death is in our vales — 

The hand' of ruin blots our homes — 
Our hills resound with ^evous wails — 

Our fields are fill'd with reeking tombs ! 



• An inaccessible moiintain fastness in O'Keon's Oonntry of Aia^ty, to 
whidi Hugh O'Neill, with the remnant of his clans, retreated uter hiB 
defeat at Kinaale. 



196 LATS AND LEGENDS OT TBOUGSD. 



BABD OF TTRCONNELL. 

The Banshee chants her churchyard song, 

In Hugh ODonnell's roofless hall ; 
And desolation sits among 

The broken towers of Don^al I* 
l^rrconnell of the shields of I^ht, 

And royal feasts and golden bowls ! 
Where are thy flaming arms of might ? 

Thy fiery swords and valiant souls ? 
Thy comely^ prince lies distant far, 

A withering corpse, in Spanish clay — 
Our guard-tower in the day of war. 

Our guide-star of the battle's sea ! 

BASD OF TTBONE. 

Oh ! burning met and galling woe ! 

That I shomd live to see the time 
That laid our country trampled low, 

Beneath the heel of foreign crime ! 
Accursed be thy plain, Eiii^e ! 

There may no blade nor blossom bud. 
But every field, and dell, and vale, 

For ever wear the hue of blood ! 
May herb and tree to ashes rot. 

And heaven draw a veil of gloom. 
For ever, o'er that bloody spot, 

Where Ebrin's freedom found a tomb ! 

God's awful midnightt thunders spoke 

The doom of Erin, o'er thy plain ; 
His lightning wrote, with fiery stroke. 

Our Nation's sentence, **to be slain !" 
The mountains heard the dire decree. 

And bow'd their heads, with echoing groans— 
The tempest told it to the sea — 

The angels wept upon their thrones ! 

BABD OF TYBCONNEL. 

Would I I had fall'n in freedom's fight. 
Brave battling by my Chieftain's side ! 

Would I I had never seen the light. 
Or in my mother's arms died ! 

* The onoe magnificent Castle of Don^;al, the residenoe of Bed HaA 
O'Donnell, was demolished by the Chief tam himself, before embarking to 
Spain, in order to prevent the English from turning it into a gariiaon."— 
Four Moitertf Annals. 

f The annals also say that for several nights before the batfle 
of Kinsal^ the most awful thunder, lightning and tempest preraflad. It 
seemed to be a imion of the elements chanting a requiem for the apprais- 
ing death of Ireland's National Independence. 
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Would, that my sight was pluck'd away, 
By ravens, from each bleeding ball. 

Ere I had lived to see the day, 
That seal'd my wretched country's fall ! 

BABD OV TYBONE, 

May Freedom's God curse Thomond's land — 

May every hill-side be a grave. 
Dug by a foreign tyrant's hand, 

To wrap a vne, degenerate slave ! 
Ma^ plague and famme, sword and fire, 

Consume her to the rotten heart, 
And bum her lords who, false to Eire, 

Espoused the godless spoilers' part ! 

BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

The fierce O'Donnell swept the plains 

Of Thomond's Earl, and slew his men.; 
And loaded with de^ading chains 

The shameless traitor, Ijichiquin ! 
Alas ! that the illustrious blood 

Of him who scourged the heathen Danes, 
Should turn, a vile corrupted flood, 

In his apostate oflspring's veins ! 

BABD OF TYBONE. 

'Twas not the cruel Saxon sword 

That wrought my Chieftain's overthrow ; 
Clontibret, or the i ellow Ford, 

Had not the glory of the blow ! 
TVas native treachery and guile. 

And Munster's weakness, traitor-sown ; 
That vanquish'd on his fathers' soil, 

The gallant Chieftain of Tyrone ! 

BABD OF TYBCONITELL. 

'Twas not a foreign f oeman's hand 

That laid in dust my brave Hugh Roe ; 
Tyrconnell's champion, great and grand, 

Would never yield to mortal foe I 
A bleeding heart for Erin's woe, — ♦ 

A burning soul to rive her chain. 
Consumed ms life, and laid him low. 

Far in the golden land of Spain ! 

'• " JOng Philip "WAB 80 deeply touched by Red Hugh's appeal, fhat he gave 
orderB to have another armament got readv to sail for Ireland ; but this "was 
countermanded, owing to false reports of O'Neill's surrender. The fieij 
0*Donnell was on his way again to the King to urge his request, but his 
great heart broke, and he died suddenly. He was buried with royal 
honours ; and the Chapter of Yalladolid holds the bones of as stout a 
iTBrrior as erer wielded the wand of Chieftaincy, or led a Clan to battle*''— 
John MitchelL 
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BABD OP TYBCONNELL. 

O'Doxmell's hair was bright and fine, 

Ab rinfflets of a fairy girl ; 
His cheeK was like rich-blushing wine 

Pour'd newly in a bowl of pearl ! 
The spirit of the wintry deep, — 

With ocean's sceptre, dark and grand, 
*Waking the billows from their sleep — 

Hath not his proud glance of command ! 



BABD OP TYBONB. 

The day when Niall's Red Right Hand* 

Streamed brightly from Dungannon's tower, 
To 'rouse the vengeance of the land, 

'Gainst foreign treachery and power ; 
I saw the fierce and mighty Hugh 

Surrounded by his warrfor dan, 
Awful, as if the War-god threw 

His fiery mantle o'er the man ! 



BABD OP TYBCONNELL. 

I mind the day when proud Red Hught 

With all Clan Connaill at his back ; 
O'er Connaught, like a whirlwind flew. 

While fire and ashes mark'd his track ! 
The war-flames thro' the vales blazed red — 

And Bingham's cruel brigand-horde. 
Like stricken bloodhounds, headlong fled 

Before the vengeful Chieftain's sword .* 



BABD OF TYBONE. 

My soul dreams back the glorious hours, 

When from Blackwater's winding shore. 
The brave O'Neill swept — waUs and towers— 

The frowning fortress of Portmore .' 
And with his Ime of battle set, 

All strong to do and brave to dare, 
Smash'd Kerrey's host, at Clontibret, 

And trampled England's banner there ! 

* He crossed the Saimar and swept through Connaught, like a hail-storm, 
and put to death every man who could speak no Irish. Bingham, the cruel 
goTemor of the province, flew before him and shut himself up in his fortress 
ofSligo. 

t **At length the day arrived when the country, with stem joy, beheld the 
Bed Right Hand of O'Neill, streaming from Dungannon's towers, waving 
defiance to the Saxon Qoeen.''— /oAn MiteJiell. 
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BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

Thro' AnnaUy's broad region flamed 

The stem Hugh Roe's destnictiye brand,* 
'Till one black-rolling smoke-cloud stream'd. 

O'er heaven, from the burning land ! 
And never did the wrathful Conn, 

Or Niall, in his deadliest ire, 
More fiercely o'er a realm sweep on. 

With such dread wreck of sword and fire ! 

BABD OF TYBONE. 

The ghost of many a Saxon Knight, 
Has sigh'd o'er Drumfluich's reeking plain ;t 

Where, in the crimson suree of fight, 
' The flower of England's host was slain ; 

Proud Lord De Burgh and stem Kildare, 
And Vaughan fierce, and Waller brave. 

Sank in the battle's furnace there. 
Where half their army shared their grave ! 

BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

I saw Tyrconnell's Prince, that day. 

Begirt with waves of flajne and blood, 
like some dread spirit of the sea. 

Fierce striding 'mid the stormy flood. 
The columns waver'd where his steel 

Its cleaving blows of vengeance struck ; 
like pine-woods on the desert-hill, 

By dark November-tempests shook ! 

BABD OF TYBONE. 

As fire devours the wither'd ^rass, 

Of Autumn, in a sultry vale ; 
So sank the battle's reeling mass 

Before the strong sword of O'Neill ; 
And Avon Dhu's ^ore-purpled wave, If 

Retiring^from his crimson banks, 
To Loch Naigh's dancing billows gave 

Red tidings of the slaughter'd ranks ! 

* He entered the Annallys where O'Farrell was living under Engliflh 
domination, and so fiercely did he ravage and devastate that oountry, 
thai the heavens hecame black with the smoke of his bumingBb 

f *' The Battle of Drumfluich, in which O'Neill gained a great vidacy 
over Lord Kildare and the English army.'* — John Mttchell. 

t " The Biver Blackwater, which flows into Lough Neagh. It wasoaOed 
* blacky* on account of the many disastrous defeats which the "Rwe^Mh 
■offered there at the hands of Hugh O'Neill and hifl intrepid cUuDflBMa."-^ 
Moryaon's Hist. 
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BABD OF TYRCONNELL. 

Stem Cliflford of the bloody spears, 

In CJorsliabh mountain-glen lies dead ; — 
On his fierce host of musketeers, 

The greedy wolves and eagles fed — 
There hau^ty England's iron might, 

By Red Hugh's rary was consumed ; 
The mouldering bones of many a knight. 

In bush and fern, lie there entomb'd ! 

BAUD OF TYRONE. 

The red plain of the Yellow Ford, 

Shall long a tale of slaughter tell ; 
Where, by Tyrone's victorious sword, 

The mighty host of Bagnal fell ! 
Dark centuries shall renew the tale. 

And future Irishmen shall say, 
** Great was the triumph of the Gael — 

God send us such another day !" 

BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

Grand, god-like, glorious were the Brave, 

In six the terror of their arms — 
The winter's wrath, the mad sea-wave — 

The angry heaven convulsed with storms — 
The whirlwind, with its crest of flame — 

The river tearing thro' its banks — 
To them were harmless things and tame, 

When charging on the Saxon ranks ! 

BARD OF TYRONE. 

And has their star of victory set? 

And has their sun of glory fled ? 
And will their fallen country yet 

Remember how thev fought and bled ? 
Oh, proud O'Neill ! on, princely Celt ! 

Oh I would to God ! I saw you die ! 
Ere you in low submission knelt. 

Before that bloody fiend, Mountjoy !* 

BARD OF TYRCONNELL. 

My heart is like a serpent's nest. 
All full of bitterness and stings ; — 

My soul is troubled and distress'd 
For thee, O'Donnell, son of Kings ! 

• "A.D. 1603. Hugh 0*Neill, now sixty years of age, worn with care and 
toil, and battle, and in deep sorrow of soul for the miseries of his faithful 
elansmen, met the Lord Deputy Moimtjoy, in i^caceful guise* at Mellifont, 
and there, on bended knees, tendered his submission. But if O'Neill had 
known that the Queen was dead, he probably would have adopted some 
other policy instead of surrendering, as he afterwards bitterly repented his 
act when he heard of her demise."— ./oA» Mitchell. 

14 
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I saw, around the desert wastes, 
Women, and half -expiring men, 

Crawlmg on knees and hands, like beasts, 
To feed on grass and herbage green ! 

BAUD OF TYRONE. 

Near yonder ravine's gloomy mouth, 

Six lovely maidens famish'd lie ; 
The ravens pluck'd their blue eyes out, 

And hardly gave them time to die. 
Before they dipt their black beaks foul 

Into those starry orbs, once bright, 
Where purity's own seraph soul 

Was swimming in their wells of light ! 

BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

Every dismal wind we hear, 

Is pregnant with some dying breath ; 
Eveiy sound that strikes our ear. 

Echoes the awful moan of deatii ! 
Methinks the stars are dead men's eyes, 

Bed-peering thro' the ghastly gloom ; 
And every black-cloud, m the s£es. 

Appears a harbinger of doom ! 

BABD OF TYBONE. 

God ! by whose mysterious will. 

Our perished country thus lies low, 
We pray to thy great mercy still. 

To break the sword that gave the blow I 
To look, with pity from thy throne, 

Upon our anguish and our fears. 
And hear a martyr'd Nation's groan. 

Prostrate in ashes, blood and tears ! 

BABD OF TYBCONNELL. 

God ! who cleft the deep Red Sea, 

And open'd, thro' the mighty mass 
Of waves, a safe and solid way 

To let thy chosen people pass ! 
Look on thy faithful, bleedmg Eire, 

With worse than Pharaoh-bondage bow'd ! 
And o'er the gloom of her despair 

Show thy &:e-pillar thro' the cloud ! 

BABD OF TYBONE. 

God ! whose vengeful arm o'erthrew 
The crime-stain'a city's gilded towers I 

God ! whose wrathful angel slew 
The dark Assyrian's legion-powers! 
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Grod! who succours the oppressed! 

Behold our country's misery ! 
Powferless and stricken in the dust, 

She turns her dying eyes to Thee! 

BARD OF TYRCONNELL. 

Grod! whose lightning-anger blaz'd 

Down in a flood of fiery rain, 
And, with dire vengeance, wrapt and razed 

The guilty cities of the plain ! 
Oh ! bounteous and unbounded Grod ! 

Behold our country reeking red ! 
Oh! let her agony and blood 

Weigh heavy on the oppressor's head. 

BARD OF TYRONE. 

God ! whose bleeding shoulders bore 

The cross to save man's worthless race! 
God! whose sacred flesh was tore 

By mockers and blasphemers base ! 
Pity our torn, tortured land. 

By renegade apostates slain ! — 
Oh! stretch thy all-redeeming hand, 

To raise her from the grave again ! 



EILEEN'S DREAM. 

On the wild, breezy banks of the murmuring Lora, 

The crimson-tinged banner of sunset was thrown ; 
When the Flower of Glencarrig, sweet Eileen MacOaura, 
i Sf By the echoing river, sat weeping alone. 

No more in the halls of her father delishted, 
She joined in the dance of the lisht-footed dames; 

For gnef — ^and the image of him whom she slighted. 
Had darken'd her spirit and clouded her dreams. 

Her fair bosom rivall'd the dark river's sobbing. 
And the twilight blast sigh'd, like a dirge, in her earn ; 

As she press'd her white hands on her sad temples throbbing, 
And bent her pale face in a passion of tears ^ 

She mark'd not the shades growing denser and deeper. 
As the gray wings of eve tum'd black in the west ; 

For the shadow that lay on the soul of the weeper. 
Was dark as the ghost-cloud that mantles night's breast. 

"My OwenI" she cried, "there was never a raven 
Show'd a plimie to the sun, Uke the rings of your hair I 

And there is not a beam on the star-brow of heaven, 
More pure than your heart — ^than your bosom more fairl 
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"Return, oh! return to thine Eileen MacCaura! 

*Twas my pride, not my heart, that was cruel, to thee! 
And while I pretended to smile at thy sorrow, . 

The keen shaft recoil'd with a vengeance on me! 

"I knew you were faithful — I felt that jrou loved me. 
And have I rewarded thy fondness, with pain! 

But, oh! could the tears of a wretched heart move thee, 
Thou would'st forgive me, and come back again!" 

Her voice became faint — for a wild blast rush'd shrieking 
Thro' the shrill- whistling briers, like a lost Spirit's sign; 

And the waves, in their foamy march, dismally breaking, 
Seem'd to sink to their caves, with a hoarse, ghostly cry. 

The black, heavy clouds o'er the firmament drifted, 

like islands of gloom in the ocean of space ; 
And the sad, sullen moon, as they lazily shifted, 

Thro' their wind-torn bosoms half-show'd her white face. 

Who stands on the bank near the desolate maiden? 

'Tis Owen — the night-shades seem'd bound on his broTf — 
An an^el, eternally banish'd from Eden, 

Could only appear like her sad lover now; 

A moment the winds ceased their monotone weary, 
A moment the voice of the waters was still ; 

And a faint, transient gleam from the night-lamp, so dreary, 
Lit his cheek, like the white freezing ^ze of the hill. 

'Tis he — but she feels a cold trembling of terror. 
Like frosty wind, over her heart-fountains creep ^ 

'Tis he — ^but he breathes not a word, nor moves near her, 
And his face, like the moon, seems in silence to weep. 

"Oh I speak, dearest youth I" — half in sorrow and gladness, 
"Forgive me, and pity my folly!" — she said ; 

'But he only replied, in a strange tone of sadness, 
"Farewell! 'till we meet in the land of the dead!" 

Again the bleak wind's dreary whistle resounded, 
And the clouds, like black spectre-ships, swam o'er the sky; 

And the waves, with an angrv shout, sullenly bounded. 
And the lonely owl shriek'd 'mid the darkness on hi^ 

Affirighted she gaz'd on the brow of her lover. 
And death in the gloom of its shadow was there; 

A moment around her his form seem'd to hover, 
Then wasted away, like a vapour in air. 

As the wind-spirit's wrath blights the young summer-willow, 
Or the dark-tassell'd reed by the marge of the lake ; 

Young Eileen sank down by liie surf-cover'd billow, 
As powerless, defenceless, as slender and weak; 
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Thepurple-robed mom was radiantly looking, 
With warm tears of joy, on the death-throes of night ; 

And the sun in his diadem'd grandeur was walking 
The clear, crystal hall of his palace of light. 

And Eileen awoke, with a wild look of wonder, 
And a prayer on her virrin-lips blessing God's name; 

For the mom, in her own downy couch, kugh'd around her 
And her nightly adventure was all a dark dream. 

"Now surely!" she murmur'd, ** 'Twas God sent the warn- 
ing, 

*• I'll take it — away thou false demon, dark pride !** 
And ere the sun pencill'd another bright mormng, 

Young Owen and Eileen were bridegroom and bride ! 

KING MAHON AND OEBHINN, THE BANSHEE. 

A LEGEND OF CBAIGHLEA.* 

When the glory of eve in the red west was dying. 

With its last yellow sheet on the mountain's breast lying, 

Xing Mahon ascended Craighlea's rocky height, 

Vhere the black heather slept, half in darkness and light ; 

Tie ebony clouds spread their curtains of gloom, 

O'w the wild, dreary desert of fern and broom ; 

Aid no echo was heard on the plain or the hill, 

Foi all, save the deep-sounding river, was still. 

Butwhy does the monarch, unarm'd and alone, 
Clinb tne tall, misty crags of the hill's airy throne, 
At tlis weird, solemn hour when the spirit of light 
Lies lead at the desolate portals of night ? 
Noneknows — ^for he stole unobserved from the hall, 
Whenthe red twilight shades were beginning to fall — 
But hi clansmen believed that he often went there. 
At nigit, to commune with a Spirit of air. 

There'ta gray rock that rests in the deep heather-brown, 
Like a luge jewel set in the mountain's high crown ; 
And thre the old Bards and the Seanachies said. 
White (ebhinn, the Banshee, her wild dwelling made. 
And thee, when the night-silver gleam'd on the heath. 
She dismlly chanted her anthem of death ; 
But mon ominous still, on the eve of a fray. 
Was the oul of grief's language express'd in her lay. 

The dark,topmost summit King Mahon has gain'd, 
Where on^ dim streak of twilight yet faintly remain'd ; 
And he faed the gray rock where a white figure shone, 
Like a quen's marble bust seated tall on the stone : 

* On the sudiit there is a large rook, called Oebhinn's Chair. See 
note, p. 41. 
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A cold, thin-blue drapery of mountain-haze roll'd 
Round her form, which dimly appear'd thro' its fold ; 
But she look'd indistinct as the dull, wat'ry rim 
Of the moon, when around it the rain-vapours swim. 

Her gossamer-mantle behind her flow'd light, 
As a snow- veil flung loose on the shoulders of night ; 
And her eyes, thro' the wave of the mist-shadows gray, 
Seem'd starlight reflected on clear, frozen spray. 
A moment the King on the White Spirit gsized, — 
From his proud brow his eagle-plumed barrad he raised, 
And said, in the sweet-sounding tongue of the Gael, 
" Hail ! Queen of the Hill ! gentle Oebhinn I all hail !" 

** To-morrow we go on a mission of blood, 

To feast our red swords on the plain of Sulchoid ; 

The Invaders against us have gathered their powers, 

From the forts of Ath Cliath* and Luimneacn's towers. 

And tell me, mournful herald of fate ! 

How many proud chieftains shall enter death's gate ? 

Or who in the field are destined to prevail — 

The Race of the Hillsf or the Tribe of Clan TaU ?t 

The hero ceased speaking, and Oebhinn replied. 
In a voice, like the wind on the winter hill-side, 
** Ere the eve of the morrow shall blush o'er the wave 
Thy fame shall be great, King Mahon, the brave ! 
The Raven shall fall, and the tribe of Clan Tail, 
'Gainst the sons of the hills, in the field shall prevail 
And now, since the fate of the morrow is known. 
Retire, King Mahon ! and leave me alone 1 " 

Then the mist« gather'd deeply and cover'd the spa 
'Round the cold, gloomy stone where the White Sprit sate; 
And the warrior retreated, and heard, in the wind 
Low moans and deep sighs from the summit behind. 
With the eye of an eagle and foot of a fawn. 
He traversed the hill to the wide palace-lawn ; 
And enter'd the hall where the sons of the sword 
Were feasting their souls with the joys of the bofd. 

Then the nobles all 'rose, with full bowls in thei hands, 

And they hail'd the high Prince of the gold-hiltd brands ; 

And he proudly demanded the sons of tiie lyre, 

For a song on the valorous deeds of his sire. 

From the regal orchestra of minstrels the first, 

A hundred wild harps into melody burst ; 

And they sang the brave triumphs of mighty 4an Tail, 

O'er the fierce Ocean-kings on the plain of Sinail ! § 

• Dublin. 

t The Northmen or Danes were called by the Irish 'vhe Sonfi of the 
Hills I" 
t The Dalcassians often assumed this cognomen. 
\ i.e., Singland near Limerick City, where Kennedy, tl: father of Brian 
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But a strange white-hair'd minstrel appear'd 'mong the rest, 
And six radiant colours adom'd his vest ; 
His face and attire were unknown in the hall, 
Yet his harp spoke the loudest and sweetest of all. 
When he sang of the field and the glory of kings, 
The clang of the battle burst fierce from the strings ; 
And the chiefs felt a martial blaze burning their souls, 
And they shook their broad swords o'er the bright banquet- 
bowls. 

Then the battle-hymn suddenly chan^d to a wail, 
Lake the Banshee's wild dirge for a prince of the Grael ; 
The gray swans of Idr, in their watery retreat. 
Ne'er chanted their night-song so mournfully sweet. 
And the listeners grew pale, and sat still, as if death 
Had flung on their features the frost of his breath ; 
For an accent was heard in each grief -speaking string, 
Saying, " Short is the date of thy glory, Kmg ! " 

Like an insulted god, 'rose the roval Dalcassian, 

His lordly brow black with the cloud-gloom of passion : 

"Bring that minstrel to judgment before me !" ne cried, 

" Spare thy judgment, Monarch !" the minstrel replied ; 

** Red victory shall sit on thy helmet to-morrow — 

A morning of joy and an evening of sorrow ; 

But if thou would'st live, take the wamingi bring, 

Go not to the feast with the yellow-hair'd King ! '^ 

He waved his thin hand to the guests, and withdrew, 
Like the mist of a river dissolving from view ; 
And a pensive sheen spread, like the lustre of snow, 
As each chief made the sign of the cross on his brow. 
The Clarseachs were hush°d, and the banquet was o'er, 
And the sound of the dancers' feet died on the floor — 
The warriors and princes retired for the night, 
To take brief repose and prepare for the fight. 



THE BATTLE OF SULCHOH). 

(A. D. 968.) 

The mom was red on Camailte's head. 

And the woods in the spring-gale trembled ; 
When the Danish powers, from their raths and towers, 

On the plain of the battle assembled ; 
And their hostile shout thro' the skies rang out, 

As their squadrons rapidly muster'd ; 
And their flame-like spears were as fire-crown'd stars 

O'er the blue brow of midnight cluster'd. 

Bora« aided by Oallaghan, King of Munstcr, O'Riordan, O'Malley, O'NeilL 
Oreagh, and sereral other great diief s, defeated the Danes of limeriok, and 
alew thieir pzindpal oommunden in single combat. 
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There was Mniris the Dark, like his own tall bark* 

Moving proud on her sea-kiss'd pinion — 
There was Terrell as fierce as the nre-eyed shark 

Seeking prey in his brinv dominion : 
There was Teithill, black-brow'd as a hailstone doud 

0*er a frozen desert impending ; 
And Bernard, as tall as a castle wall — 

With his locks to his girdle descending. 

All giants grim, in body and limb, 

^uffhty, and stern, and fearless ; 
Traiird and skill'd in the red war-field — 

In arms and actions peerless ; 
The pride and boast of the pirate-host^ 

As leaders and champions daring ; 
Whose Eaven-wingsf were the terror of kings, 

Save the chiefs and the kings of Erin. 

like rav'nous beasts, they slew monks and priests, 

And their banquets were flames and ruins ; 
And wherever they trod, the burning sod 

Told a fiery tale of their doings : 
Their ponderous mail was of haraest steel. 

Ana steel gloves did their hands environ ; 
For the stren^h of their bone was as flinty stone. 

And their smews as rods of iron. 

From the golden plains of their bright domains. 

All Thomond's fierce clans, with their leaders, 
like the headlong sweep of their hill-floods deep, 

Are coming to meet the invaders ; 
And King Mahon strides on in the shining van. 

With his Three Yellow lionsj before him ; 
And his battle-vest on his towering breast, 

And his proud eagle-plume nod(ung o'er him. 

His helmet's blaze was like the rays 

Of the sun on a stormy even'. 
As he haughtily trod, like an angry god 

'Mid the clouds of a burning heaven : 
And the fiery sheen of his host was seen, 

like mom on the white surge glancing. 
When the wave-array of the wrathful sea, 

Is in terrible majesty dancing. 

* "The four Danish leaden mentioned in this stanza, were lords of lime- 
rick, Waterford, Cork, and Dublin, men of great personal strength, bratery, 
and military skill. The field of Siilchoid lies about nine miles north-cast of 
Limerick."— JTea^tn^'* Hist. 

t The Danish Banner. A raven with extended wings. 

t The Banner of the Dalcassian Kings. Mahon was, at the time of ths 
Battle of Sulchoid, King of Leath Mogha, i.e., the entire southern half of 
Ireland. His brother Brian, the future hero of Clontarf, was then Prince 
of .Thomond. It wu the great importance and brillianGy of the Tictoiy of 
Sulchoid that inspired the Eugenian chiefs with enrj agaukst Mahon, whtA 
ultimately led to his murder/' — Annals of Thomond 
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The holy Mass for the race of Cas, 

In the pale-ray'd dawn was offered ; 
And the fierce if orthmen to their God Odin, 

Their prayers for victory jproffer'd : 
While the war-bards strung their harps and sung 

The bold R088 Catka inspiring ; 
And every man to the charge rash'd on, 

With vengeance and vigour untiring. 

They swept o'er the ground, like the mighty sound 

Of floods from a hundred mountains ; 
And the mad steel tore, with a thirsty roar, 

To the depths of tibeir hearts' red fountains — 
The wound-noods swell'd and the armour knell'd, 

As the spears, like fire-serpents, assail'd it ; 
And each broad shield fell, Qke a broken shell, 

From the quivering arm that held it. 

The gleaming blades danc'd and quiver'd, like reeds. 

As if —with their red edges blunted— 
They reel'd up drunk from each cloven trunk. 

To grasp the fierce souls which they hunted : 
And the helmets strong groan'd a horrid song. 

O'er the shrill war-sK)gan, uproarious 5 
While the * * spartha " mock'd the croon of the storm's tune, 

And the swords shriek'd an iron chorus. 

Kmg Mahon first through the centre burst. 

The steel-clad chiefs o'erthrowing ; 
And he swept them away, like the dark-brown hay, 

When the harvest sons are mowing ; 
And the crash of his stroke, like a fsQUng oak, 

Was heard o'er the furious clangor. 
As he broke thro' the ranks, like a flood thro' its banks, 

In the strength of its wintry anger. 

Fierce Terrell came, like a column of flame. 

To oppose the Dalcas leader ; 
And his mountain-height o'er the wave of fight. 

Was seen, like a desert-cedar : 
And shield to shield, on the smoking field. 

They met, like two night-demons rending 
The fiery-gloom of the storm-cloud's womb. 

For the rule of the lightning contending. 

As things of light, in their aerial flight. 

Flash d their arms in ringing coUision ; 
And their spears hiss'd loud for a drink of blood, 

As they leap'd on their deadly mission ; 
But the shafts fell down, with a surly groan, 

From each Bounding buckler's cen^ ; 
As if each strong spear refused, with fear, 

Those terrible shields to enter. 
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Then they drew their ** sparths" and, in riven parts, 

The shields to the plain flew sounding ; 
And the chiefs sway'd back from the fierce attack, 

like waves from a cliff rebounding. 
But the King, with the bound of a £et wolf-hound. 

His ponderous war-axe winding, 
Drove its fiery edge, like a cleaving wedge, 

Thro' the Dane's stout armour grinding. 

His blood wet the plain, as a shower of rain, 

And he reel'd, with his broad breast sever'd ; 
And fell, like the fall of a granite wall, 

By heaven's artillery shiver'd ; 
Then the Northmen raged, and the hosts engaged. 

With a fiercer and deadlier fury ; 
And the broad swords clash'd, and the shields were smashed. 

And the battle-flood roll'd more gory. 

By a moss-brow'd crag, near his Baven-flag, 

The ruler of Luimneach, Muiris, 
Cast his lightning-^aze thro' the red war-haze 

Where uie swords of the Dalgais raged furious ; 
And his fierce appeal to his men of steel. 

Was heard, like a tempest, among them ; 
And wild, as the ire of a river of fire, 

On the men of green Thomond he flung them. 

King Mahon prepare, for the storm of war 

By thy bravest must now be borne ! — 
See those spears rushing bright, as the flames of nighty 

And thick as tall ridges of com ; 
Place thy boldest in front to oppose the brunt 

Of those headlong iron-billows 1 
Let your axes cleave this desperate wave. 

Else thy legions shall fall, like willows ! 

Up march'd to his side, with Uon-pride, 

Young Brian his regal brother ; 
like a wintry tide down the mountain's side. 

Fierce, rushing to join another. 
And the men of Cas, strong as towers of brass. 

Stand, like brown hill-chffs in the vanguard ; 
And, like fire-globes, shined their helms behind 

The wave of their glittering standard. 

As two seas meet in a narrow strait. 

By a thousand tall rocks riven ; 
When the surge-fiends call on an angry squall 

To give them a fling towards heaven ; 
While the clouds look down with a dark'ning frown. 

On their billowy war-dance whitening, 
And toss, thro' the gloom, on their helms of foam. 

Blue-quivering plumes of lightning. 
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Thus on, with the sway of the frantic sea, 

Charged the Danes, with the Raven o'er them ; 
While, as rocks in the flood, the Dalgais stood, 

In terrible might, before them ; 
Then the axe and sword the hosts devour'd, 

And the armour was shivered to splinters ; 
And ten thousand blows in one hurricane 'rose, 

like the howl of a hundred winters. 

As the pine-wood bends when the tempest rends 

Its branchy lords gigantic ; 
As ships are toss'd on the roaring coast. 

By the wrath of the mad Atlantic ; 
So me ranks were wreck 'd, and hew'd, and hack'd. 

And the field with their fall resounded. 
Like the deep, hoarse voice of a lake of ice, 

When the sleighs are driving around it. 

At the head of his band, by Brian's hand. 

Fierce Teithill was cleft asunder ; 
like a crag dash'd down from its steep hill-throne. 

By the nend of the midnight thunder ; 
And a bank of slain 'rose o'er the plain 

Where the cloven chief was lying ; 
And, as red grapes crush'd in the wine-press, gush'd 

The gaping wounds of the dying. 

'Mid the iron sur^e of the mighty charge, 

By a deluge of blows surrounded, 
Luimneach's lord, with his sweeping sword, 

On the king of Leath Mogha bounded ; 
But Mahon broke, with a crashing stroke. 

His casque where the black crest curl'd, 
And down he was cast, like a stately mast 

From a sea-riding war-ship hurl'd. 

Then a panic ran from man to man. 

And tne rifted phalanx was scatter'd ; 
As a sand-built isle by the mad turmoil 

Of the tide and the tempest shatter'd : 
Thus the pirate-throng madly roll'd along, 

As if hell-dogs rushed to hound them ; 
Or as wild beasts dun all roar and run. 

When the wood is in flames around them. 

Tall Bernard stood and call'd aloud 

On his flyinff band of hewers. 
To stand, and orave the headlong wave 

Of their fiery and fierce pursuers I 
But the war-tide swept him down and leapt. 

With the bound of an avalanche, o'er hmi ; 
And he mangled lay on the bloody clay, 

As if hungry wild beasts tore mm. 
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On roll'd the rout, with a hurricane-Bhout, 

Towards Luinmeach's flood-girt towers ; 
And the plains were Uned with ruin behind 

The mass of the flying powers : 
They enter'd the town, and the forts tore down, 

And flames thro' the buildings revelled ; 
And ere day sank to rest in the yellow west^ 

The city in fire was levell'd. 



THE BANKS OF AVONDOUN.* 

Seftembeb's sun is brieht upon 

The briary banks of Avonaoun, 
Whose wavelets run from stone to stone, 

Each playing with its silvery crown ; 
The yellow phuns are silent round, 

On bush and tree the leaves are brown ; 
I sit alone, and hear no sound 

Save thine, blue-streaming Avondoon I 

Oh ! many a day, in June and May, 

I rested on tms winding bank ; 
And mark'd each bud that kiss'd thy flood. 

And beauty from its freshness draiik ! 
Delighted with thy mountain-song, 

Thro' broom and fern, sweet-warbling down, 
I lay thy moorland flowers among, 

^d hymn'd thy praise, wild Avondoun ! 

The red trout's spangled armour eleams 

Beneath thy crystal-shaded cuns, 
As darting playful thro' thy streams, 

They seem hke radiant, living pearls ! 
The green-furze hangs along thy side. 

The yellow star-gems of its crown ; 
The slender fox-glove, crimson-eyed. 

Shakes its bright bells o'er Avondoun ! 

The fields are in a sunny dream — 

Heaven's gemlets glow on bank and bush ; 
And in the hazy, humid beam. 

The ruby haws in clusters blush — 
The darkly glist'ning berries peep 

Between the leaves, half green and brown ; 
Like gray old chiefs, the thistles sleep 

Bende the winding Avondoun. 

* Brown Biver— a poetical name given to a mountain stream iritli wild 
and winding banks. It flows from the hills of Cappantunore and emptiei 
itself into the Shannon, a few hundred yards below the Lax Weir. 
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The summer glads the heart and eye, 

When all looks fresh and young, and green ; 
But let me feel the dreary joy 

That haunts the soul 'mid autumn's scene. 
The fallen leaf, the naked tree 

Rock'd by the gale's wild rustling wing, 
Inmart a weird delight to me. 

That simmier's glow could never bring ! 

Away, ye shadows, wealth and power! 

Away thou stony-hearted town I 
I'll dream alone, one pleasant hour, 

By gentle-flowing Avondoun ! 
Oh ! would I were a bird to sing 

All day around thy lonely flood — 
A flower, or any guileless thing, 

Save wretched liuman flesh and blood ! 

The curlew's solitary scream, 

From yon wild morass rises shrill ; 
The mistis are weaving, in the beam, 

A blue robe for the naked hill — 
The song-birds fly round crag and broom. 

With sun-^old glinting *on,their wings ; 
The pale reed, with its (msky plume. 

Hangs trembUng o'er the marshy springs. 

Gn^ winter's polar blasts are near, 

The scenes look gloomy, grand and wild ; 
Thou shalt more frequent see me here, 

Than when cay summer's beauty smiled ! 
men romid y^^terile Bunmuts Lar, 

The angry-swelling snow-clouds frown, 
111 hail thee then, and love thee more. 

Child of the dark hills, Avondoun ! 



THE LIVING SKELETON. 

A Vision of the Famine Year, 1847. 

The wintry evening's gloaming 
From the cold, blue east was coming. 
O'er the sombre mountains looming. 

With the night's first solemn ttown ; 
Where November's snow lay lightly 
On their foreheads, beaming whitely, 
Through the clouded twilight brightly 
On the dark glens glancing down ; 
And the blast, with spectral moamngs, thro' the frozen valleys 

raved, 
And the bare woods, stark and dreary, with a dismal murmur, 
waved. 




IE w*>"Hi 




^ PTTIg 



Vi^EUB' TtCTIlC TTtTTyy"r ^qq|j^ 

Aai. 25c2 M".nii i r $ siik 




Ttss to Ke Ej ccGxtrr Hin^ 
like a ''WjrfcsF f^furc^irm^ 
I wcpc in angLac, ^t^ 'i^g, 

God has Ices his love of nglit I 
Yet, twas bet a mad t e mytx tion 
That witfa quick itt* illa tion 
Croes'd my aool's blaic^ desolation^ 
like the red flash of the ni^t- 
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night, 
Kaking darkness still more awfol with the tenor of its light 

Hick and heart-sore from my weeping, 
Back I lay, overwearied, sleeping, 
Gloomy thoughts and sorrow steeping 
In a pensive dream of rest ; 
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As a day which clouds deform 
With alternate rain and storm — 
At its sinking, calm and warm, 
Slumbers in the silent West ; 
Pillow*d on the crimson'd ether — thus I lay, in quiet rest, 
When a vision, strange and dismal, tore the spirit from my 
breast. 

In a place of shadows sunless. 
Barren, sombre, treeless, tuneless. 
Weird, sepulchral, starless, moonless. 
Yet not wholly wrapt in gloom ; 
For some cold, unnatural glimmer, — 
like a March night dim, and dimmer, 
Or a wintry moonbeam's shimmer, 
Through a crevice in a tomb- 
Glinted on this realm of terror — this dreary land of dole. 
And grisly spectre-shadows — where the vision led my soul. 

All my heart, with horror shrinking, 
On a uiousand dread things thinking, 
I advanced — each footstep sinking 
In the corpse-befatted ground ; 
Where, uncofiSned and unshrouded, 
Lay the blacken'd bodies crowded, — 
With a pall of blue flies clouded — 
In the festering graves around ; 
While meagre birds of darkness, and lank-sided beasts of prey 
From the putrefying members tore the livid flesh away. 

And amid that fearful legion — 
In this pestilential re^on, 
like a spirit of contagion, 

Sat a woman all alone ; 
Clad with robes of faded splendour, 
Tall, dark-haired, large-eyed, slender. 
With a brow by grief made tender, 
And white as polished stone ; 
And she wrung her lean hands, wildly, venting many a doleful 

shriek, 
With gaunt famine in her dark eye and the plague-spot in her 
cheek. 

Tho' my bosom seemed to fear her, 
And my sad heart wept to hear her, 
I softly ventured near her. 

With respectful look and bow; 
And she ceased her funeral ditty. 
Shaking back her ringlets jetty. 
And with a look of pity. 

Fix d her wild eyes on my brow; 
15 
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Oh ! that baming gbmce of angoiah made my fall heart over- 
flow. 
For it told a thouaand sorrows in her breast that raged bdow. 

"Mourner!" said I, faintly, slowly 
Bowing down my perscm lowly, 
"Why in this plaoe unholy 

And contagious, doet thou weep? 
Has the dark field's deadly malice 
Flung his poison in thy chalice ; 
And is there left no solace 

For the draught that pains thee deep? 
But fly — I must implore thee — fTfm. this plague-polluted 

sphere, 
For death, in all his gnsly shapes, is winging round us here f* 

As gently I addressed her. 

And with mild entreaties press'd her, 

I thought my words distressed her. 

For she shrank, as fnHn a blow; 
In her hands her face she buried — 
And — oh ! sight most dread and horrid — 
The flesh from off her forehead 

Thaw'd away, like melting snow. 
And her long, dark-tangled ringlets fell around her livid feet, 
And the robe dropp'd from her bosom, like a mouldered wind- 
ing-sheet. 

Backward shrank I from the Spectre, 
With many a strange conjecture. 
Gazing on that awful picture 

Of horror and a£&ight, 
Which now stood starkly, dimly, 
In its hideous outlines grimly — 
Gaunt, grisly, and unseemly — 
Before my tortured sight; 
While thro' gaping joint and sinew wax'd the silky-glaring 

light. 
The eyeless skull frowned on me, and the gumless teeth 
grinn'd white. 

Then from the cloud-gloom stooping. 
Foul birds, on black wings swooping. 
Round the skeleton came trooping. 

With strange screams and iron claws; 
And long necks bare and meagre, 
For the chamel-banquet eager. 
And eyes which glared the rigour 
Of keen hunger-bitten maws ; 
While they tore the bluish tendons from the long disjointed 

bones, 
The Spectre writhed with torture and faintly utter'd moans. 
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Then its fleshless brow upturning — ^ 
While the big round drops of mourning 
From its sightless eyes fell burning — 

It vehemently cried, 
"Oh I Thou, once tortured, torn. 
And spat upon with scorn. 
Deserted and forlorn, 

And scourged and crucified ! 
Take this poison-bowl of misery from my tremblings dying 

handr 
And a voice said, "It shall pass from thee, oh, wretched, 
Buffering Land!" 

Thro' my soul the words went ringing. 

Every pulse to fury stinging. 

And the startled blood upspringing, 

Seem'd to bum with agony. 
While I cried, in fearful niadness, 
"Oh 1 dismal thing of sadness ! 
Is there ought of hope or gladness. 
In God's Book of Fate for thee?" 
But the Spectre only answer'd, stretching out its fleshless 

hand, 
"Behold the Dead yet Uving ! child, I am thy Motherland !" 

"Oh ! wond'rous thing of feeling 1'* 
Said I, passionately kneeling, 
"By thy cries to (Jod appeamig, 

By thy wounds, and pains, and tears ! 
Bv the many pangs that harrow 
Thy forlorn heart of sorrow. 
Tell me — tell me, if thy morrow 
Of Redemption yet appears ?" 
But the Spectre thrice repeated, and stiU waved its trembling 

hand, 
"I'm the Lost One of the Nations, thy forsaken Motherland !" 

Then a ray, all pure and splendid. 
O'er the briehtmng sphere descended. 
And, in middle air suspended, 

FiU'd the dusky mist with light! 
And I saw red sun-stars blazing 
O'er a blood-hued arch, upraising 
Its bow, with angels gazing 

From its fiery crescent bright ; 
And the clouds became emblazon'd with a glistening crimson 

dye, 
As they hung, like battle-banners, in the fiercely «flaming sky. 

Then their burning folds divided. 
Where the spirit-lStnd presided, 
And a monster eagle ghded 

Thro' the glowing, crimson floodi 



220 LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 

And his wings, with star-plumes splendid. 

To each horizon extended. 

As his downward flight he wended, 
Where the bony Spectre stood ; 
And his eyes were as two comets shooting war-presaging rays, 
And the son seem'd but a meteor to the glory of his gaze. 

And before this flying wonder, 

All the black graves burst asunder; 

And the corpses that lay under, 
Started mto living forms ; 

And their faces wore a passion 

That no painter's art could fashion, 

While their wild eyes seemed to flash on. 
With fierce scorn, the hideous worms ; 
And they hail'd the mighty eagle, with a world-ringing cry, 
like the war-song of the ocean when the wind-god rxumes by. 

Then those fierce men troop'd together 
Bound the winged king of ether ; 
And each bold man snatched a feather 

From the glorious, royal bird ; 
And they stood all bravely arm'd, 
With one martial ardour warm*d, 
For each plume became transformed 
To a glittering battle-sword ; 
And they rush'd, with desperate fury, on the birds and beasts 

of prey, 
And cut them all in piecemeal, and trampled them to clay. 

Now from earth's black bosom stealing, 
Eose a radiant sun-cloud swelling. 
The gaunt Skeleton o'erveiling, 

W ith a drapery of red ; 
Each joint and bone enfoldmg 
With a symmetrical moulding ! 
While a garment, rich and golden, 

O'er ner growing shoulders spread. 
And a glory o'er her features, like a grand spring morning stole, 
And her eyes blazed with the newly-kindled lightning of her 
soul. 

Then a great host march'd before her. 
With bright banners flaunting o'er her. 
As the mighty eagle bore her 

To a throne of gorgeous sheen ; 
And there in state elated, 
'Mid applauding millions seated. 
Was the proud, regenerated. 
And enduring Ocean-Queen; 
And her face grew fair and fairer, and her sceptre-hand grew 

strong, 
'Till o'er her brow of splendour hung no shadow of a wrong. 
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And a heavenly sunburst crown'd her, 
And the crystal seas around her, 
Seem'd to burst in joyous thunder 
On her diamond-sanded shore; 
And great ships of trade unfailing, 
To her royal ports were sailing, 
And the voice of woe and waiHng, 

On her plains, was heard no more ; 
And her Angel of Deliverance thro' the climes of Earth pro- 
claimed, 
* Return, ye weary exiles ! Lo ! your country is redeemed I" 



THE ROSE OF THE GLEN. 

(a legend of cratloe.)* 

Beneath the deep shadows of Cratloe's wild mountains, 
Where the birchen-boughs wave o'er a hundred blue fountains; 
And each crag's granite forehead is wreathed with l»:oom, 
With the dew-ciystals set in the bells of its bloom ; 
There the wing'd minstrels, throned on each sweet-budding- 
spray, 
Ikiid sunshine and fragrance, sing love-hymns all day, 
While the gale from the lap of the mountain sublime, 
Steals away the sweet soul of the rich-scented thyme ; 
And there, 'mid those glories, secluded from men, 
Dwelt Eily O'Donnell, the Rose of the Glen ! 

No brieht-flowinff garments had Eily to wear. 
Nor gold on her fingers, nor gems in her hair ; 
But simply the beautiful maiden was dress'd, 
In plain peasant attire, which suits loveliness best. 

From Luimneach's walls to Bunrattyes gray towers. 

From MeeUck's wide woodlands to Derra's dark bowers ; 

From Cratloe's tall Castle to Carrigogunnell, 

No peer had the beautiful Eily O'Donnell. 

Her eyes were as violets embedded in dew. 

Or May's sunny heaven, as pure and as blue ; 

She smiled, like the primrose by Coonagh's brown rills. 

She blush'd, like the berries on Boola's dark hills ; 

And she moved on the plain, in the clear simmier noon, 

like the sunray that floats o'er the meadows in June. 

In her cottage, all day at her distafif and reel. 

She sang, like a seraph, the son^ of the Gael ; 

And when winter's snow-carpet lay deep o'er the land. 

The grateful birds knew her, and fed at her hand. 

• Cratloe Oastle was built, in 1610, by Donogh M'Namara and Margaret 
BozTT, his wife. After the Siege of Limerick, Cratloe was confiscated, and 
the Castle dismantled. It was, in 1651, for several weeks besieged by Ireton, 
but it successfully resisted aJl his efforts to reduce it. The last of the 
Cratloe MaoNamaras left it on the day that the battle of Bunker Hill was 
fought. 
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How sweet fell the eve-mist on valley and lawn, 

When she strayed o'er the hills, with her loved Owen Bhan ! 

How joyful the soul of her lover was, when 

He met, in the twilight, his Rose of the Glen ! 

Tho' no lord of the soil, and no chief of the sword. 

He was brave as a hero, and look'd like a lord ; 

Tho* a plain, humble youth, without titles or gold. 

His bosom was proud and his spirit was bold. 

For his was a lineage of glory traced down 

From the Lords of Leath Mogha, whose swords of renown — 

For ever victorious o'er Norman and Dane — 

Crush'd the insolent robbers, on land and on main. 

But the Saxon. prevail'd thro' long ages of blood. 

He conquer'd with gold, for his sword was withstood ; 

And the noble Dalcassian tribe fell bv degrees, 

like a forest despoil'd of its beautiful tre^ ;^ 

-And Owen, tho' bom to a chieftain's command. 

Wait robb'd of his ancestral honours and land ; 

Aq4 doom'd, thro' the round of the season, to toil, 

Oil^OBe plains where his fathers were lords of the'feibil. 

In Ctatloe's tall Castle a chieftain redded, 
By all the wild spells of a wild passion guided — 
(For Cratloe had chieftains, high halls, and gay bowers, 
Ere the hell-harden'd CromweU dismantled her towers) — « 
A lord of the noble Sil Aedha,* whose name 
Shines illustrious in Thomond's grand records of isahe ; 
The stem MacNamaras, whose strong swords alone, 
For ages, secured the O'Briens on their throne. 
O'er Thomond's rich soil lay their lordly domains. 
From Killeely's dark woodlands to Scariffs wide plains ; 
From Coonagh's broad fields to where Fergus divides, 
With the deep-rolling Shannon, his blue mountain-tidlBS. 
From Bunratty of battles and wild warrior-men. 
To the white crags of Burren, and dark Inchiquin. 
O'er those sway 'd the chiefs of the Clan MacNamara, 
Ere the crown of proud Tara was worn at Kinkora ; 
And in every fierce conflict their standard appear'd. 
And their war-shouts for Erin and Freedom were heard. 
Their power made princes and raised them to reign. 
They built abbeys and castles, and burned them again ; 
The Danes, and false Saxons, and fierce Norman lords, 
Were cut) like dry grass, by their axes and swords. 

* Sil Aedha was one of the tribe names of the MacNamfuras of dan Cnilen. 
They were the field marshals of Munster since time immemoriaL Thej 
hnilt twenty-eight castles in Thomond, together with several fine abb^ 
(Quin being the principal), which they largely endowed. In their power 
lay the sole and safe election of the native princes to royal aulhoiity. How 
this mighty and warlike tribe lost their immense possessions, in so short a 
time, is a matter to cause surprise ; but reckless extravagance had a s 
hand in it ; together with the confiscations of Cromwell and James I. 
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How weak was O'Brien ! how fallen was his pride, 

If the brave MacNamara was not at his side ! 

And the grand House of Thomond had little to boast, 

Were it not for Sil Aedha's strong war-cleaving host ;* 

A terrible race, to the battle-field given, 

Proud, tameless, and wild as the eagles of heaven. 

Yet O'Brien, forgetful of kingly renown. 

At the feet of the alien his honours laid down ; 

And the high eagle-nest of magnanimous souls, 

Became the cold dwelling of spiritless owls ; 

Self-quench'd was that ^eat name which burned so long, 

And the fierce torrent died while its billows were strong ; 

The proud Tree, whose high boughs such glorious fruit hore, 

Bow^ its head to the vile dust, and blossom'd no more. 

Yet, tho' o'er green Thomond the foreigner sway'd, 

Witii the arms of her chiefs round his standard array'd. 

The stem MacNamaras, unconquer'd, unbow'd, 

On their own royal mountains stood chainless and proud. 

While their eyes flash'd contempt on the weak-hearted race 

Who barter'd a crown for a yoke of disgrace ; 

But the cancer had eaten their spirits so far. 

They dash'd from their brave hands the strong swords of war 

And sullenly, slowly conformed to the laws, 

like lions indignant deprived of their claws. 

But back to our story of Cratloe's gray castle, 

Where now the owl moans and the dreary winds whistle ; 

And the hawk o'er its ivy-zoned turrets is screaming. 

Where once the proud flag of Clan Cuilen was streaming. 

I sat on its war-worn batuements hoary. 

And siffh'd o'er the tomb of its long-perish'd glory ; 

I gazed on the banquet-hall, dismal and drear. 

And the red-blossom' d wall-flowers waved silently there. 

The spider's frail web spread its wind-torn screen. 

In the nooks where the dreary bat slumbers unseen ; 

The mountain-bee himis thro' the shadowy hall. 

And the snail leaves his gray, silvery trail on the wall. 

How changed from the old, splendid days of its pride, 
When its chieftains lived free, or for liberty died ; 
When its rocky halls echoed with revel and lay. 
Sounding high on the wind, at the close of the day ; 
When the daughters of beauty moved light o'er the floor, 
In the maze of the dance, with the wild sons of war ; 
While its huge hearths blazed brightlv, with bogwood and oak, 
And the rich banquet scented the hall with its smoke ; 

* Fireball and his brother, the Major, who seconded O'Connell in his duel 
with D'Esterre, were the last who represented the valiant blood of the 
dbieftainoy. With them died all that was chivalrous and noble of the long- 
dreaded and illustrious Olan Ouilen. The late Colonel MaoNamara, of 
Ennistymon, was another scion of the warlike and hiatoric race. **Alatt 
for the ion$ of glory t* 
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And the loud laugh of mirth, as the revelry grew, 
Rung ^y from the heart of the reckless Seaan Rudh* 
Seaan Rudh MacNamara, bold lord of the tower ! 
Who scom'd all danger and spum'd all power ; 
At love-feats, and banquets, and combats of steel, 
Unrivall'd and wild as Shane Dymas 0'Neill,t 
Love, feasting and battle, his spirit's delight-— 
A combat all day and a banquet all night — 
A- wooing some damsel, embroil'd with some lord — 
For ever engaged with a love-suit, or sword ; 
Each day saw him bound for the plain or the hill, 
A lady to meet, or a rival to kill. 

One calm harvest-mom he chased a wild deer. 
O'er the brown mountain-peaks, with his sharp hunting spear 
Thro' dark gorge and green heath the frighted beast flew, 
But fix'd in his flank was the steel of Seaan Rudh : 
Thro* the gloom of the forest the fainting deer fled. 
And fern and blade, with his life-drops ^w red ; 
To the glen, where young Eily so long lived retired, 
The child of the desert rush'd down, and expired ; 
The maiden went forth from her home in the shade, 
And moved to the spot where the wild deer was laid ; 
'Tis her own favourite roebuck that lifeless lies there. 
And she rung her white hands, with a scream of despair. 
MacNamara dash'd down, with his green-attired men, 
And beheld, with amaze, the fair Rose of the Glen ; 
Like a young mountain-hazel, majestic she stood. 
While the chief felt a sudden flame kindling his blood. 

"Young Queen of the valley and green birchen-shade !" 
Thus spoke the fierce Seaan to the delicate maid ; 
" The glance of thy blue eye has pierced like an arrow. 
The steel-tempered heart of the proud MacNamara ! 
Come, come to my mansion, thou angel serene ! 
And there thou shalt live, rule and reign as a queen ! 
And Cratloe's broad lands, woods, and hills, snsdl be thine, 
And Coonagh's rich meadows, well stored with fat kine ! 
In my house and my heart, high command shalt thou bear, 
And the gems of a princess shall blaze in thy hair ; 
And men of proud bearing, and maids, light and gay, 
Shall defend thee all night and attend thee all day ; 
And no bride in the land shall be like my young oride, 
With grandeur, and treasure, and plea&ure supplied ! " 

" Proud lord of the forests and mountain-rocks brown! " 
Thus spoke the young maid, when the chieftain was done ; 

* Red John, supposed to be the son of Donogh who built the CMklft. 
Owen Bhan was one of his kinsmen, and he merely carried off Eily to tbt 
oastle for the purpose of trying Owen's ancestral courage. 

t Shane the proud. For an account of tlds wild and warlilu ChieL 
John Mitchell's " Life of Hugh O'NeilL" ^^ 
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* Thy generous offers no maid could deny, 
But my heart with those offers can never comply ! 
Persist not, brave chief ! — I'm defenceless and lone, 
And my heart-vows are pledged to the young Owen Bhan ! 
Nor the splendour of power nor the smooth tongues of men. 
Shall win from his bosom the Rose of the Glen ! " 

The dark chieftain frown*d and the blaze of his eye 
Wax'd red as the lightning, when tempests are mgh. 
From his sUver-rein'd hunter impetuous he sprung, 
And the terrified maid on the wild steed he nung. 
And he bounded behind her, and dash'd from the bower, 
lake a hawk with his prey, to his tall, rocky tower. 

'Tis evening, and Cratloe's gray Castle is ringing. 

With harping and feasting, and dancing and singing ; 

And the dim, hazy crimson of sunset is thrown 

Thro* each stout-shafted casement of roug:h-chisell'd stone ; 

The guests are assembled, in gorgeous attire. 

And cheeks of bright rose-hues, and eyes of soft fire. 

Surround the gay board all with radiant cups starred. 

While the mamal Ross CcUha was sung by a bard ! 

And the cheers of the warriors exultingly run^ 

Thro* the spacious arch'd hall, keeping tmie with the song ; 

And they 'rose, as if rushing to fight round the boards. 

Pealing out their dread war-shout and clashing their swords. 

There were princely O'Brien of famed Lemeneagh,* 
O'Loughlin of Burren, and gallant O'Dea ; 
O'Helur, O'Halloran, O'Grady, O'Heam, 
MacMahon the strong, Maclnemey the stem ; 
The valiant ODonneU, from Luimneach's rich city, 
MacNamara, fierce lord of the towers of Bunratty ; 
MacNamara of Ayle, MacNamara of Quinn, 
And the proud MacNamara of green Corofin ; 
O'Neill, haughty chief of the long yellow hair, 
O'Callaghan, lord of the borders oi Clare ; 
All f eaness and true men, bold, generous and bright, 
And these are Seaan Rudh's brotner-revellers to-night! 

like bricht, pleasant dreams, the gay hours fled away. 
Ere the banqueters mark'd the brief date of their stay. 
Their reckless enjoyment was full at its height. 
And no bosom was sad in the Castle that night ; 

* ** Thk noble manaion/the seat of the ancestors of the Dromoland 0*Biiens, 
▼as taJcen possession of and garrisoned by Ireton's troops, under Gtoeral 
Ludlow, in 1651. They compelled the widowed Lady O'Brien (whose hus- 
band, Connor, was slain, defending the Pass of Inchioronan against the 
Parliamentary troops), to quit her residence, with her orphan son, and seek 
ntage elsewhere. The brigands cut down and burned a great portion of the 
fine old ornamental timber of the demense, besides doing other injuries to 
the grand mansion, which was abandoned by the family in future. The 
interesting ruins of this historic castle are stiU standing.*'— J£«moir of the 
O^Brieni. 
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Kb bosom was sad, oh, fair Ezlj, bat thine ! 

Tho' aromid thee ran focntaina of mnac and wine ! 

She gazed on each proud dame^ and hi^-created chie^ 

And the joy of their eyes niock'd ibe soul of her grief ; 

In secret she call'd on her lover^ with si^is. 

From the wells of her heart, bringing streams to her eyes ; 

And sadly she wept— oh, ye gay warrior-men ! 

Bear her back to her own humble home in the Glen ! 

A stranger appears 'mid the festiral throng. 

His stature is comely, but lofty and strong ; 

In the hall's brilliant centre he takes his bold stand. 

With a dirk at his side and a sword in his hand ; 

And the quick, steely glance of his eye flash'd on idl. 

As the angry youth m>wn'd o'er the guests in ^e halL 

Then up stood Red Seaan, with a bowl amply fiU'd, 

And that high-flowing bowl to the strangrar he held ; 

But the stranger refused — ^with a wave of his brand. 

And the gallant chief flung down the bowl from his hand ; 

** B^ the soul of my lather I" he cried, with a sneer, 

*' Vou are a black Saxon churl ! — say what brought you hero f* 




"Fm come !*' said the youth, "and my mission is strange, — 

A deed of disgrace on your head to ayenge ! 

Yet I am no serf of the Sassenach line, 

For the blood in my yeins is as Irish as thine ! 

You are yaliant in action, and mighty in word. 

Your clan fears your power, and your foes feel your sword 

But I scorn your clan, and your sword, and your power, 

Tho' here I'm alone, in the hall of your tower ! 

Was it valour or honour inspired you to-day, 

To force a poor maid from her shieling away ? 

Now I say to your beard, mighty madman, beware — 

For, by heaven ! if violence has narm'd one hair 

Of her dark, silken locks ! this ^ood sword you shall feel, 

Tho' your person were guarded by ramparts of steel ! 

And now I command you, on death's instant pain, 

To restore, unmolested, the Rose of the Glenl" 

Deep, silent sensation arrested the crowd. 
But the reckless Seaan Kudh laugh'd contemptuous and loud! 
"By the red God of battles ! my Oscar !" he cried, 
** I delight in my soul, at your choice of a bride ! 
Yet now shall our actions of chivalry prove 
Who is worthy to enter the temple of love ! 
Jbi my own Castle-hall you have valiantly come 

the trial, and here will I welcome you home ! 

e love-feat, the wine-bowl, the axe and the arrow, 
e give enjoyment to Seaan MacNamara ! 
sword — my young gallant, I honour your claim I 

', by all that is fair ! you must fight for the dame )" 
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He said, and advanced on the floor^s empty space, 

The guests, standing off, gave the combatants place ; 

The sword, dimly gleaming, is raised in each niuid. 

As forth to the onset the fierce rivals stand. 

The signal is civen — the warriors charge. 

And bravely they fight, without helmet or targe ; 

But the steel of Seaan Rudh, at each movement, drew blood 

And redden'd the floor where the young hero stood, 

The eallant Owen Bhan never falter'd nor fell. 

But defended his person, risht valiant and well ; 

Yet retum'd his blows, with the cautionless might. 

Ever shown by the rash, inexperienced in fight. 

The bold MacNamara, with coolness, flung back 

The impetuous wildness of Owen's attack. 

And caught on his ^ard-stroke, so actively^ spread, 

The blows which his rival had meant for his head ; 

While his eye gleamed, like that of a lion at play 

In the gloomy-arch'd wood, when he sports with his prey. 

Twelve times at his bosom the weapon s point flashed. 

Twelve times from its quick aim that weapon lie dash'd ; 

At last, with a strong, sidelong sweep of his brand. 

He struck the sword ringing from Owen's bold hand ; 

Another stroke f ollow'd and brought to the ground 

The youth, his high forehead mark'd with a wound ; 

He lay, while the foot of the victor was placed 

On his neck, with the sword pointed down at his breast ; 

When Eily rush'd forth from the dais, and dung 

To the youth, like a mother defending her young ; 

Her wmte, slender hand grasp'd the weapon upraised, 

In the chiefs burning face she imploringly gazed. 

And dropp'd on her knees, with a passionate prayer, 

To the wrathful-eyed warrior her lover to spare ; 

The noble Red Seaan, with delight in his eyes, 

Laugh'd aloud, and commanded young Owen to rise. 

"You have well proved your spirit, and eam'd the dame,. 
You are worthy ner favour — ^now tell me your name ! — 
I have tried your affections and found them sincere, 
And for that cause I brought your beloved one here ! 
I will grant you ten acres of bawn, stock'd with kine, 
When the beautiful Rose of the Glen shall be thine! 
But as sure as you stood here before me, to-night. 
If I saw your nerve waver or shrink from the nght — 
Were all the grand lords of Clan Cuilen your sires, — 
I'd strip your stout shoulders and scourge you with briers ! 
But your spirit is brave, and your courage is true. 
And you said what you were bold and ready to do ! 

Brave Owen sprang up, like a deer, from the ground. 
His strength was refresh'd and his raw scars were bound; 
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Every chief shook his hand, with a free, friendly zeal. 
And declared him a scion of warlike Clan Tail ! 
Fair Eily was greeted by ladies and lords. 
Who repaid her affection with golden rewards ; 
A pastor was call'd to the haU — there and then. 
He married Owen Bhan to the Rose of the Glen. 



THE BATTLE OF CORCOMROE/ 
(A.D.— 1317) 
The clans are embattled, at dark Corcomroe, 
And proudly their trumpets and war-homs blow ; 
The blood, bone, and strength of all Thomond are there, 
With lances in rest and broad battle-swords bare. 
The chivalrous powers of Clan Cuilen march on. 
With the proua MacNamaras, like towers, in the van ; 
The plumes of their legions are nodding on high, 
like tall forest-tops waving dark in the sky. 

In their ranks were O'Slattery, O'Hossin, O'Maly, 

Maclnemey, O'Meehan, O'Clarigh, O'Haly, 

O'Hartigan, O'Halloran, O'Meany, O'liddy, 

0*Dea and O'Loghlin, O'Quin and O'Grady, 

All war-season»d champions of vigour and might. 

Bom of proud mothers and nurst amid fight ; 

They spread their battalions' steel win^o'er the plain, 

'Ckunst Donogh the usurper, and fierce iBrian Bajie.t 

And, grim as a hungiy wolf, Donogh is there. 
With the stem Hv-mbloid:J: and the troops of De Clare ; 
Brian Berra, the nerce, at his side takes nis stand. 
With his wrathful eye red as the point of his brand : 
Tall Mortogh the Rough, and Teige Luimnich the Strong, 
Shake their swords in the front of the dense battle-throng— 
Long, long shall green Thomond remember, with woe, 
That dreadful war-gathering at dark Corcomroe. 

Brave Dermod, the brother of Mortogh O'Brien, § 
Arranges the squadrons and orders each line ; — 

* The oomraimnate warrior, Brian Bane, was grandson of Brian Hoe, who 
introduced the De Clares into Thomond. He was constantly engaged in 
military operations, and was the only one of his grandfather's deaoendants 
who survived the battle of Corcomroe. 

t The clans of eastern Thomond, or Omullod, containing the following 
parishes ; Clonlea, Feakle, Kilnoe, Eilfinaghty, KiUuran, Kilseily, Killo- 
jcennedy, forming the present deanery of Omullod, in the diooese of KiUaloe. 
The most distinguished families who owned those places were ^le O'Ken- 
nedys, O'Shanaghans, or Shannons, O'Durachs, and O'Keameya 

t *' Corcomroe, so called from the great grandson of Rory Hor, montrdi 
of Ireland in the third centuiy . He was the ancestor of the (yOanon of 
Corcomroe, and the O'Loghlins of Burren."— -4wna^ of Thomond.' 

\ Mortogh O'Brien, the reigning Prince of Thomond, was absent in 
Dublin, when the battle was fought. Dermod, his brother, who acted as 
his deputy in the Government, took tiie chief command of llie anny 
his enemies in the field. 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 229 

Corcomroe's princely ruler* moved tall at his side, 

And war-lightning blazed in the glance of his pride. 

The sun, in his crystal pavilion of light, 

Seem'd to clear the dark blue-border'd mists from his sight; 

And emblaze, with the dazzling fire of his glance, 

Into terrible splendour, sword, helmet, and lance. 

The shrill blast of conflict has blown its wild breath 

O'er the fiery-ridged swell of the ocean of death ; 

Tremendous the breakers of battle arose, 

'Mid a blood-teeming tempest of life- wasting blows : 

Up leapt the blue flsune-flashing axes in air. 

As if fi[re-fiends were shaking their burning wings there — 

The arms of both hosts in a tangled dance joined, 

Like a ripe field of wheat tossed and swung by the wind. 

As com cut down by the sickle's sharp ed^e — 
Each chief was a reaper, each rank was a ndge — 
So the axe-cloven kerns lay scattered around, 
'Neath the feet of the slayers, like sheaves on the ground. 
From the frames of the warriors the blood-torrents burst. 
Still their weapons, tho' glutted, were raging with thirst ; 
And each chief, in the charge, seem'd a storm-stricken oak, 
'Till hurl'd from his post like a thunder-spUt rock. 

As midnight aurora-lights bursting on high. 
Emblaze the cloud-robe of the star-bosom'd sky. 
Thus the gore-colour'd flash of the swords' quivering blaze, 
Shot its flAme thro' the shroud of the floating blood-haze : 
Broad death-gaps appear in the hosts on each side. 
Like rents made in oanks by the wrath of the tide ; 
And the mingled fight seem'd as a wood half blown down, 
Part waving its boughs o'er the other o'erthrown. 

The fierce Hy-mbloid are all hew'd on the plain. 
And twenty brave chiefs of Clan Cuilen are slain ; 
And few are the men of De Claref left to tell. 
In the halls of Bunratty, who conquer'd or fell. 
Proud Donoeh's heart's blood by O'Connor was shed. 
And Mortogh the Rough, and Brian Berra lie dead ; 
Teige Luinmich is near, with his broad bosom cleft, — 
Brian Bane, of that clan, is the only chief left. 



* OCk>imor, Prinoe of Gorcomroe, by whose hand Donogh (VBiien feU. 

t " The De Clare's policy was to foment continual quurels between the 
Mnior and junior branches of the House of Thomond, and this policy ended 
in their own ruin, for they drew on themselves the deadly rengeanoa of the 
Thomonian chiefs. Out of 2,950 stalwart fighting men who followed De Clare 
to the field of Corcomroe, only 25 returned to tell the stoxj at Bunratty* 
That was the third deadly check their power received in Thomond. The 
last, and most fatal, was at the battle of Dysart, where they were all hewn 
to pieces."— ilnnali of Thomond. 
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THE WAR ^XG OF CLAS COLES. 

HisKy tte fisoe wsr-aoe ^ zSeksuiis Cbn OnkA ! — 

(Tcr tfac BEHt^ibadov^d fae^gos ef Hj-F«KsaaM* am nillHi^ 
Tbe war-fafOov* crested wnh bBaner aanl libde. 

Cp^ MacXamva bcaTc^ 

Son of tfae bocndTTig' waTp ! 
Let tte nd nmbeams Uazeaatfae steel of tiky apoKr ! 

Flower of old heroes gnmd ! 

Marrfial th j mocmtsm-hsiid — 
Swe^ from jour borders the ranks olBeClaure! 

BciTdy the prinoeB and diiefs are s m r om dipg 

Tbe old r^pal standard oi kin^ O'Brien ; 
Fierody their death-telling war-cries are soondini^ 
And their swords flash, like flames in a doaert of pine ! 

Stem and valiant mai, 

O'Maly and brare 0*Qain ! 
OXoog^din, OlElalloran, and gallant O'Hehir ! 

All march in jHroud array. 

Led by the bold ODea, 
To •oooige the false brigands of faithless De Clare! 

Redly o'er Thomond the war-fires are bnming. 
Her plains are laid waste and her mansions laid low ; 

Sadly her maidens and widows are monming 
For the heroes who perish'd at dark Corcomroe If 

*Tb0 andent name of the barony of Inchiqnin, the territory of fti 
O^Deaa and the O^QuinB. From the OQuins, the noble lords of Adare hsft 
descended. 

t ** The battle of Corcomroe was fought by two rival princes of the 0*BikK 
De Clare instigated the qnarrel by espousing the claims of Donosh OBiki 
to the chieftaincy which Mortogh, his kinsman, then rightfollj h^ld. Tkt 
usurper and his adherents were defeated with great loss. TwuktyHMM di^ 
tinguished chiefk of the MacNamaras fell in this dreadful nnragiiaBitL 
ilghtinp; in defence of Mortogh's right. The principal ohiefii 'i^o fall te 
the action were buried in the Abbey graveyard, side by side, with prom * — ' 
marks placed over their graves, which were visible during Trrrntrniet 
the stem fight."— Jnnafo of Thomond. 
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Norman intrimie and wrong 

Wrought her destruction long ! — 
But now by our fathers* proud spirits we swear, 

Soul and sword to imite 

In one strong chain of might, 
And root from our valleys the spoiler, De Clare ! 

Darkly our foes at Bunratty assemble 

On the rich meads and ploughlands which lately were ours — 
Clan Cuilen shall soon make the fierce robbers tremble, 
When her wild lion war-yell shall ring thro' their towers! 

Rise MacNamara proud; 

Beam of the battle-cloud ! 
Fling the bright wave of thy standard in air ; 

March in the glorious van 

Of thy intrepid clan — 
Wreak thy red vengeance on faithless De Clare ! 

The banners of famed Corcomroe's noble leaders. 
O'er bright-flaming ridges of war-axes wave ; 
The pride of the soil, and the dread of invaders, 
O'Conor the free, and O'Loghlin the brave ! 
Soon shall the martial flood 
Spread its broad surge of blood. 
O'er the red field where the battle shall join — 

Crallowglass ^m, and kern 
Stalwart, swift, strong, and stem ! 
Strike ye for Thomond and kingly O'Brien ! 

Proudly the towers of Bunratty are flinging 

Their dark shadows over our lordlv domains ! 
Fiercelv the Norman marauders are bringing 
Death to our people and woe to our plains ! — 

Kise MacNamara strong 

Scourger of tjrrant- wrong ! 
Let thy sword o'er the dash of the war-torrent shine ! 

Kout the wolves from their lair — 

Death to the false De Clare — 
Strike for Clan Cuilen and kingly O'Brien ! 



THE FAWN OF ARD CREGAN. 

I SAT on the brown peak of sunny Ard Cregan, 

The mountains aroimd me lay gloomy and green ; 
And, lit by the daybeam, the cami, kingly Shannon, 

Like a broad belt of gold, roimd the landscape was seen ; 
The fresh wind the crimson-crown' d broom-bush was bending, 

And silenoe seem'd lulling the rich, dreamy scene, 
When, like a white moon-cloud the green steep ascending. 

Came the Fawn of the dark hills, the mild tfosephine* 
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Oh, welcome to heaven, you sweet one of beauty ! 

Sore none but your innocent feet should have trocl 
Those grand hills, so near the high gate of the angelw, 

Where nature is whispering ^one with her Grod. 
Your presence, bright maiden, is like a Mav sunbeam. 

Whose loveliness sweetens the lone, rural scene ; 
No flower looks so gentle — ^no sunbeam so radiant--- 

Nor hill-spring so beauteous as fair Josephine ! 

The sun-clouds are smiling with joy to behold you. 

As o'er the brown-summits their shadows are roll'd ; 
They lift up their silvery veils to enfold you, 

Aiid shake crystal drops on your head's wavy gold. ^ 
While I gaze on your bnght wreath of ringlets endearing 

My hesui;, like an eagle, is lifted with pnde, 
To see you, oh, lovely young Fawn of Ard Cregan ! 

So graceful and free on your native hill's side ! 

And now as I sit by the red mountain-blossom. 

The rich banquet-cup of the ffolden hill-bee ; 
I dream of the days when the daughters of heroes 

Strayed here, in their sweet, native beauty, like thee ! 
But I'll come to those old hills again to salute thee, 

Tho' long is the way, with dark valleys between ! 
We love heaven and nature because of their beauty, 

And you as their darling child, fair Josephine ! 

A MOTHER AT THE GRAVE OF HER ONLY SON. 

White dove of my heart did you leave me so soon ? 

Ere your manhood's young spring saw its sweet summer noon 

When to you tiie fond mim of my bosom I gave, 

Did I think 'twas to nourish a flower for the grave? 

Sure your yoimg brow was fair as the white Drinan Donn, 
Or the rich apple blossom that glows in the sun ; 
The soft evening mist and the stain of the sky 
Only pictured your hair and the blue of your eye ! 

When the young, dark-eyed Colleens were smiling on thee, 
I was wild lest they'd take your afiection from me ; 
But ne'er did I dream that the sad hour was near 
When I'd see you, oh, darling ! so lonely laid here ! 

The morning sim round me is blazoning the dew. 
But the morning, astoir, brings no simbeam to you ! 
On your pillow of dust you are coldly asleep. 
Ana your poor, bereaved mother unheeded may weep I 

You were kind as the bloom of your own native sod. 
And you fiU'd me with joy, like an augel fi-om Grod 
But the brain -burning fever came on you, ostoir / 
And it took you away, and I'll see you no more ! 
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Dread God, whose tremendous and mystical power 
Could cotter a world, or shelter a flower ! 
I bow down my soul to %hj fathomless will I 
But my heart for my darling is sorrowful still ! 

If I rave o'er the dust where my lost treasure sleeps, 
'Tis not I but fond nature that murmurs and weeps ! 
Oh, think, blessed Lord, when thy death-hour came on. 
How thy own Mother sorrowed and wept for her Son ! 

Her hot tears were shed for thy sufferings and Thee, 
As she wept in her anguish, as friendless as me ! 
But Heaven remembered its dear, future Queen, 
And the angels wept, with her, unheard and unseen ! 

Yet why should I dare breathe one sigh of regret. 
Since you call'd my poor child, with your angels to sit ? 
Why should I complain or repine at my loss, 
Since yourself, oh, dear Saviour! expired on a cross ? 

Oh! my heart at the dread picture trembles and heaves, 
To think how you bled 'midst blasphemers and thieves ! 
While your Mother, with soul-cleaving torture and grief. 
Beheld you expire, and could yield no relief ! 

My poor child was cherish'd, and sheltered, and fed. 
But her Child was houseless and hungry for bread ; 
My poor child had weeping friends at his bedside. 
But her Child was tortured and mock'd as He died ! 

Oh! the veins of my cold bosom shudder with dread. 
To think how He sufler'd, and hunger'd, and bled, 
Black want, woe, and sorrow were His from His birth, 
Tho' He gave to mankind all the fruits of the earth ! 

The death-pangs which made my poor darling complain. 
Were as roses compared to the Holy One's pain I 
Oh, FlEither of Love I glorified be thy throne I 
You were kinder to mine than you were to your own ! 

THE BANKS OF BLACK WATER.* 

Now the glowing skies of golden Spring, 
New blooms to tne sunny woodlands bring ; 
The wild bee waves his glancine wing. 

By the lonely, green banks of Blackwater ; 
There the nut hangs brown in the hazel shades, 
And the sweet-brier's spray in the fresh wind breathes ; 
And the wild roses blush, like bridal maids. 

On the lonely, green banks of Blackwater. 

* The piohurnqne valley of Blackwater lies in the oonnty Clare, ahont 
three milea north of Limerick. It is the estate of Colonel T. S. MaoAdam. 
Its anoient name waa Ballykillawn or Ballykilowen. 

16 
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The primroses glow in the emerald wold, 

And the hawthorns flower in their bushy hold ; 

And the low furze spreads its blosson^ gold. 

On the lonely, green banks of Blackwater. 
The glistening river swells and roars. 
And the ash-groves rise, like vernal towers ; 
And the honey-dew streams on the bending flowers. 

By the lonely, green banks of Blackwater. 

The hiUs are white with the bleating flocks. 
The linnets sing o'er the bush-grown rocks ; 
And the fairies play round the shadowv oaks. 

By the lonely, green banks of Blackwater, 
The lilies han^ o'er the waterfalls. 
Where the bn^ht trout play in their sandy halls ; 
And the steep banks rise, like castle-walls. 

O'er the crystalline waves of Blackwater. 

Of all the sweet scenes where the Hower-qneen roTes, 
That the sun-crown'd spirit of Summer loves, 
Give me the dark lawns and the grand, old groves 

Of beautiful, wild Blackwater ! 
The rosy blessings of health are there, 
In the sprinff-balm breath of the fragrant air ; 
Even gloom-brow'd winter looks calm and fair. 

In the sweet, simny vale of Blackwater. 

May thy heaven-crown'd hilh be ever bright, — 
May no evil fiend wave his wings of blight 
O'er thy pleasant fields and thy vales of light, 

Fair-bosom'd, flowery Blackwater ! 
In my dreams thy towering woods I see. 
And again, in boyhood's reckless glee. 
My soul on her wild bird-wing is free. 

By the lonely, green banks of Blackwater. 



REQUIEM FOR TORLOGH O'BRIEN.* 

CBOWNED KING OP THOMOND, A.D. 1280. 

Spo the deeds of the kingly chief, glorious and gallant I 
Sing the fields of his victories, blooay and brilliant I 
Sing his grandeur of soul that was lofty and regal. 
As the hghtning-scorched wing of the doud-deaving ea^e! 

*i " ?^^f^ ^ ^^^' ** ^ P*^ace of Clonioad, after a proaperons xeigii 
Mid a turbulent career of success. He was the greatest soourge tliat^ 
jTonnanB had to contend with. At one swoop he plundered and bmiMd 
heir m-got possessions, and overthrew their castles from Thomoad to 
Youghal, and on his return compelled Bichard De Glare to '*'*'rv it entof 
Bunratty Castle and make submission on his ImeeaJ'—AnnaU 9f 
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Tho' the white ice of death on his cold bier has bonnd hixn, 
With his fiery-eyed warriors, in tear-floods, aronnd him. 
Yet the awfm-brow'd spirit of war hovers near him, 
And his dark frown would still make his enemies fear him ! 

Look back — ere his life's mighty current was frozen — 
To the days when bright victory named him her chosen ; 
When at sylvan Moyadair Dalcassia's tribes crown'd him. 
And the snouts of their valour rang proudly around him ; 
How he stood in their midst, like the tower of the Ghebre, 
While the flashes of heaven seem'd bom of his sabre ; 
As he looked in the ring of their steel-blazing centre, 
like a grand spirit throned 'mid the meteors of winter I 

Remember the day when the plain of Magressian, 
Saw the mad, fienr wave of his battle-brands pressing 
On the wrathful Brian Koe, with his Norman f orayers. 
How his falchion made roads thro' the mass of the slayers ? 
When the mail'd chiefs of Connaught his standard surrounded. 
And the dang of their shields, like a cascade, resounded. 
As they charged from the war-field the ruthless banditti, 
like a flying steel-grove, to the towers of Bunratty. 

Then to see the King-victor, how a'^'ful his bearing. 
How grand and defiant — ^how noble and daring ! 
Begirt by his clans, with their polished spears lifted, 
like snow on the crest of the mountain woods drifted. 
When the starry-brow'd north's icy night-breathing renders 
The dim, wat'ry flakes into icicle-splendours. 
While they hang from the boughs, in a diamond-cluster, 
Wil^ the dawn's golden ring round their crystalline lustre. 

Oh ! never did kins to the battle march prouder, — 
And the trumpet of death than his shout was not louder ; 
And who of his foes was match worthy to strike him ? 
Or who in the field led the fiery charge, like him ? 
Old Thomond is proud of the glory he gave her, 
For he stood on the neck of the Horman enslaver ; 
And his praise, like the sons of a eiant, ascended. 
From Ival the grand to Kinkora the splendid. 

On the field of Tradree the fierce Norman-bands found him,* 
With his lightninff-eyed war-eagles trooping around him ; 
There the red web oi fate by his brave hand was woven, 
And the ranks by his axes, like cloud pillars, cloven, 

* ** A.D. 1287 . At ihe,l>attle of Tradree he enootinterdd Thomas De Oha«, 
fha founder of Bunratty Castle, lin tingle combat, and dove him fh>m 
shoulder to heart with one stroke of his war-axe. The Norman army fled 
in wild panic before bim, and ere they could gain the shelter of their ram- 
parts, they were ahnoet destroyed to a man. Along with Thomas De Clare, 
Sa hii inwwn'tn Fitsmaurice, Sir Richard Taaffo, Sir Biohaxd de Exeter, 
and icv«nl other persons of distinction were slain."— ilnnal* of 2%omofu(. 
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Oh I to see proud De Clare, with his broad shoulder setnet'd, 
How his limbs, drenched with blood, in his death-Btrctggle 

shiver'd, 
While his knights lay around, like tall hill-oaks o*ertiim*d, 
With their broad, waving boughs by the thunder-flames 

bum*d. 

As the wind-god — ^in terrible glory uprisen 
From the red-meteor couch of his dingy-cloud prison — 
Bursts down on the sea, while the big waves awaken. 
Like a chain of snow-bills by an earthquake up shi^en ; 
So burst o'er the land Torlogh's steel-forests glowing. 
The castles and towers of the Norman o'erthrowin«f ; 
Ah ! he scatter'd their strongholds from crag, gkn and by- 
way. 
As the blast sweeps the dust from the dry summer-highway. 

And the people rejoiced when, from warfare and foray, 

He march'd to his halls, *mid the trophies of fflory ; 

like a comet of light, o'er the tempest-fields burning, 

Wil^ its diadem of fire, to its orbit returning. 

Gold shower'd from his hand 'mong the Ollavs and Sages, 

Who gave a pure spirit of life to lore's pages ; 

And we hoary-brow'd priest, and the peasant-maid simple, 

Offer'd prayers for his weal, in the Holy One's t^nple. 

Death stole, like a blast from a desert-cloud dreary. 
And struck the proud eagle while perch'd in his eyrie ; 
In the crimson-oyed paths of the warfield he shunn'd him. 
But watohed, in his peace hours, the vantage to wound him. 
Oh! would that he fell 'mid the sea-dash of slaughter. 
With the blood of his foes rolling round him, like water ! 
How proudly his ghost, o'er the battle-clang glorious, 
Would look on the field where his clans were victorious ! 

One night while the moon's yellow splendour was bright'ning, 

Yon mossy-branched oak that was slain by the lightning. 

The white-sheeted Banshee his coronach chanted 

At the foot of that old tree, by carnage-birds haunted. 

And ere the Day-herald gave silvery warning, 

To-nidit to make way for the pageant of morning ; 

The fierce eagle-soul of the hero was winging. 

Where yon bright aerial wells of refulgence are springing. 



THE COTTAGE MAID. 

The bells of the hill-broom were bright. 
And each cloud, that the sun's glory swims on. 

From its breast flung a jewel of light. 
In their blossomy rings of deep crimson. 
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Mother Nature demanded a dranffht 
From the rain-god, who instantly gave it, 

While her Vonng infant blossom-buds laugh'd, 
As they held their sweet mouths to receive it. 

I tnm'd from the road to a cot, 

With a helmet of straw newly crested ; 
Beside the low entrance I sat — 

On a bench of creen fern I rested — 
The pale, yellow oorder of thatch 

Spread its sheltering canopy o'er me, 
When click went the sound of the latch. 

And out stepp'd an angel before me ! 

While I gazed on the beautiful form, 

The blood to my temples was rushing, 
As her face, like a summer-noon warm, 

Tum'd towards me, half -smiling and blushing ! 
Her hair look'd like gossamer-rings 

Woven round a wmte flower by the fairies ; 
And her eyes slanced, like two simny springs 

Surrounded Dy snow-drops and berries. 

Have you seen — ^when the eve-spirit spins 

Its dim weft of silver-barr*d shadows — 
How the dew-mist of nightfall besins 

To weave its white frmge o*er ttie meadows ? 
So light was the flow of her gown 

Bound the small feet that glided beneath it> 
Half-seen, hke the cean-a-hharCa down 

By the screen of the fairy heath shaded. 

I 'rose and uncovered my head. 

My form to a bow partly swaying, 
Not a sentence I breathed, or said, 

My heart was so many things saying! 
She mvited me in fromthe shower, 

With an accent that savour'd of laughter, 
While she gaily returned to the door, 

And I, at a bound, followed after. 

I sat, at her cheerful desire. 

On a chair, while herself fill'd another ; 
And there, by the bright-blazing fire. 

We began to speak with each other ; 
Our topic was Old Ireland's cares, 

And her ri^ts in the hand of a stranger ; 
Then I hummed o'er a few Irish Aira, 

And gloriously sang the *' Avenger P* 
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I watch'd how the soul in her eyes, 

To the sound of the measure kept dancings 
like a sunburst that shoots from the skies. 

Thro' the azure-fringed summer-douds glancing. 
I mark'd how the lily and rose, 

On her cheek, in tneir sweet play, changed places. 
Each lighting its hue to disclose 

The kindest and brightest of faces. 

She went o*er the son^, every part, 

And said that my smging was clever ; 
While her image leap'd mto my heart, 

To remain in its chamber for ever. 
The rain-god's oblation was o'er, 

And the sun-shafts thro' broken clouds darted, 
When a carriage drove up to the door,* 

And she bade me farewell, and departed. 



THE EMIGRANT'S STORY. 

Oke morning as the pearls of day 

Lay fresh upon the glistening earth, 
A peasant-crowd came down the way. 

With sounding fifes and reckless mirth. 
Tall, comely youths and bright-faced maids. 

And men mature, composed the band ; 
Mothers and sires with silvery heads. 

Leaving their ill-starr'd Native Land. 
Alas ! the landlord's iron hand 

Had driven them from their homes so dear, 
To seek upon a foreign strand. 

The bread which Law denied them here. 
Awhile upon the road they stay'd, 

A mamac-joy they seem'd to feel, 
'Mid ringing cheers, each youth and maid 

Began to dance an Lish reel. 
Oh ! playful sorrow — every brow 

Bright as a rainbow-gleam appears ; 
And yet those eyes, so joyous now, 

Are only cheated of weir tears ! 

But why does yonder dark-brow'd youth 

From the sad pleasure hold apart ? 
As if affliction's poisonous tooth, 

Was fasten'd m his suffering heart ? 

• The event related in the text, happened to a young man (an aoquaint- 
ance of the author), in a certain part of this country. Instead of a peap 
sant maiden, who ne supposed was his entertainer, he had ei^joyeo the 
society and converse of a noble lord's daughter, in the cottage of one of 
her father's tenants, whilst awaiting the aixiyal of some of hat lady oom- 
panioni. 
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It was not thus — some months agone, 

There was not in the county cWe, 
At hurling, dancing, wit, and fun, 

A happier boy than Con O'Hehir. 
One of the regal Dalcas race. 

Proud, generous, hospitable, bold, 
Mighty in form and fair of face, 

Like his brave, high-soul'd sires of old 
The farm he held was but a mite 

Of his old, patrimonial lands ; 
£iVen that became a stranger's right, 

And all was wrested from his hands. 
A^nst the iron will of fate 

He struggled on 'till last May-day, 
When for the robber Poor-law rate, 

His only cow was driven away. 
The harvest brought a blighted crop, 

Potatoes and some little wheat, 
And oats — the markets were not up. 

The greedy landlord would not wait. 
The aeent, hke the devil, ran, 

Witik all his jackals of the law, 
And levell'd Con's poor dwelling down. 

And tum'd him off, not worth a straw, 
While on the bleak and bare road-side, 

His mother, with her thin hair gray. 
Was cast to die — ^and would have died, 

By the cold dyke, that bitter day, 
But a poor neighbour took her in — 

(None, save the poor, feel for the poor), 
And ere the mom awoke again, 

Her earthly debt of pain was o'er ; 
And at her low and lonely bed, 

Her stricken, persecuted son 
Bent sullen o'er the tranquil dead, 

Yet not a drop of sorrow ran ; 
With silent, stonv, tearless stare. 

His eyes were fixed upon the breast 
That nurtured his yoimg life with care, 

And hush'd his infant cries to rest. 
But as he darkly hung above 

Those eyes where now no soul-ray bum'd. 
Her former smile, and look of love, 

Seem'd still upon him fondly tum'd, 
As if her spirit unger'd nieh. 

Ere rising to its heavenly place, 
And cast from its celestial eye, 

A farewell glance upon his face : 
She look'd as if she slept and dream'd — 

In her cold hand the cross was press'd ; 
And beautiful in death she seem'd. 

In Mary's Bacred habU dress'd. 
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There in the solitary shed, 
At the first dingy gleam of day, 

The all-atoning "hSSaa was said. 
For the poor soul that pass'd away. 

StiU Con, with gathered look of gloom. 

Bent o'er his mother^s features dim. 
As if no living breath found room 

Between the lonely corpse and him. 
The thought flashed on him— "Was she flung 

' * Thus in the twilight of her years, 
To perish " — Oh ! his soul was wrung. 

He groaned aloud, and burst in tears. 
" Yes, yes !" he shrieked, "I could not save 

The roof that sheltered your gray hair ! 
But when you're lying in the grave. 

No agent shall molest you there ! 
I fondly dreamt some bnehter day 

Would dawn upon my life's dark stage, 
When I might struggle to repay, 

And bless you in your helpless age ! 
While God would give me health and strength 

To win the meed that toil secures, 
'Till your last moment would be spent. 

My comer and my heart were yours 1 
But all your ^efs are hush*d to rest. 

Here on this damp death-bed of straw ; 
You're not the first, nor yet the last. 

Sent to the amye by British law ! 
Eest on — ^the fiend that wrought this woe. 

Before the eyes of heaven I swear. 
This very night, shall lie as low. 

If there be lead or steel in Clare ! 
And though I wail and weep for thee— 

(Whatever fate your son befalls). 
Thank God, you did not live to see 

The poorhouse and its dreary halls ! 
Bless death ! that spared you not to share 

The double dole of want and age ! 
Bless heaven ! you did not live to wear 

A pauper's vile, detested badge ! 
You once enjoyed a warm house. 

When I was in my boyhood's dawn ; 
I counted then a hundred cows 

Within my father's milking bawn ! 
The wandering scholar was our guest. 

Your hand was full for all the poor ; 
The traveller, seeking food and rest, 

Tum'd joyful to our friendly door I 
If lord or agent wrong'd you uien. 

Small safe-guard were the Saxon laws ! 
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Fnll twioe two hundred daring men. 

Would rush to battle in your cause ! 
The day my father's corpse was brought 

To the old Abbey-wails of Clare ; 
The Macs and Clancys boldly fought, 

His coffin to the grave to bear ! * 
All, all are gone, and you have none 

To join your scanty funeral band ! 
The .blessed clay, and cold, gray stone, 

Must be laid o*er you by my hand ! 
Yet, if from their dirk g^yj, grasB-gro^ 

Our kindred dead coiud speak and see, 
You would not thus be lorn and lone. 

For thousands there would welcome thee !*' 

When the red twilight tinged the wave. 

They brought her to the abbey gray, 
And laid her in the self -same erave 

Where years before her husband lay. 
A plain deal coffin wrapped her frame, 

The price of it a neighbour lent ; 
Her epitaph — ^the Saviour's name — 

The shsunrock sod, her monument. 
Her funeral cortege numbered ten. 

Her humble bier was borne by four, 
Th^ laid her down — the grave closed in — 

They said one prayer, and all was o'er. 
Peacend and happy she sleeps on. 

Untroubled in her grassy tomb ; 
But her forlorn, heart- wounded son. 

Returns to-night without a home ; 
And ere the dawn-star showed its ray, 

A bloody deed his hand had dyed ; 
But his young sweet-heart, Peg^ Dea, 

like heaven itself was at his side. 
Her rich heart with a wild bird's bound, 

Into his very being flew ; 
The darker his misfortunes frown'd. 

The stronger her afifections grew. 
G«ntle as the blessed hour 

When first the new-made heavens shone, 
She was the only desert flower, 

By mercy in his dark path thrown. 
Since chilcmood's happy, golden day. 

Their young hearts for each other beat, 
like two fair sun-clad boughs of May, 

Which miz'd their leaves and blossoms sweet. 



* Fought for precedence to cany the coffin, as a mark of their reipeet and 
Tencratlon for the deceased. The oustom is still practised. 
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Together on the vernal hills 

They stray'd when summer's buds were bom ; 
Together, o'er the bright-green fields, 

They went to Mass each Sunday mom. 
But never to her eyes, *till now. 

Did he appear so stem and strange; 
The gloom of anger wrapt his brow 

W^ere slept i£e lightning of revenge; 
And as the sunburst of her ^aze 

On his dark features cast its light, 
She saw his awful eyebaUs blaze, 

like wild-fire on a bleak March-night. 
With clasped hands and eyes upraised 

She gently cried : "Con ! Con astore ! 
*Tis hard upon you — heaven be praised — 

But, cushla, think of it no more ! 
Believe me, dearest love ! ere long. 

Bright days will dawn for you — for me — 
Forgive the author of your wrong — 

Leave him to God — astore mamreel 
Come to my father's house, and share 

Our fire-side, and our bed, and board ; 
Oh ! bright shall be your welcome there 

To everything we can afford ; 
Kow, dash away that gloomy scowl, 

It ill becomes a brow so fair — 
You know my life, my heart and soul 

Are yours, dear Con ! then why despair ? 
My parents have no child but me. 

Their farm and stock shall all be mine ; 
I'U wed no other youth than thee. 

And all we hold shall all be thine! 
And would you from your Peggy part, 

A hideous d^eed of crime to do? 
And would you break her faithful heart 

That loves none, under heaven, but you? 
I'U bare my bosom to the blow — 

'Twere mercy by your hand to bleed ! 
Rather than live to feel the woe 

That follows murder's crimson deed ! 
The dread pursuit — ^the sure arrest, — 

The sentence of the vengeful law ! 
The gazing crowd, with breath supprest, 

Around the scaffold's scene of awe ! 
And is it my dear Con would have 

The rope upon his white neck there, 
To laimch him to a felon's grave. 

And leave his Peggr to despair? 
Forbid it. Queen of fifeaven !' she cried, 

And flimg herself u^on his breast; 
Her blue eyes melted m a tide 

Of rolling tears that told the rest. 
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The darkness of his rieid brow, 

Soften'd to light and roU'd away, 
As mist that wraps the mountain-snow 

Dissolves before the eye of day. 
He kiss'd the rose-bloom of her cheek. 

And said : **Tho' wrong'd and poor I be, 
I'm not so heartless, base or weak, 

As to eive pain or grief to thee ! 
Ay, let tne sordid tyrant live — 

His worthless blood I shall not take — 
Peggy 1 I could forget — ^forgive — 

Axnillion wrongs for your dear sake ! 
'Tis not the dread of tyrant laws 

That makes me from my purpose start; 
But not for empires would I cause 

One pang to rend your loving heart ! 
Tho' fortune and the world may prove 

To me a quicksand and a snare. 
The brightness of your constant love 

Sweetens my cup of evil there ! 
Farewell! my gentle, angel dear! 

My lot is cast in other lands. 
Where fortune's golden meed shall cheer 

The labour of my toiling hands ! 
I will return to you again — 

But never penniless and poor — 
My footstep shall not cross, 'till then. 

The threshold of your father's door ! 
Farewell — ^you never shall resret 

The love and care bestow'd on me, 
And trust me, I will not forget 

The suffering land I leave — and thee !" 
He wrung her nand, and kiss'd her brow — 

Their gushing hearts'-showers mixed in one — 
He whisper'd in her ear a vow — 

Breathed a blessing — ^and was gone. 



THE PRINCESS FINOLA.* 

Saw ye the yoimg Princess Finola the bright. 
With her rinslets, like sun-glories spun from the light ? 
And her shomders of beauty, whose white waxen mould 
Seems a turret of marble o'erclouded with gold ? 

* Finola, i.e., " Pair ahoalder." She was one of the danghten of Oonnor 
na Srona O'Brien, King of Thomond (A.n. 1466), and became the wife of 
Hugh Roe O'Donnell, Prince of Tyroonnell ana grandfather to the cele* 
brated Bed Hugh, who made Buch elorious resistanoe, in oonjonotuni with 
Hugh O'Neill, against the azmies of Queen Elisabeth. 
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Have ye seen, when the dawn from its porple-draped throne. 
Announces the gorgeous approach of the sun — 
The rose-dyes that burst tiuro* the mist-fringes white ? 
So gentle's the blush of Finola the bright. 

Have ye marked on the emerald finger of Spring, 
All set in dew-diamonds, the daisy's sweet ring. 
With a rich, scarlet border encircling its white ? 
Such the teeth and the lips of Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen a yoim^ apple-tree stirr'd by the wind 
Which runs off with its sweets, and then drops them behind ; 
While its blossoms all shake with a laugh of delight ? 
So heaves the fair breast of Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen, when the snow-in>irit moveth on high, 
Thro' his silver-cloud palace-halls hung in the Sky — 
How the thin vapour-orapery floats in the light ? 
Such the motion and ease of Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen, when the moon thro' the twilight blue swims, 
A bed of May-lilies asleep on their stems. 
How they glow, in their dreams, with the kisses of night ? 
Such the small hand and foot of Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen, when the brown-bosom'd harvest comes on, 
How the ripe-elist'ning blackberries glance in the sun. 
When the sudden beams burst on the mountain's blue height? 
Such the dark-glowing eyes of Finola the bright. 

Have ye heard, in the Spring time of Fancy's young dreams^ 
The sounding of harps or the singing of streams, 
When the dawn of nrst love steeps the soul in its light ? 
So sweet is the voice of Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen, when the eve of a sweet summer day, 
Like the soul of a dying saint, stealeth away, 
How calm Nature rests in the blue heaven's sight? 
So gentle and kind is Finola the bright. 

Have ye seen, in the heart of the lily's white bell, 
A pure, moming-ciystal from heaven's blue well. 
Glancing tremblingly up at its birthplace of light ? 
So rich IS the soul oi Finola the bright. 



NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 

The yellow-orbed moon o'er the blue mountain hun^ 
And the Bella of the Legend their night-anthem rune. 
While the angels seem'd catching the echoes on hi£^ 
As if deeming their music too glorious to die ; 
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I stood by the rush of the waters alone, 
And the sound of those bells brought a dream in its tone, 
For I thought of the bright hours when, happy and free, 
I stole, in the calm summer- twilights, to thee ! 

How pensive the soul thro' life's desert looks back 

On joy's wither'cl flowers left behind on our track ; 

While the brightness they wore, and the pleasure they gave. 

On memory's lone altar their sweet pictures leave. 

Oh ! oft has my heart those bright images view'd. 

And wished that their lifetime again were renew'd ; 

But, 'midst their dim sunset of beauty, I see 

No night-cloud between my fond dreamings and thee ! 

Tho' the sun-gleams which brighten'd my spirit were few. 

And brief were the summer-enjoyments I knew ; 

For my heart-flowers, which panted to burst into bloom. 

Were oom where no kind beams nor soft winds would come. 

Yet one blossom has crown there, all lovely and bright, 

Which the frigid nor& blast of misfortune can't blight ; 

For the sun that gave verdure and life to its tree. 

Was made of the soul-smiles my heart caught from thee! 

And oft in the ni^ht-hour my rapt bosom swells. 
With sorrowful delight when I hear those sweet bells ; 
For their tone on the ear of my spirit is cast. 
Like the voice of dead joys from the crave of the past. 
Then I think of the hours which thy kind smiles made dear, 
'Till each fond thought leaps up from my heart, with a tear, 
Like wild summer-bees, on theur dew-kissing wings, 
All laden with honey, but arm'd ivith stings. 

Oh ! would that my grave were on yonder bright hill. 

Where the moon's yellow curtain hangs dewy and still ; 

My heart to its death-sleep I'd calmly resign, 

If I thought thy dear ashes would mmgle with mine ! 

Our hearts in one grave, and our fond souls above — 

On earth and in heaven united in love ; 

And my heavenliest joy in that bright sphere would be. 

In thy pure angel-brightness, to gaze upon thee ! 



GABADH EARLA* AND THE TWO COOPERS. 

A LEGEND OF LOGUH GUB. 

Onoe on a sunbright holiday. 
Sometime, methinks, in June or May — 
I cannot name the day exact, 
Altho' my story is a fact — 

• It iB said that Garadh Earia haunts Longh Gur, and is, at certain times, 
seen riding his war-horse over the waters, like the O'Donoghue at the Lakes 
of KiUamey. 
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Two coopers who, for months, were wishing 
To spend some pleasant hours, in fishimr, 
Artx^ with moking's earUest heamT^ 
Glad in the prospect of their eame. 
If you require their names to Know 
rif in Wuce them-^m and Joe- 
Two craftsmen of as gallant mettle. 
As ever used an adze or whittle. 

Their workshop was the sole resort 
Of every wag that looked for sport ; 
And there the wildest tales were told 
Of fairies, ghosts, and hidden gold. 
How Terry Flynn and Darby Koche 
Were blinded by the Headless Coach, 
For peeping through the heyhoU out. 
To watch it in its midnight route. 
How lame Teige ConnelTs house was haunted. 
But Teige himself was never daunted, 
Altho' the grisly spirit maul'd him. 
And half-way up the chimney haul'd him ; , 
How a young woman of the Leary's 
Was nursing babies for the fairies ; 
And how the mournful banshee cried, 
Before Paudh Hehir's mother died. 
How drunken, roaring Paul Magee 
Dreamt there was gold beneath a tree, 
Hid in Bill Ryan's garden-end. 
Close watch'd and guarded by a fiend. 
And how, one night, to raise a spree, 
. Paul brought a spade to root the tree; 
But a huge dog, as black as hell. 
Leaped at his throttle, with a yell ; 
Paul used his shanks, at headlong flight, 
And fainted when he saw the Ught.* 

With such wild legendary feasts. 
Brave Jim and Joe regaled their guests ; 
And while the curious yams were spun. 
Tubs, casks, and cans were left imdone. 
But if the listeners laugh'd or sneer'd. 
At once a hostile scene appeared, 
For Jim and Joe, with staves and cleavers, 
Routed the clan of disbelievers. 

But to proceed — the morning broke. 
And Jim, from pleasant dreams awoke ; 
And giving sleepy Joe a kick. 
Dislodged him nom the pillow quick ; 

• It is believed that any person who sees an apparition, Csints 
diately on looking at the lijsht of a candle. 
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And drove him tumbling from the bed, 

About the floor, upon his head. 

Joe clenched his fist — ^began to swear — 

And pray'd for Jim an early prayer ; 

But as his neck-bone was not broke, 

He changed his temper to a joke. 

** Oh ! Joe," says Jim, ** I dreamt, last night, 

A pike, as his as Barrington*s-quay, 
Snapped at my bait, and, with a bite, 

l^k rod and line, and wheel away ! 
I saw him chop the hickory rod, 
Just as a bullock chews the cud : 
About the hook he cared as little. 
Even as I to swing a whittle ! 
But when the rod was chopped and swallow'd, 
He raised his head, and roar'd, and bellowed ; 
And leap'd to gulp me for his luncheon, 
Opening his huge mouth, liks a puncheon ! 
I thou^t to run — ^but devil a shin 

Could I draw upwards from the mud, 
And there, for more than minutes ten, 

As firmly as if hoop*d, I stood ! 
Until I found his huge jaws both 

Cominff in contact with my ears, 
And headlong down his miehty throat 

I roll'd, as one would fall down stairs ! 
I landed safely in his maw, 
- Across my eyes I drew my hand — 
And looked about — and found — and saw 

That I was in Australia's land. 
Up came my sister to my side, 

Biddy, and my poor uncle Tim ; 

* Oh ! mona-mon-diyul r they wildly cried, 

* You*re welcome from ovla Ireland — Jim I 
Say, how the devil did you come, 

And how are all the friends at home ; 
Tell us of everyone that married. 
And everyone that's dead and buried ! 
Does Ireland still pay all England's debt ? 
Or is O'Connell speeching yet ? 
We're told they put him mto jail. 
For only asking the Repeal ! 
We heard by Paddy Oroker's letter, 
That all the Praties fail'd together ; 
That poor John Mitchell was transported, 
Because he was so valiant-hearted, 
To tell the people to get pikes. 
Before they d die like dogs in dykes ! 
That Meagher and O'Brien had gone 
To raise a row at Slieve-na-mon ; 
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That they were taken — tried— condemn'd ; — 
And Doheny hunted, like a fiend ; 
That Duflfy, Reilly — ^patriots true — 
Disheartened, knew not what to do ; 
For England, with one wily stroke, 
The heurt of Patriotism broke. 

If Ireland stands such work much longer, 
Why, by my soul, she*U die of hunger I 
Oh ! better die in Freedom's battle. 
Than suffer more than homed cattle!' 

** 'Welcome or not 1' says I, *IVe oome 
To the New World — ^and here I am! 
Tho' devil a ship, or steamer going 
On water, did I put a toe in ! 
But as to news — I'U tell ye nothing — 
For ye have such a large stock got in ; 
Ye are as cramm'd wim information, 
As if ye swallow'd Dufy's KcUion, 
Now if I could attain my wish — 
The devil roast that hungry fish — 
I'd give Australia — land and main — 
To be in Ireland, back again !' 

'* ' If that be all that ails you, Jim,' 
Cried — ^with a laugh — ^my uncle Tim, 

* Your friends are ready to befriend yon. 
And back to Ireland safe they'll send you ! 
But wear this keepsake for us both. 

It is a warm gold-frieze-coat ; 
Ipurchased it from Paddy Higgins, 
Wno said he found it at the diggins !* 

* Bravo !' says I — and on it went — 
Och ! zounds I I look'd a monument 
Of flittering cold, as soft and fine. 
As if I were dug out o' the mine ! 
But soon it lost its golden hue, 
And quickly into paper grew ; 
And there I was — upon my oath — 
Enveloped closely, like a note. 

' Maybe !' sa^^s I, * I am a letter. 
With money in it — devil a better — 
Or maybe' that my uncle sends 
Me for his likeness to his friends !'^ 

" Off to the post at once they took me. 
And headlong through the port-hole stack me ; 
And in I tumbled, white and fair, 
As well as any letter there ! 

* God save all here !' I kindly said. 
Just as I rolled upon my head ; 
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And snugly lay among the pack, 

With an inscription on my back ! 

But very soon we were hauFd out, 

And for our quarters got the route ; 

The postman pressed me with a stamp, 

Till in my ri os I got a cramp ; 

And only — ^between jovl and mo— 

I didn't like to let him see 

I was a man, and not a letter, 

I*d make the rascal treat me better ! 

Into a thine they call the Mail, 

Smaller ana darker than a jail. 

He stuck me, with some dozens more, 

Directed to the Irish shore 1 

Scarce had I landed safely, when 

We were aU stamped and bacg'd again. 

And thro' the city hawk'd about. 

From house to house, like plaice or trout. 

The carrier took me in his hand, 

* Money !' he rautter'd, very low — 
I knew at once the fellow planned 

To open me — my worth to know — 
•Murder!' roar'd I, from the envelope — 

He dropp'd me, like a coal of fire. 
And off he scamper'd, in a gallop. 
And left me lying in the m&e. 
A big black Peeler pick'd me up— 
I cried out, * Stop the robber! — stop !* 
He dash'd me clinking on the flags, 
And ran as if he'd got new lees. 
At once a crowd began to gather ; 
Some said I was the devil's ' letther,' 
That some attorney's clerk had lost, 
€U>ing or coming from the post. 
And there I lay upon the spround, 
With lauehing crowds, all talking round ; 
At last I knew, amidst the noise 
Of majw tongues, Biyan Sheehy's voice ; 
' Och, Brvan !' says I, * I'll be your debtor. 
If you release me from this letter ; 
Bon't be afraid, I'm not a ghost. 
But your friend Jim that came by post, 
From Australia, all the way. 
Telegraphed across the sea !' 
Bryan took me up — the seal he broke — 
I ^ve a mad shout — ^and awoke ! 

Now was not that a curious dream?" 
"By Jove !" says Joe, ** I dreamt the same 

And thouffht a fish, like Keeper-hill, 
Rose from the bottom of the lake, 

17 
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And ^bbled up my rod and wheel, 

As if it were a fat beefsteak ! 
I heard his mighty jaw-teeth crashing, 

like millstones grinding Indian com ; 
And saw his moonlike eyes red flashing, 

like lightning on a harvest mom ! 
But soon those awful-glaring e^es 
Tum'd into lar^ wheels, carnage-size ; 
And the huge gills of silvery hue, 
Into a pair of horses grew ; 
His back-fins changed to milk-white manes. 
His side-fins tum'd to glitterine reins ; 
And his bright, pearl scale-clad body 

Changed sudden to as grand a carriage 
As ever held a lord and lady. 

On the gay morning of their marriage ! 
And in that gorgeous car sat one, 

With breast and neck, and arms the whitest, 
And ringlets of the loveHest brown. 

And sweetest mouth, and eyes the brightest, 
That e'er bewitch *d the heart of man — 

Nature, you d think, took years to ponder 
On some super-excellent plan. 

To mould and paint this lovely wonder ! 
I heard her angel- voice ring clear — 

Thus sweetly spoke the beauteous vision, 
' Youne man, come sit beside me here ! 

For uiine eiiall be a splendid mission 1* 
I blush'd to think that one so mean 

As I, in my old workinc-dress. 
Should in a carria^^e thus be seen 

Beside such radiant loveliness ; 

* No, please your majesty !' I cried — 

For sure you are the queen of beauty ! 
Mystation can*t be at your side, 

Tho' at your feet I'd kneel in duty! 
I am an humble son of trade !' — . 

* Hush, hush !* she mutter'd, 'Uist, and hear me 
My bridal feast's alreadv made. 

And thou art destined to be near me ! 
Ay, destined to receive my hand, 

And rule the realm of this bright water. 
Where thou shalt reiffn, like monarch grand. 

The spouse of Garadh Earla's daughter !' 
At this my spirit grew elated. 

To hear a queen proposing marriage ; 
No loneer then I hesitated. 

But leap'd into the splendid carriage- 
Yet where the devil did I leap 

But right into the gloomy water ; 



LAYS AKD LBGSNDS OF TBOMOND. ! ^^ 

And sank head foremost in the deep. 

And saw no more of Garadh's daughter ! 
Down went I, like a lump of lead, 
'Till forty feet beneath the flood, 
I stood, le^ upwards, for my head 

Was buried m a bank of mud ; 
I kick'd and struggled to get free. 

Yet deep and deeper down I simk. 
If any one s here, thought I, to see 

Me in this state, he'll think I*m drunk! 
But soon my Christian senses fled — 

I grew elastic as spring-steel, 
For there I was,— ffills, &1, and head — 

Changed to a yefiow, twining eel ! 
Still I could think, and imderstand, 

How I had been a man before ; 
Says I, ' I daren't swim to land, 

For I'd be flay'd if caught on shore V 
So as an eel I was content^ 

And in the mud I made my bed ; 
At night, with other eels I went. 

And on small shells and insects fed ! 
But, one fine morning, while I loU'd, 

Upon a sand^ bottom brown, 
A tempting bait before me roU'd, 

Between the long weeds, floating down ! 
Soon as the gilded thing I saw, 

I snatoh'd and caueht it in my mouth ; 
The hook stuck firmfy in my jaw. 

And wild with pain I danced about ; 
With all his might the angler haul'd 

Me up, thro' weeds and water, twining ; 
And fiercely for the gaff he caU'd, 

And then I saw its sharp point shining 
Above my back — one minute more. 

When through my ribs I felt it tearing, 
And leapii^, I was drasK^d on shore. 

While feUows gather? round me, swearing ! 
Each, ^ih. a wattle in his hand. 

And mischief in his wild eyes flashing. 
Flailed me about thro' sedge and sand, 
like spalpeens in a bam threshing ! 
My back was broke, my ribs were sore. 

And still the devils continued beating ; 
Says one, * The thief will swim no more ; 

Now bring him home — he's fit for eating !' 
* You lie,' says I, ' I am not dead,' — 

When, lo ! you kick'd me from the bed ^ 
But dreams and visions ever vary. 
And always turn out contrary ; 
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Tet I can judge by each wild dream. 
Well have a proeperous day's game I" 

Now for Louffh Gar's blue flood they steered. 

For their day s humour, well prepai^ed ; 

They carried fishing-rods, as strong 

As a brig's topmast, and as long. 

They bore a gaff whose strength of form 

Mignt hold a galley in a storm ; 

'Twas like the anchor of the Ark, 

Or some great (>^clop's handy-work, 

Desi^'d for gaffing whale and shark. 

To kill the fiSi, Joe brought a wattle. 

And Jim secured a tight cork'd bottle 

Of Stein's pure malt, whose spirit mellow 

Would make a Stoic a loving fellow ; 

And I assure vou, for example, 

If you go anf^ing with a " sample,*^ 

You'll catch, with all your heart's best wishes, 

A multitude of blessed fishes. 

When at the Lake they had arrived, 

To get a boat they soon contrived ; 

A well-built waterproof concern. 

Close caulk'd and tarr'd from stem to stem. 

With painted paddle, firm in hand. 

They drove her from the sedgy stiand ; 

Ana in the deep, dark waters flung 

Their pike-baits twirling slow along. 

They troU'd the wide Lake, round and round. 

But, small or large, no fish they found ; 

So they began to calculate. 

After the (Eiy's expiring heat. 

The finny tribe, like human sinners, 

Miffht feel a whet to eat their dinners. 

And, with this truthful hope inspired, 

They waited 'till the sun retired — 

Spreiad their repast, and exercised it> 

And with the arop of malt baptised it. 

The sun went down, with burning blushes; 
The song-birds sought the sheltering bushes ; 
The comcreak commenced his croon. 
And up the blue east stole the moon. 
Large pitch-black clouds, with inky fringe, 
Gave tne lone Lake an ebon tinge ; 
The billows roU'd with meanings dbrear. 
Like suffering spirits in despair ; 
The sale blew with a sullen howl, 
Shrill screamed the restless waterfowl ; 
Black grew the rayless brow of night, 
Ab if the mooiv had lost her lis^ht. 
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Midway npon the Lake's dark breast, 

The boat a moment seem'd to rest, 

As if some hidden thing of force 

Had stopped her in her drifting course ; 

The fishers leaned upon her side, 

And look'd into the deep, dark tide, 

And saw an arm'd chieftain stand, 

Beneath the waters, stem and grand ; 

His breast was clad with silver mail. 

His limbs were sheathed in bumish'd steel. 

And a gold helmet, on his head, 

Such burning rays of gloiy shed. 

That all the orightest polish'd gems 

Of Europe's kindly diadems 

Seem'd m a blazing halo roU'd 

Around the ornamented gold. 

Awhile the craftsmen speechless gazed. 

With wonder, in the sun-bright tide. 
That like a mine of jewels bla/d, 

In rings of light, on every side, 
As if the brightest orbs that hung 

In tiie dim, blue crystalline sphere, 
Were melted in one mass, and nung 

In fiery waves of splendour there. 

** Give me the gaff !" in accents low, 

Said honest Jim, addressing Joe, 

" HI hook that golden hcU — ^why, zounds ! 

Look, man, 'tis worth a million pounds! 

If I can gaff it off his head. 

Then, 'pon m^ oath ! our fortune's made ; 

We'U bie as rich as Jews or Quakers — 

All Rothschild 's fortune's in that hat — 
More than would buy a million acres, 

Landlords and all, and more than that ; 
Think, man ! what glorious sprees we'U raise ? 

At balls how grand we'U turn out ? 
P^ple will stare in mute amaze, 

While, like two lords we'U dash about 1 
Our carriage thro* the streets shaU rattle. 
With servants and postillions brave — 
Courage, they say, is half the battle. 

And nothing venture, nothing have !" 

Now leaning o'er the boat's low side. 
He thrusts the eaff beneath the tide ; 
And in the chieftain's ear he stuck 
The rustjr-^inted iron crook. 
The chieftam, with a furious roar 
Shook the whole Lake from shore to shore; 
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And to the snrface of the stream, 

With one indignant bound^ he came ; 

The friehtened Ck)oper8 seized each oar, 

And pml'd, like maomen, for the shore. 

While in a whirl of tide and wind, 

The ancry Spectre strode behind! 

The Le&e against its banks rebell'd, 

And o*er its sounding borders swelled ; 

The lightning blazed — the thunder rolled, 

The woods grew mad — the tempest howFd^ 

The clouds around the sky were hurPd, 

Like smoke- wreaths of a burning world ; 

Each red flash, like a fierv snake, 

Leaped on the storm's back round the Lake, 

Dancinff the universal fling 

Vpon the tempest's mighiy wing. 

The rain-god dash'd his cloud-gates wide, 

And downward plimged the aerial tide; 

Prodaiminff, witn its awful sound, 

How thus die ancient world was drown'd. 

Pazzled with lightning— drench'd with rain, 

The^ tug the heavy oars in vain ; 

Amid the elemental rout, 

From wave to wave, they're dash'd about ; 

Blinded with teeming rain and spray. 

Each puUs his oar a different way ; 

And the crazed boat is whirl'd along, 

like goal-ball 'midst a hurling throng. 

Still Garadh Earla fiercely press'd 

Upon them, with his flaming crest ; 

Near and more near his fiery plume 

Is sparkling thro' the stormy gloom ; 

At last, with one gigantic stride^ 

He's scowling o'er the vessel's side — 

Joe groan'd— Jim gave a frantic yell. 

And fainting from the seats they f ell— 

The boat's strong stem the Spectre seized. 

And crew and all in air upraised ; 

And, as a stone hurl'd from a sling. 

He drove them, with one mighty swing. 

From the Lake's centre to the strand. 

Deep, rooting in the sedge and sand. 

Awhile, insensible as clay. 

Amid the broken wreck they lay ; 

At last they 'rose, and stared about, 

" By Jove I" says Joe, ** our dreams are out !" 

Now if this story's truth you'd know, 
€U> learn the tale from Jim and Joe ! 
But, if you seem to doubt one tittle, 
They'll cleave your ear off, with a whittle. 
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PADDY MAC CARTHY TO HIS BRIDGET 

MAC SHEEHY. 

AiR.—**Paud?iem O'UcfffeHy,*' 

Abrah, Bridgid Mac Sheehy, your eyes are the death o' me, 
And your laugh, like a fairy sthroke, knocks out the breath 

o'me! 
The devil a cobweb of slumber, till dawn'd the day. 
Has cum to my lids, while the long night I yawn'd away I 
Och, you heart-killing imp, 'twas your witchery puzzled me, 
Like a bird by a night-wisp, your beauty has dazzled me ! 
I'd rather be forty miles running away wid you. 
Than live to be parted, ten minutes, one day wid you ! 

Ton my sowl, I was dhramin^ last night that you came to me 
Wid your own purty smile, bke a sweet drink of cream to me, 
Says you, " Paddy Carthy, I'm cuming to marry you !" 
" Oct niy jewel," says I, **to his Riverince I'll carry you !*' 
So I thought my poor heart cave 'a thump, like a prize-fighter, 
As off to the cfaApel I jumj^'o, like a lampli|;hter ; 
But scarce had the priest time to see how his robe was on. 
When— och, blood-an'-turf ! — ^I awoke 'ere the job was done ' 

Now troth, 't s a heartache, betune you an' I, Biddy ! 

To let that sly rogue of a dhrame teU a lie, Biddy ! 

If your sweet mouth just says, "my dear boy, here's my hand 

to you !" 
By the lord of Kilsmack I Paddy Carthy will stand to you ! 
In the meadow 1*11 mow, in the haggard I'll work for you ; 
Say the word, an' Til walk on my head to New York for yon 
My heart wid the heat of devotion so beats for you, 
*Tis just like a little child crying for sweets to you! 

Did you hear what a great name my ancesthors had of id ? 
Prom Blarney to Munsther they own'd every sod of id ; 
The MacCarthy Mores they wor christen'd by raison, sure, 
Of their fighting and feasting bein' always in saisin, sure ! 
Arrah, thim wor the boys tlmt kep up the ould cause for us. 
Ere a red robbing sthranger cum here wid mock laws for us f 
Rale jewels they wor for love, spendin' and sportin' too. 
An' sure I'm a boy of their clan that's now courtin' you! 

There's Judy Moloney, wid ten on the watch for her — 
Her uncle cum to me to make up match a for her ; 
There's Thady Mulready, by Loch Quinlan's water, clear, 
Paith, he'd gi* me six cows it I'd marry his daughter, dear ! 
But no, by the powers ! I wud rather co be^ wid you. 
Hopping irom village to town on wan leg wid you. 
Than be walking on two, wid a rich heiress stuck to me ; 
If I'm not spealung true to you, darling, bad luck to me I 
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You're the qneen of the lilies that grew up so tenderly. 
An* your leg is as fair as white wax, moulded slenderly 
The oerries are so like your lips that the ]^ick of 'em, 
Ipluck'd from the bush till I ate myself sick of 'em I 
Wliere the hawtree its flowers to the sunbeams is Imn^iiig up 
I saw, like your white neck, a blossom-branch standing up, 
I climb'd to get at it — ^you'd pity the trim o' me— 
For, bad luck to the thorns, they carved every limb o' me ! 

m purchase the best wedding ring in the town for you ! 
Or, oy thunder, to make one, I'd pull the moon down for yon 
If I could lay my hand on the sun for a crown for yon, 
Sure I'd be the boy wud win light and renown for you ! 
Now, Biddy, my jewel ! what l^ve you to say to me ? 
Just give up your heart without farthur delay to me ; 
And I will bless this as a glorious fine day to me— 
If a queen got such courting, by Jove, she'd give way to me! 



THE ROSE OF ARDCRBGAN. 

A ICAIDEK-BLOSSOM mildly blooms 

Where bright Ardcre^an's mansion towers; 
And wild bees fill their honeycombs 

With golden nectar from the flowers. 
Tve sung of Thomond's virgin grace. 

And mue-eyed Limerick's stately girls, 
But yet the Rose of beauty's race 

Is lizzy of the radiant curls. 

I saw her in Ardcregan's hall. 

With beamy ringlets round her spread ; 
As if some loving sprite let fall 

A shower of sunbeams on her head ; 
Above her bosom's gentle swell 

Her young face glow'd with heaven's bright soul ; 
like morning o'er the lily's bell. 

When Nature's pearl shines in its bowl. 

How brightly glows the April dawn 

Upon the heath-flowers of Knoc More ? 
And whitely blows the Cean-na-bkan 

On wild Cuilmain's enchanted shore ; 
The dawn so bright — the flower so white. 

Like her fair cheek and bosom glow — 
Her neck's like Obhin's sacred height 

When dad with stainless sunny snow. 

*Tis not her witching charms of youth 
That touch'd my soul with silent joy ; 

But 'tis her heart's exalted truth 
That shows the angel in her eye — 
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It ia the riclmess of her mind 

That like a cultured rose-knot blooms ; 
like wealthy ore the more refined 

More pure and precious it becomes. 

Her lip is music's roseate throne, 

Whene'er she speaks or sweetly sings ; 
like the soft air-narp's heavenly tone 

When winds breatiie o'er its tairy strings ; 
Her robes are like white clouds that stir 

Around the lovely star of even* — 
If all the angels belike her, 

I dearly long to go to heaven. 

Well may her sire rejoice to be 

The author of this glorious pearl ; 
And mother's soul exult to see 

Herself bright-mirror'd in her girl ; 
And as the golden arms of mom 

Around the queenly rose are flung ; 
So doth her loveliness adorn 

The Celtic stock from which she sprung. 



FIEEBALL MAC NAMARA'S ADDRESS TO HIS 

PISTOLS. 

Comb here, Maira Ban* with your brow like a queen, 

And fill me a cup of our darling poUeen ; 

Fill it up, like your proud spint, sparkling and high, 

Till it beams to the brim, like the elance of your eye ! 
Here's freedom for Erin ! here s joy to the brave 
Who sank in her old glorious cause to the grave ! 
Here's woe to the tyiunt, and shame to the slave, 
And death and disgrace to the traitor and knave ! 

Come here, Baus gaun Soggorttf and show me your mouth, 
You've always told truth when you spoke inside out ; 
Now ril give you your breakfast of powder and lead, 
To blow out tne brains of some arrogant head ! 

Hurra ! boy^ hurra ! to the combat away ! 

There's conquest and glory before us to-day ! 

I'll cool my red vengeance and crown my desire, 

Witii a place on the field and a quick round of fire ! 

Thro* Erin and Britain our glory is known. 

And the skulls of dead foemen would build me a throne! 

• Maira Baa, i.e., Fair Mary, vas FitebalVa sister. 

f Death without the Priett was the appellatiou he gave his pistols. 
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Oh! many a ball from vour black iron mouth, 
Has entered their noddles and blown their souls out 1 
Then up, ** boy," to-day for the gallant old game, 
Do you dash your thunder, and Til take the aim ; 
Ana our foe must be moulded of iron or lead, 
If we fail to dismantle the roof of his head ! 

I was nurst b^ red danger and fed by the sword,* 

I owe no allegiance to monarch or lord ; 

But if they are tired of their lives, let them try 

My ^uck, and I'll show them a quick way to die! 

Then here's your brave health. Bans gaun Soggorth, ttsMrl 
And here's to the foes that shall meet you no more ! 
And here's to the friends of Old Irehmd, and all 
Who pride in her glory and weep for her fall I 

I fought at the battle of Vinegar Hill, 
And I thresh'd the red Sassenach hirelings to hell ; 
And lest you may think that I'm coining a lie, 
See, here is the print of a ball in my thigh If 

Oh ! Erin, poor Erin, acuishla machree I 

If your riffhts could be won by the hajid oiSeeumBtddKfX 

We would fight in your cause, Bans gaun Soggortf and me, 

To make you a Nation immortal and free 1 

But rd rather ten times to the mad battle walk. 

Than sit, like a woman, to spout idle talk ; 

Soft words will not drive foreign foes from the land. 

But try them with steel, boys, and see will they stand ! 
Sure that was the way Brian thresh'd out the Danes, 
And sure, that's the way that all slaves break their duons! 
And sure, the real language of Freedom's brave sons, 
Is the ringing of pikes and the roaring of guns ! 

If you would be freemen— one eloquent blow, 
Aim'd bravely and bold, at the head of your foe. 
In the green open field, or the wide bloody breach. 
Would gain you more glory than ages of speech ! 

Sure that was the way that our forefathers spoJee, 
And that was the way that they dash'd off their yoke ; 
And that was the way that they held their broad land^ 
With the fire of their hearts and the deeds of their hands I 

Oh ! I blush to behold each degenerate son, 
Kneeling down to the robbers, to beg for his own ; 

* When a child was after heisg haptised, the first morsel of food pat intv 
its mouth was from the point of a sword 

f It IS believed that Fireball fought incog, with the peasantry at Yinefir 
Hill, where he received a gunshot wound in the thigh, from the aAqIb of 
which he was lame during the remainder of his life. 

t The oountry people supposed him to be inynlnerable, like AWhn|^ 
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Cronching and fawning, and praying for grace, 
And kissing the sconree of his coun&y and race ! 

But away to the neld, Baua gaun Soggort, away ! 

There are conquests and honour before us to-day ; 

I'll cool my red vengeance, and crown my desire, 

With a place on the sod and a banquet oi fire I 



MO BOCHAILLIN DOUN. 

AiB.— "Jfy Mother-in-law" 

ShsOTETIDE is coming, the dear happy times 
Of match-making, marriages, pancakes, and rhymes ; 
I'll put on my bonnet anil new satin gown, 
For I'm going to be wed to mo BochaiUin Doun !* 
Oh ! Cuishla astoir, mo BochaiUin Doun I 
With your fair face that never was dark with a frown ; 
And your locks like the mist in the gold of the sun. 
And your lips like the wild rose, mo BochaiUin Doun ! 

From Dublin he brought me a bright golden ring. 
And his face looked as proud as the face of a king ; 
And he sang me a song, like the harp's mellow tone, 
When I whispered, * * I love you ! " mo BochaiUin Dovn ! 
Oh ! Cuishla astoir, mo BochaiUin Doun ! &c. 

He loves, with a deep love, the land of his birth, 
Her name and her rights are his music on earth ; 
And 'tis you have the spirit, the blood, and the bone, 
To fight for your country, mo BochaiUin Doun I 
Oh! Ouiahla astoir^ mo BochaiUin Doun I ^o. 

He is the best hurler and dancer in Clare, 
He courts at the wdkct and he fights at the fair ; 
And a blow of his wattle would knock a bull down, 
For strong is the hand of mo BochaiUin Doun! 
Ohl Ouiahla astoir, mo BochaiUin Doun! &c. 

Last Sunday he kick'd up a row with Tom Neill, 
About Daniel O'Connell, the Queen, and Repeal ; 
So he clench'd his brave fist and put Tom on his crown, 
** There's physical force /" s^s mo BochaiUin Doun ! 
Ohl Cuishla astoir, mo BochaiUin Doun! &c. 

At the races of Limerick he rode the black horse, 
And, like lightning, he clear'd all the leaps in the course ; 
And the wild Irish Marquis from Wateriord town, 
Took a treat and shook hands with mo BochaiUin Dcuft! 
Oh ! Cuishla astoir, mo BochaiUin Doun, &o. 

My poor fearful mother advises her child. 
To luive nothing to do with a lover so wild ; 

• literallj, pnlae of my love, my little, brown boy. 
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But ni coax him, and soon cool his hot spirit down. 
And ril tame the wild frei^ of mo BoehcUUm Dotm I 

Oh ! CmsKla astoir, mo BochaiBin Doun ! 

With your fair face that never was dark with a frown ; 

And yonr locks like the mist in the gold of the snn. 

And your lips like the wild rose, mo BochailUn Doun I 



CAPTAIN BRENNAN; OR, THE OUTLAW OF THB 

HILL.* 

AiB.— **7%ere'« Whiskey in the Jar J' 

Tho' this cold gloomy cell is my dwelling of sorrow, 
'Till the gallows and rope liberate me to-morrow ; 
I fear not death's coming— I sigh not with sadness, 
But, Molly, your treachery drives me to madness ! 

Oh ! false-hearted Molly ! 

Your treason and folly 
Havd slain the undaunted, young Outlaw oi the HjII \ 

I loved Erin's land as a child loves its mother, 

But now I must die by the laws of another ; 

Yet on Eilworth's proud hill were those law-makem by me^ 

Oh 1 I'd give them a trial before they would try me ! 
And 'tis there I'd do my will. 
And young Brennan would be still. 

The dauntless and^daring, young Outlaw of the TTili { 

But the jail holds me fast, and the chains hold me faster. 
And the black, detested hangman will soon be my mast^ ; 
Farewell, my dear friends, if yet I may have any. 
But my friends are too few and my enemies too many! 
And forlorn here I pine, 
'Till the fatal rope shall twine. 
Bound the neck of the dauntless, young Outlaw of the HiU ! 

Yet if Fate allow'd a chance — oh ! one little chance only — 
To free me once more on the hills wild and lonely ; 
Whether on the Galtees' side or the plains of ELilnnnane, 
Oh ! then they'd catch the winds ere they catch Oftptsin 
Brennan! 

And no woman e'er would bring 
The law-hounds of a king, 
To chase the bold, undaunted, young Outlaw of the HiU! 

* When Brenoan lay in Clomnel Jail pending his exeoutioii, hemtTUtBd 
hj TDKDJ great people out of curiosity. Among the rest oama a bankrapt 
Banker. '* Oh, Brennan/' said he, *' I'm prond to see yoa hen V "Tm 
ought not," replied Brennan, "for when the world refoaed your nolai^ I 
took them I" 
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I trampled the laws that my country infected, 

I plundered the rich, but the poor I respected ; 

I reign'd, like a king, spuming foeman and malicej 

And the hill was my tlm>ne and the greenwood my palace I 

And my law was my word, 

And my fortune my sword. 
And freedom was my kingdom in the dark shades of the Hill ! 

Ye friendly glens and mountains whose fond bosoms woo'd me, 
To shelter and rest when the bloodhounds pursued me ; 
Oh ! never again in your wild shades I'll wander, 
With my blunderbuss primed and my purse filled with plunder! 

Farewell! dear shades, farewell! 

In other days you'll tell 
Wild tales of the daring young Outlaw of the Hill ! 

The merchant and the lord I deprived of their treasure, 
And sat on the dark heath to count it» at leisure ; 
But my hand to the weak, in pity was extended. 
And the poor man, in his need^ I have always befriended ! 

And never before God, 

Has a drop of human blood 
Stain'd the hand of the daring, young Outlaw of the Hill ! 

Oh ! many a day have the red soldiers chased me. 
And in vain to the depths of the mountain glens traced me ; 
Their swiftest I outstripped on the morass and common, 
'Till at last I was betrayed by a false-hearted woman 1 

But shame shall mark her head. 

When silent^ with the dead, 
lies the brave and undaunted, young Outlaw of the Hill ! 



THE IRISH MAIDEN TO HER LOVER. 
Air. — **Maire Ban aatoir" 

Old Erin's sons are gay. 

In the camp or banquet-hall ; 
But my darling Seaan Ban Oge^ 

Is the gayest of them all I 
His manly heart beats high 

With Freedom's holy glow ; 
And the village maidens sigh 

For my Seaan Ban Oge! 

The sunny curls play 

O'er his forehead's snowy mould ^ 
His smile is ever gay. 

And his bosom warm and bold ! 

* ¥ur young John ; pronounoe Shawn fiavn 0, in sinliilgi 
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He loves his native land. 
And he hates the foreign foe — 

Bed Hugh's high heart and hand,* 
Has my Seaan Ban Ogel 

The berry on the brier, 

And the star that g^nides the ship ; 
Speak his eye of melting fire. 

And his raddy, glowing Up ; 
The pearl, all refined, 

From the ocean-sands below, 
Tells the beauty of your mind. 

My brave Seaan Dsm Oge ! 

I love him, as the bee 

Loves the dewy sweets of May — 
As the song-bird loves the tree 

In a sultry summer's dav— 
As the floweret loves the dew. 

When the twilight splendours glow. 
So my throbbing heart loves you, 

My brave Seaan Ban Oge ! 

Had I the wealth of old 

That to Brian's palace flow'd ; 
Or all the ^ms and gold 

That Prmce Morosh's hand bestow'd rl* 
Or if Thomond's fields were mine, 

That with milky treasures flow ; 
With my heart, they'd all be thine. 

My brave Seann Ban Oge! 

He is prouder than a king. 

And he's generous as the rain 
That the kindly heaven of Sprinjs^ 

Sheds in sun-tears on the plain ; 
Yet he's fiery, free, and wild. 

As the chainless desert-roe ; 
For Nature's Irish child 

Is my Seaan Ban Oge ! 



EILEEN OGE MACREE.t 

Air.— *' Irish Molly," 

Mat wore her crown of emerald, begemm'dwith flowenuuid de# 
And heaven look'd upon the scene, with smiles of sunny blue 
When by the Shannon's kingly tide, I wandered forth to see 
The honey of my bosom's love, sweet Eileen Oge Machreet 

* Bed Hugh O'Donnell. t bforogh, son of King Brum; 

t Young Ellen of my heart. 
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How stately, how sweetly, how beautiful she looks ? 

Her cheeks are like brignt lusmore-beUs beside the iraimy 

brooks 1 
And tho* no lordly court, nor hall nor golden dower has she, 
Yet rank and power would bow before sweet Eileen Oge 

Machree! 

Bank and wealth, and pride, and place, in peasant homes are 

not, 
But if vou'd see a beauteous face, go to the peasant's cot— 
If you'd find virtue's virgin rose on beauty's vestal tree, 
Qo to the humble Irish home of Eileen Oge Machree ! 
How stately, how sweetly, &c., &c. 

I'd climb Knocfeima's fairy peak, where Bonn is on his 

throne, 
I'd swim the Shannon's dashing tide, at midnight dark and 

lone; 
O'er wild Camailte's wintry snow barefooted I would flee 
Tosaze upon thy angel-brow, sweet Eileen Oge Machree ! 
How stately, now sweetly, &c. &c. 

Her face is beauty's palace, and her eyes have fairy power, 
She's holy as a seraph, and she's modest as a flower ; 
So sweet in look, so pure in heart, so rich in loveliness. 
Like one of heaven's bright daughters in an humble earthly 
dress! 
How stately, how sweetly, &c. &c. 

As towards the grand and glorious sun the eagle lifts his wing. 
As rosy buds fly open at the vernal touch of Spiring ; 
So quick my bummg fancy wings its eager flight to thee. 
So opes my heart before thy charms, sweet Eileen Oge 
Machree ! 
How stately, how sweetly, &c. &c. 

To me thou art the gale that brings the rain to hill and boweri 
When Nature's mouth is thirsting for the deWy evening 

shower — 
I have two wishes in my heart — oh! would kind heaven 

decree. 
Poor Erin free, and you mv own, sweet Eileen Oge Maolnree I 
How stately, how sweetly, how beautiful she looks ? 
Her cheeks are like bright lusmore-beUs beside the sunny 

brooks; 
And tho' no lordly court, nor hall, nor golden dower has she, 
iTdt rank and power would bow before sweet Eileen Oge 
Machree ! 
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THE BEAUTIES OF PLASSY.* 

Oir the bright lawns of Plassy green April is glowing. 
By her grand woods the Shannon is gloriously flowing, 
And the young-budding leaves on the mossy Doughs ring^ 
With the golden-toned air-notes of sunny-eyed Spring : 
The spirit of love from the fountains of heaven, 
light, beauty, and soul, to the landscape has given ; 
And the flowerets look up to the warm-smiling skies, 
Witii bright tears of sweet, silent thanks in their eyes. 

The sun-chorded breast of the river is spangled 

With wavelets, like masses of silver-chains tangled ; 

And the old trees, like warriors when battle is ended, 

Rejoice in their blue-aerial banquet-hall splendid: 

The floods sing the songs which their great Maker taught 

them. 
When first into motion and music He brought them ; 
And each vernal bud opens its balm-hearted chalice, 
To catch the air-pearls that drop from his Palace I 

A day-flood of fflory the mountains is shrouding — 
A star-host of flowers the gay meadows is crowding; 
And the fresh healthy breeze from the uplands comes wingmg, 
A Spring-hymn of love to the laughing fields singing. 
How bruliant's the scene — how resplendent above it. 
The clear heaven smiles, as if looking to love it ? 
While Nature, in rich, virgin emerald clad. 
With a soul-gush of melody praises her Crod ! 

The gay bees are seeking their banquet of honey. 

Where the flowers on the moss-banks smile silent and sunny; 

And the fisher is out on the rocks of the shallow, 

Alluring the trout from its sandy beds yellow. 

The flood and the mill-wheel are tumbhng together, 

like two mighty giants at play with each other ; 

And the proud domes of wealth thro* the foliage-screens peep, 

With their lawns half in sunshine and shadow asleep. 

The corn-lands are barr'd with long, bright-verdant ridges, 
And the ereen- vested blossom-bells glow in the hedges ; 
The lark has flown up to yon white cloud-isles riven, 
like a soul chanting joy on its bright way to heaven. 
The Falls in a war-ds^ce of glory are sprinmng, 
O'er the rocks, in white splendour, their broken might flinging} 
And the woods, round the shores, wear one sun-robe of beauty, 
From the Isles to the brown tide of wild Annacotty. 

liO ! Cray Castle-Troy, by war, tide and time batter'd,t 
Stands, like an old chief with his armour all shatter'd. 



* The cotmtiy seat of the late Bichard Biusell, Esq., one of tlitl 
enterprising merchants that Limerick ever saw. 

+ This once strong fortress, with its surrounding lands, belonged to ^ 
tribe of the MaoKeoghs. It was severely battered by Orconwi^s oeiuioa, 
but after the last siege of Limerick, it was entirely cusmanlled aodr 
Upi together with other castles which defended the pasaes to the oUy^ 
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As if musing, in eloomy and gaunt desolation, 

On the red, feudal days when Green Eire was a Nation. 

There the warlike MacKeoghs, in their power, ruled and 

revell'd, 
And often in fight were their sounding spears levell*d 
'Till Cromwell the fiend, with his tower-cleaving cannon, 
Plough'd their strong Castle- walls on the brink of the Shannon. 

There once a young maiden, whose beauty was peerless. 
Was woo'd by a chieftain, rock-hearted and fearless ; 
But she shrank from his eyes that, impassion'd, were gazing 
On her brow, like a flower, when the noon-sun is blazing. 
Then the chief went away, while his jealous soul bum'd, 
And at nighty with his clan, to the Castle retum'd ; 
In her hi^ chamber- window, MacKeogh's angel daughter 
Sat, marking the star-rays that jeweird the water. 

The sentinels dozed on the airy-brow'd watch-tower, 
And the midnight gale swept thro' the echoing beech-bower ; 
And the robber's approach to the hall of the Castle, 
Was hid by the woods 'mid their hoarse, leafy rustle. 
Up the spiral stone-stairs rush'd the clan, with swords ready, 
And their chief, in her chamber, has seized the young lady ; 
Away, in his steel-sheathed arms, he brought her. 
But MacKeogh, springing up, heard the screams of his 
daughter , 

**To the rescue!" that cry thro' the fortress is ringing. 

And around him, like wolf-hounds, his clansmen are springing ; 

On the lawn are the midnight marauders confronted, 

Like foxes or deer from their hill-coverts hunted. 

With a yell, 'mid the wood's two-fold darkness, they battled, 

And the swords' iron echoes promiscuously rattled — 

MacKeogh has defeated the brigands, with slaughter. 

But a spear has been thrust thro' the breast of ms daughter. 

There's a caoine for the dead, and sad eyes, wild and tearful. 
Gaze on that fair breast, with its wound gaping fearful ; 
While grim on the sward, where the knot-grass is woven, 
Lies the dark robber-chief, with his high forehead cloven. 
And oft were their pale spirits seen, when the grey licht 
Of eve, fringed the green, golden skirts of the aay-ligEit ; 
And the ni^t-faring fishermen long shall remember. 
The death-shrieks they heard in that old ruin'd chamber. 

Sweet Plassy of bright streams ! how lovely, when even 
Plants its star-jeweh on the blue bosom of heaven, 
To stand 'mid thy shadowy glories, beholding 
The mist-robe of night thy wild grandeur enfolding? 
• While the Falls' deep-toned echoes are solemnly crooning, 
like a concert of ghost-harps in harmony tuning ; 
And the groves, with their dew-circled diadems glistening, 
In silent delight, to the anthem seem listening 1 

18 
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Sweet Plassy ! my fond muse were proud of her duty, 
Could she weave m her wild song one beam of thy beauty ! 
But God did so brightly and richly array thee, 
'Tis an angel alone that could praise or portray thee I 
Thou seem'st as if, on deep Shannon's green border, 
Nature's first glowing signet of beauty and order, 
Was set upon thee, when from chaos upborne. 
Earth roll d in the beams of the first golden mom ! 



THE FAIRY HURLING MATCH. 

A LEGEND OF MUNGRET.* 

" Yes, I know he's still living ! he's haunting my dreams !" 
Said youn^ Brideen Dhuv to the hag of the Dell ; 

** On the ni^t of his wake the old Fort seem'd in flames, 
And the candles were quench' d, by whom no one could tell ! 

* * Sure there was not a tree in the woods of Tirvoe, 
So sturdy and straight as my comely Fineen ? 

But when he came sick from the meadow, I knew 
By his looks, he was struck by the dark Fairy Queen ! 

** The lightning was dead in the heaven of his eye, 
And his brow wore the gloom of the shadows that roll, 

At evening, between a churchyard and the sky. 
And his face had no beam from the sim of his soul ! 

** And as I sat weeping alone on the style 
That's between the old church and tne little boreen. 

While his funeral passed into the grey, ruin'd aisle, 
I was call'd — 'twas his voice — he was near me unseen! 

** And, oh ! if you can, by your knowledge or art. 
Tell me where my lost darling may happen to be, 

'Twill give comfort and peace to my poor, weeping heart, 
And here is a gift of bright silver for thee !" 

The Fairy-hag listen'd to Brideen's sad tale — 
Awhile she stood pausing, and made no reply, 

But moved to the door, and look'd round on tne vale, 
Then tum'd on the maiden her dark-flashing eye. 

** This eve is the vigil 1" she said, " of Saint John ! 

And if you have courage, I'll tell what you'll do ; 
When the shadowy star-cloak of midnight is on, 

Gro into yon fiela near the woods of firvoe I 

"There wait by the hedge, with two briar-boughs cross'd 
O'er your head, and, l^lieve me, you shall not wait lon^ 

When you'll see the dear youth whom you mourn as lost, 
At play in the midst of a numberless throng ! 

* « Mungret Abbey was built under the patronage of St. Patrick. WlMBi 
Brian Boru was making bis conciliatory tour through the kingdoai, after 
receiving the crown of Tara, his first visit was paid to this Abbey, 'frtMN bt 
laid twenty ounces of pure gold on the grand high altar." — J'awr 
Annatt. 
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" For the task I'll embolden your nerve, with a charm, 
And when Fineen shall move near the spot where you'll 
stand; 

At once — mind my words — grasp him well, by the arm, 
And hold this skein dhu* at his breast, in your hand ! 

** Mark well my instructions, or dearly you'll rue, 

Aye, even the single omission of one — 
Fear not — ^to yourseB and your errand be true. 

Fail not — ^and your victory of love shall be won ! " t 

The maid from her cheek brush'd the tear-dews away, 

And silently stole to her wood-shaded home, 
And pray'd, 'till the dim, purple pall of the day 

Lay over its lord in the sea's golden tomb. 

Night lighted her star-diamond-fires in the blue 

JEmpyrean fields where the Spirit of Gk)d 
Its burning thoughts into flame- worlds threw, 

'Till their blaze in a limitless universe glow'd. 

Midnight came, and the life-pulse of Nature seem'd hush'd, 
And each lone hill look'd black as a slumbering raven, 

As if their great souls to the planet-halls rush'd, 
To listen awhile to the music of heaven. 

Now Brideen, all trembling, began to repair 
To the airy field named by the hag of the dell. 

Who knew what the heart of the maiden could dare 
For the sake of the youth she loved wisely and well. 

She traversed the dark plain, and stayed at the hedge 
Where the boughs of the brier huns cross'd o'er her head ; 

While the moon, m the east, show'd her thin crescent-edge, 
like a pearl, stealing up from her gloomy sea-bed. 

The timid maid gazed, while her heart thrill'd with fears. 
Round the field where the moon thro' the shadows look'd in ; 

As a pale, dying penitent looks, thro' her tears. 
On the gloomy record of a dark life of sin. 

* A black hafted knife, belieyed to possess the power of breaking fairy 
enchantments. 

t The last of those fairy sybils who pretended acquaintance with the mys- 
tical lore of the spirit world, was the far-famed Biddy Early of Kilbarron, 
County Clare. She was a very wise woman, she buried four husbands and was 
buried herself a few yeara ago. The people held an emphatic belief in her 
power, and numberless are the stories told about the wonderful cures she 
performed. She was not a mercenary impostor, for she'd take nothing, 
neither money nor value, from any person whom she could not serve, and if 
the required service could be rendered she'd accept nothing but the merest 
trifle, never surpassing a shilling. Her patients came to her, even from the 
remotest parts of the country, and none ever regretted a visit paid to **poor 
honest Biady /"as she was affectionately termed by all who knew her. I 
once had an accidental opportunity of an m.terview with her. She predicted 
ereaits in the far and near future of which I made private and special notes. 
I was entirely sceptical in ail she had said, yet in course of time I was 
aatoaished to experience the complete truth of her prophetic revelationfi. 
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A sudden fog roll'd o'er the desolate field, 
And 'rose in cloud-towers, as if demons of air 

Descended from all their high places, to build 
A hall for the Monarch of darkness there. 

Then a murmur of sounds, intermingled and loud. 
Like echoes sepulchral, sweU'd hmlow and long ; 

As if the crejr wmgs of that earth-walking cloud, 
Conceal d, in debate, a wild, turbulent throng. 

Soon the dark fog uplifted its broad skirts again, 
Like the screen of a stage, and reveal'd to the maid, 

A numberless group of light figures, in green. 
On each side of the field, like an army array'd. 

Lnpatient, with "hurleys" held forward, they stood. 
And Brideen, with one keen, sweeping glance, view'd them all, 

But her heart gave a leap, like a fish from a flood. 
When they call'd upon Fineen to toss up the balli 

At the name, her glad soul shot its arrows of light. 
From the stars of her eyes, thro' the midst of the band. 

Where she saw her beloved, in his vigour and might, 
Fling the ball towards the sky, like a bird from his hand. 

With uptum'd faces they eagerly gazed, 

Thro the low-hanging cloud, where the fljring ball went, 
And cheering aloud, with their hurleys upraised. 

To strike it, they rush'd, in its rapid descent. 

Down it came, and young Fineen, as rapid as light, 

With one bold, sweeping blow struck it off towards the South ; 

And it hiss'd thro' the tlu-ong, in its swift-winged flight. 
Like a hot iron globe from a cannon's black mouth. 

Away went the hurlers — each flew, like a bird, 
Over hedges and dykes, in pursuit of the ball ; 

Not a grass-blade nor leaf in their light track was stirr'd, 
And the swift-footed Fineen was foremost of all. 

Towards the old church of Mungret the flying throng sped— 
Weird laughter, and cheering, and yelling arose ; 

While over the grass-circled homes of the dead 
Roll'd the ball, whirl'd on 'mid a torrent of blows. 

In and out thro' the grey Abbey-ruin they dash'd. 
Jostling and wrestRng o'er crosses and stones ; 

Loud rang the dark tombs, while the strong hurleys clash'd, 
And drove into dust broken coffins and bones. 

Up bounded the ball on the old steeple's crest, 
And hid in its dark-tangled ivy -plume there ; 

But as thick and as clamorous as crows round l^eir nest 
Up flew the wild throng, save Fineen, thro' the air. 
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With their hurleys they slash'd the dark ivy away, 
Tripp'd, jostled and tumbled each other about, 

*Till n'om the deep covert of leaves where it lay, 
Between rolling and tossing, they struck the ball out. 

Away to the ground went the tumult again, 
And off, towards the mist-shadow'd woods of Tirvoe, 

Dash'd the crowd, like a storm-hunted wave, o'er the plain. 
While before them the ball, like a chased raven, flew. 

A^n they came sweeping and bounding amain. 
To the broad, yellow field near the dark-bosom*d wood 

And the ball, from the heart of the throng, was struck in 
Towards the bush where Brideen by the gloomy hedge stood. 

To the ditch rush'd the crowd, but Fineen was the first 
To raise on his hurley and strike up the ball ; 

On its path thro* the dim sky the Fairy throng burst, 
As if a mad whirlwind had Ufted them all. 

Fineen on the field, gazing upward, remained. 
While the hurlers tumuituously roll'd thro' the air. 

And the maid look'd as if her life-pulses were chain'd 
Between wild fear and doubt, love and hope, and despair. 

Humbly signing the Cross — "Holy Saviour !" she cried, 
** Protect and restore him, this dark night, from harm !" 

Her spirit grew strong, and she sprang to his side. 
And grasp'd him, at once, by the stout, manly arm. 

Still imheeding he stood, gazing up thro' the air 
Where the noise of the hurling a moment was hush'd ; 

Then a roar, like the sound of the storm's voice there, 
Was heard — and around her the Fairy host rush'd. 

Quick as thought, from the robe of her bosom she drew, 
(While her crasp on Fineen was still firmer press'd) 

The spell-breaking blade of the dreaded skein dhv^ 
Wmch she held in her right hand before the youth's breast. 

With horrible screamings the wrathful crowd reel'd 

From the wierd steel which gleam'd in the hand of the maid, 

But she trembled and sank, in a swoon, on the field. 
And dropp'd from her faint grasp the magical blade. 

Like the wind's dismal sound in a churchyard, at night 
The Fairy-throng fled, with a wild, sullen roar ; 

And Fineen was gone — and the soul-guiding light 
Of reason returned to the maiden no more. 
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THE BARDS. 

Oh, for the Bards ! the glorious Bards I the pride of the days 

of old, 
When the honoured claim of a manly name was not f onnded 

on servile gold ; 
When the chiefs of our land, with chivalrous hand, gave Grenius 

a regal crown, 
While the soulless knave to a nameless grave, like a grovelling 
worm Went down ! 

When, with godlike might, 
Worth, fame, and right 
Were defended by steel-nerved men — 
God of the Free ! 
It was grand to see 
The pomp of our country then ! 

Here's to the Bards ! the brave old Bards ! who kindled the 

martial fire, 
In Chief and Prince, with the eloquence and magic of harp and 

lyre; 
When the soul of the proud, like a lightning- cloud, flamed up 

at the thrill of Song, 
And leapt to the fight, with a fierce delight, to avenge 
unmanly wrong : 

For the brave Bards gave, 
Like a mountain- wave, 
A sweep to the warrior's brand. 
And fired him to show 
The mark of his blow, . 
When a tyrant was in the land. 

The Norman Lords, with their valorous swords, to our Isle as 

Invaders came. 
But soon they grew to that land more true than the Irish in 

birth and name ; 
For our Island-Song, with a witchery strong, on their souls 

threw an Irish spell, 
And their brave hearts felt the fire of the Celt, and they show'd 
they lov'd Erin well. 

But gone are the Bards, 
And the Warrior Lords, 
The pride of the times of yore ; 
And a bloodless race 
Has taken their place. 
Where freemen are seen no more ! 

Oh ! splendid days when love and praise were the meed of the 

bold and true — 
When hands were strong to resent a wrong, and traiton and 

knaves were few ; 
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When no hireling spy dared come to pry ronnd the homes of 

the toiling poor, 
For our Princes ruled, with a rod of gold, in their people's love 
secure ; 

And the halls of the Peer 
Shook with roaring cheer. 
And the traveller was welcome in — 
God of the Brave I 
It was grand to live 
In the Kingdom of Erin then ! 

Then here's to the Bards ! the proud old Bards ! that hurled our 

clans to fight, 
like the headlong dash of a thunder-crash, 'gainst a foreign 

Invader's mi^ht ; 
When our chieftams broke from Henry's yoke, what sharpen'd 

their battle-swords 
To strike for their right, with courage and might? — 'twas the 
songs of our brave old Bards — 
High souls of Song ! 
Stem foes of wrone ! 
Since perished your order grand, 
The lions are dead — 
The eagles have fled, 
And jackals have curst the land. 

THE BATTLE OF MONABRAHER.* 

A.D. 1510. 

The crimson crown of mom in the yellow orient shone. 

And a heaven-flood of fulgence on the bright'ning earth was 

thrown; 
The azure-breasted mountains laid their cloudy night-robes by, 
And the rivers danced in glory, with their sounding songs of joy. 

To Monabraher's marshy plain the stem Ealdare advanced. 
And grandly, in the rising sun, his spear-ridged columns glanced ; 
Magnificent his cavalry — a living iron wave — 
Moved on, in grim and glittenng pomp, with crested helm 
and glaive. 

There's vengeance in his raging soul, for Thomond's hostile 

King, 
And he has vow'd a dreadful scourge to Thomond's land to 

bring; 

* " A.D. 1510, the liOrd Justice Fitzgerald, Earl of Kildare, raised a great 
army of English and Irish, and marched through Munster, taking spoils 
and capturing castles. After many uninterrupted successes, he marched 
into Thomond, to despoil the country, and take vengeance on Torlogh Bonn 
O'Brien, for aiding MaoWilUam against him, at the battle of Knocktow, 
fought on the 19th of August, 1504. O'Brien, MacNamara, and MacWilliam, 
wim their several clans, met him at Monabraher, where a fierce encounter 
ensued, in which Kildare and his army were defeated, with heavy loss, and 
totally routed from the field."— Jfemotr of the O^JBriens. 
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For, since the furious battle-day of slaughter-dyed Blnocktow,* 
A deadly hatred, fix'd and fierce, between the chieftains grew. 

And now to ravage Thomond's soil the wrathful Lord is come — 
A stormy gleam of vengeful joy lights up his eve of gloom, 
As on the fertile, simny hills, with bummg looks he gazed, 
Where white-fleeced flocks and lowing herds, in chequer*d 
numbers grazed. 

Is it a sudden sun-blaze which has burst on yonder height, 
As if the branches of the wood had tum'd to shafts of fight ? 
As if the fern, and larchen groves that skirt the mountain-glen, 
Were all transformed to banners, spears, and ranks of warlike 
men? 

Lo ! 'tis Clanrickard and O'Brien, and MacNamara stem, 
With many a bearded gallowglass and yellow-skirted kem ; 
They march against thy host, Kildare ! — The battle of Knocktow 
Was bloody, but to-day thou hast more bloody work to do ! 

Then spoke the bold O'Donnellf to the proud Lord of Kildare, 
**To meet those Dalcas wolves of blood let every man prepare! 
For, by St. Columkille ! I think we'll hardly keep our ground. 
Except we pay them death for death, and more than wound 
lor wound ! 

'Tis true we foiled them at Knocktow, yet 'twas a chance 

of war. 
But now, my Lord, we've come to beard the lion in his lair ! 
And here he's rushing on us, in his angry might and pride, 
So meet him bravely, steel to steel, and let our fate be tried !" 

Then, with a sullen, haughty scowl, the fierce Kildare replied, 
** Bear quick my order to the troops to lay their spoils aside ! 
Let Baron Kent and Bamewall command the left and right, 
Whilst in the front ourselves will bide the onslaught of the 
fight ! 

Mac Carthy ! { draw the cavalry behind yon sedgy bank. 
And charge, with all thy headlong might, upon the Dalcas- 

flank! 
For if thou can'st succeed to break their fiery steel-array. 
Then, by my soul, our spearmen brave shall give them bloody 
play!^' 

Now thro' the waving host were heard the leaders' loud 

commands. 
And foiming into battle-lines appear'd the serried bands ; 

* Knocktow signifies the Hill of Axes. It is in the County Oalway, and 
takes its name from the destructive battle waged there in 1504, between 
the mixed armies of Normans a>i<l Irish on each side. 

+ O'Donnell, Prince of Tyrconne 1, ai'Jed Lord Kildare in this expedition. 

t " MarCarthy Keaph of Desmond, also joined the Lord Justice in his raid 
against tlie King ot Thomond. Kildare's army was heavily laden with the 
spoils of half the province, but all those rich spoils fell into the huids ofthi 
victors at Monabraher." — AnnaU of Thomond. 
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A dancing cloud of vaiying plumes above the columns spreads 
like bending lines of burmng trees, with smoke- wreaths on 
their heads. 

Near and more near the phalanx of the wrathful Dalgais drew, 
Loud and more loud their martial horns and battle-trumpets 

blew, 
Till, just a bowshot from their foes, they gave one furious yell. 
And, with tempestuous madness, on the reeling squadrons fell. 

Tremendous as a deluge, thro' the centre ranks they burst. 
Like the fiery-pinion'd lightning on the storm's bosom nurst ; 
And backward, shatter'd and confused, the broken vanguard 

reel'd. 
And seven brave knights of noble name lay bleeding on the 

field. 

But rallying, in his desperate might, Kildare maintains his 

ground, 
While fast as rain drops in a lake, his men are falling round, 
Shrill roar' d the deadly crash of steel, and loud above the clang 
Of reeking swords and biting spears, the ponderous axes rang. 

The crimson hurricane of war on all sides shifts and veers. 
And thro' the swaying cloud of death thick flew the greedy 

spears ; 
And, one by one, the columns sank, as if the quivering plain 
Devour'd them down, and slaked its thirst with draughts of 

bloody rain. 

Brave MacNamara, on the left, engaged fierce Baron Kent, 
And down the Baron and his troops, like sedge, before him 

went ; 
But furious on Clan Cuilen's ranks MacCarthy's horsemen 

dash'd. 
And cleaving thro' the broken line their mighty axes flashed. 

Now backward, at their chief's command, the stem battalions 

swept. 
And closing up their sever'd files, their firm position kept. 
Then dashing on the cavalry, with their long pikes and spears, 
Headlong into a swampy marsh they charged the. cavaliers. 

Down, to their glittering saddle-girths, the snorting horses sank. 
And copiously the reeking mire the riders' hearts' bloOd drank; 
While round them, in their vengeance, yell'd the furious, fiery 

clan. 
Like tigers, in a desert-waste, around a caravan. 

With superhuman efforts, some their saddle-trees maintained. 
And spurring hard their madden'd steeds, the solid plain 

regain' d, 
Yet so disorder'd, and confused, and maim'd, were steeds and 

me. 
That on the awful battle-ground they never charged again. 
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Now fearfully on BamewaII*s right the battle-tempest roar'dy 
And on the centre, round Kildare, the crushing death-blows 

flhower'd. 
Bed-surging in one flaming sea of fierce-contending arms, 
The grapplmg legions sway'd and raged, as mad as mouitain- 

storms. 

The splintered spears and shattered swords in ringing frag- 
ments flew, 

The life-rain thickly gush'd and steam*d, and helms were deft 
in two ; 

The ranks seem'd vanishing in earth, like waves, in wild career, 

That toss their surf -plumes to, the rocks, then sink and dis- 
appear. 

Full in the whirlpool of the fight stood Thomond's fiery King, 
like the spirit oi an earthquake throned within a blazing ring; 
And fierce his vengeance-flashing eye Kildare's proud Earl 

sought, 
Around the mart of blows and blood where fame and death 

were bought. 

Lo ! thro' the shifting war-haze, he has marked his regal crest^ 
And forward, 'mid the storm of steel, the fiery Chieftain press'd. 
But ere he reach'd the haughty Lord, a wall of spears was raised 
Before his steps, and at his breast their bristling fire-points 
blazed. 

Raging with disappointed ire, the angrv King withdrew, 
Wmle on his broad steel-plated shield a hundred war-speaa 

flew; 
He raised his mighty battle-shout — the moorland-echoes peal'd, 
And even the wounded Dalgais leap'd, with vigour, from the 

field. 

As when the wintry ocean hears the whirlwind's trumpet 

sound, 
In a frantic, foaming war-dance all the white-brow* d billows 

bound; 
Thus, at their Eang's inspiring shout, the clans of Thomond 

rush'd 
Upon the foe, and in the dust his iron ramparts cmsh'd. 

As lightning-fire runs flaming thro' a field of wither'd reeds. 
The spear-groves fell, and lofty chiefs were hurl'd from thdr 

steeds ; 
In broken piles lay swords and shields, and bleeding bodies 

gash'd, 
And gore-stain'd mail, and brazen casques, like brittle timber, 

smash'd. 

In front of his retreating host, with active skill and mighty 
The stem, magnanimous Kildare prevents a general flighty 



LAYS AKD LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 275 

Majestic o'er the mingled wreck, the lordly chieftain seems 
Cool, as a lofty cliff of ice between two dashing streams. 

Clanrickard's men mow'd Bamewall's troops, like rye-grass, 

on the plain. 
Their leader, by MacWilliam*s sword, in single fight, was slain ;♦ 
And many a valiant lord, and knight, ana cavalier bold and 

Upon that marshy field of death in gory starkness lay. 

Night drew her cloudy curtiUn o'er the crimson scene of fight^ 
As if to hide the slaughter-mass from heaven's, indignant sight; 
The distant hills' blue foreheads lost their diadems of sun. 
And God's resplendent planet-host its shining march begun. 

Upon a reedy mound which flank'd the lordly Shannon's tide, 

jBrien sate, and round him throng'd his warriors, in their pride ; 
With torn plumes, and broken shields, and blunted arms they 

stood, 
like branchless, lightning-stricken pines, beside the darken'd 
flood. 

The tall Prince of Clan Cuilen stood anear the victor-King, 
His sword-hack *d helmet, in the fray, had lost its eagle- wmg; 
A spear had pierced his noble breast and tore the reeking fleSi, 
Ana redly down his silken robe the blood ran warm and fresh. 

"My Lords and Chiefs I" O'Brien cried, " Men of the Strong 

Eight Hand ! 
Bright stars of chivalry, and flowers of Thomond's ro^al land ! 
The shame and dire disaster of Knocktow's dark, lU-starr'd 

fray,t 
In our defeated foemen's blood, have been washed out, to-day ! 

Then pitch our tents — refresh our troops — and, with to-mor- 
row's sun, 
We'll finish the destruction which to-day our swords begun! 
For if Kildare awaits the war until the morning's ray, 

1 promise the foul carnage-birds a larger share of prey ! 

light signal fires of victory on every green old hill. 
And let our wounded clansmen prove the leech's care and skill! 
Send trusty scouts abroad to watch the movements of the foe — 
I'd risk my life and crown to give the wolf another blow !" 

The chiefs and clansmen raised a cheer that tore the dingy air, 
And to their camp-fires and their tents the parting troops 

repair ; 
Huffe piles of oak and bog- wood flamed along the Shannon's side, 
And fiimg their lurid lines of light across the sounding tide. 

* Mao William of Glanrickard was Torlogb O'Brien's uncle. The families 
were frequently intermarried. No wonder that brave warriors sprang from 
a union of these stormy tribes who scarcely beUeved in anything better than 
ncessant fighting. 

1 i *' The English had no secure influence in Ireland until after the battle of 
Knocktow. That victory established their power in the Island."— ifmoir 
of the </Brien». 
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In Wild Killeely's* haunted glade, Kildare a conncil held. 
The snllen chiefs, in whispering tones, their several thoughts 

reveal'd. 
And all a^eed, at once, to make a swift and safe retreat, 
Ere morning would expose them to a worse and sterner fate. 

"For," said Kildare, "our troops are maim*d and filled with 

frigid fear. 
And certain ruin shall be ours, if daylight finds us here ! 
The Dalgais wrought destructive work — God's curse upon 

their clan ! 
And only night closed round us, they'd have slain us every 
man! 

" Then let us so in heaven's name !" The broken host obeyed. 
And under midnight's shadowy veil a swift retreat they made: 
And ample was the spoil they left behind them on the plain, 
And never did they measure steel with Thomond's Chiefs again. 

THE DARK SUMMER, '79. 

Are the vials, seven, unseal'd in heaven ! — 

Dismal and strange is the light of day, 
As if Winter's gloom veil'd Summer's bloom 

To stay Nature's will and obstruct her way. 
Has some fiat divine sent this awful sign 

To warn the nations of wrath to come ? 
There's something drear in the san's wild glare, 

And heaven is weeping and Nature's dumb ! 

Like a giant in pain, with a fever'd brain. 

The thunder groans 'mid the aerial gloom. 
And the lightnings gleam, like God's pen of flame 

When writing dark deeds in his Book of Doom. 
No genial mom smiles on the com — 

No day without torrents and gloomy wind — 
Perish'd fields seem to cry for heat to the sky. 

But the sky to their pleadings is deaf and blind. 

No kind beam warms the sodden farms — 
Vain is the labour of spades and ploughs ; 

No seeds doth spring and no birds doth sing, 
And the fruit is sick on the languid boughs. 

In bower and vale Nature's charms grow pale. 
Like a lovely young bride in consumption slow ; 

• Monabraher is a townland in the parish of Killeely, on the county Glare 
side of the Shannon, about a mile outside Limerick. See note, page 30. A 
road which was called the Causeway was made through this plson by King 
Brian, early in the tenth century. 

t " Killeely was dissolved by Queen Elizabeth, together with Kilquan, Qoin 
Abbey, and other churches, in 1583. Henceforth it became a oommon 
burial-ground, with the venerable ruins of 8t. Leila's Church standing in 
the midst of increasing graves. Leila signifies *' Virgin Lily." She wa« the 
daughter of Seanna, one oftlM ancient princes of Thomond." — Annalt of 
Thomond. 
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Thro' the sky's highway, like a funeral array, 
The dark clouds pass with the signs of woe. 

The mad flood fills all the breasts of the hills — 

The rivers have risen to drown the plain ; 
Squalls rave aloud, cloud climbs upon cloud, 

As if charged with the vengeance of Koah's rain. 
Drear morning's ray melts into drear day. 

In his sable robe still frowns the angry sun, 
Or gives a fierce stare, like a miser's despair 

When his store is robb'd and his gold is gone. 

The keen winds blow as if breathing snow. 

And day feels chill as the wintry moon ; 
May seems November, July December, 

And the blossoms of Spring were transferr'd to June. 
There is fear over all as u the great ball 

Of the earth from its axis were doom'd to fall. 
And a^n roll back to chaotic rack 

In the bosom of Night's eternal pall. 

Was this doom foretold by the Seer of old ? 

That spoke to the Angel of God sublime I 
Who gave him to see, thro' eternity, 

Earth's death-records under the shades of Time. 
Does this omen strange forerun some change 

In the list of nations and fate of men ? 
Or do we gaze on the evil days 

Portray d by the mighty Evangel's pen ? 

CAROLINE MARY NIXON, 
The beautiful and beloved daughter of Archdeacon Gooldf 

DIED MAY 10th, 1876. 

Thou hast left us in the Spring-time, when the glory of the 

flowers. 
With their glistening rainbow-splendours, fill'd the sunny 

fields and bowers ; 
In the dewy- vernal radiance of the blossom-vested May, 
To Death's shadow, cold and gloomy, our sweet Mary pass'd 

away. 

As in spirit, I stand weeping o'er the place of thy repose, 
My soul beholds the vision of thy beauty, gentle rose ! 
With love's glowing richness warm, and exalted thought refined, 
Was thy bright ethereal form and thy nobly-moulded mind ! 

Sure thy sweet face was like heaven when the April days are 

bright, 
And the bloom of earth is gushing into loveliness and light ; 
And thy voice, like fairy warbling of the hill-fount's virgin-tone, 
Telling love- tales to the red flowers that surround its mountain- 

t&one! 
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the calm star's mystic splendonr in the dreamy Aatomn- 
sky, 
Was the spirit-beammg glory of thy soft, majestic eye. 
And the nch flood of thy tresses, romid thy queenly angel- 
brow, 
Flowed resplendent, as a dark stream by a winding bank of 
snow! 

Lovely Mary ! tho' thy beauty was the rarest earth could find. 
It was naught to the perfection of thy gentle-loving mind ; 
Tho' thy person was enchanting, and thy peerless manners 

warm. 
Yet thy love was heaven's language speaking through thy 

radiant form ! 

Thou wert bowed with early sorrow, and the Cross of pain was 

thine, 
Which thou'st carried, with true meekness, like thy patient 

Lord divine ; 
For thy soul was, like his angels, pure, intelligent and high. 
And thy rich, celestial beau^ was made only for the sky! 

There is sadness round thy dwelling, for the beautiful who 

gave 
Life and sweetness to her household, lies in darkness of the 

grave; 
And the voice of joy is silent, for its brightness is all gone. 
Like the lonely lx)wer of summer when the wintry gloom 

comes on. 

Can I b'lieve it ? can I b'lieve it, that so sweet a flower is dead? 
Can I b'lieve that such true loveliness has fill'd an earthy bed? 
Then away with all Earth's phantoms, Grandeur,Title, Wealth 

and Pride, 
They are airy rainbow-shadows, since our darling Mary died ! 

LAMENT FOR THE VENERABLE ARCHDEACON 

GOOLD. 

Who died in Bath, January Slst, 1877. 

A gentleman ennobled by every generous Christian virtue, a landlord of 
exalted humane feelings. If the landlords of Ireland would only treat 
their tenantry with the kindness and consideration which he conferred 
on his, there would be no rack-renting, no eviction, no misery amon^^ 
the peasantry, and consequently no agrarian outrage. 

The wintry-eve began to fall 

Along the Shannon's angry tide ; 
The cola mist, like a mourning pall. 

Was gathering on the mountam side ; 
The dreary blast was whistling loud. 

As o'er the darkening surse it trod, 
And hiffh in heaven, each black-fringed cloud 

Look d awful as the frown of God. 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 279 

Among the leafless trees I stood, 

Sad gazing on the bleakness 'round, 
While to my ear the mighty flood 

Bore some deep sorrow in its sound — 
A friend approach'd me, up the way, 

And he, with pensive accents, said, 
" There's gloomy news for us, to day — 

The good Archdeacon Groold is dead !" 

As one who feels a mortal wound, 

My heart received the tale of woe ; 
I bow*d my sad face towards the ground. 

And streams of grief began to now. 
"Oh, God of Life !" with wild regret, 

I cried aloud, ** Why dost Thou give 
The good so short a date, while yet 

The worthless and the wicked live ?" 

Loved benefactor of mv lyre — 

Alas ! no more thou It hear me sing — 
The fate which quenched thy noble fire. 

Has broken my wild harp's sweetest string ! 
Li silence shall my soul bemoan 

The generous patron of my song ; 
Like some sad wounded bird alone. 

The wintry desert-boughs among ! 

All godlike virtues in thy soul 

"Ekd traced their course in one grand line ; 
Like springs that from the hill-tops roll, 

Li one majestic tide to shine — 
Humanity's ennobling power 

Had form'd its temple in thy heart, 
As dwells the odour in the flower, 

Untutor'd and untouched by art ! 

If gratitude still lives on earth, 

What grateful tears must fall for thee ? 
Thy honest truth and generous worth. 

Among mankind, 'tis rare to see ! 
Tho' many a cross was mine to bear. 

And many a grievous loss I knew ; 
But now the most intense, severe. 

Of all my griefs — is losing you ! 

The rich and great may lie in state, 
With mourning's pomj) around them spread ; 

Their life is but a guttering cheat. 
And mourning mocks them when they're dead. 

But thou to heavenly worth so dear, 
Thus unlamented shalt not so I 

A loving tear dropp'd on thy Bier, 
* Is more than all the grectt can show ! 
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Hit heart was hononr^B gem of l^it 

nliere love for God and mankind shone ; 

Tby mind nobility's centre bright, 
^^1le^e lciTi<inft«« fixed its chosen tJimiie ; 

Tho' now thon'rt laid in cold decay, 
Confiign'd to ^a-rlrTiff>«R^ dnst^ and worau. 

There's more true worth in thy dead day 

Than in a thousand living f onus ! 

• 

If in those beauteous mystic spheres 

Be^'ond this doleful world of caie, 
God nipes away the spirit's tears, 

You're with your own sweet Mary* there — 
But, many a lonely friendless hour, 

liiy peerless loss shall I bewail ; 
Grief is the only balm to pour 

Into the wound I cannot heal! 



"\ 



AKNIVERSAKY OF THE DEATH OF THE VENEBABLE 

AECHDEACON GOOLD, 
{January Slst, 1878.) 

This Lament is mort respectfully and sorrowfully dedicated to hia kind- 
hearted, faithful, and bex^aved Lady, Mrs. Goold, as a sincere tribute of 
gratitude and love paid his endeared memory, by the Bard of Thomond. 

Again the woeful day appears — 

The dark-faced day — which saw my friend. 
In the full pride of reverend years, 

And honour'd worth, draw near his end : 
Oh, were my heart one large hot tear 

Thy life's rich fountain to supply, 
And hold on earth a gem so dear, 

My kind one, you should never die I 

'Tis Christmas, and the holly bough 

Is glistening in my little room ; 
Small is my care for Christmas now. 

Because it bnngs me grief and gloom. 
The generous present from his hand 

Shall I receive ? Ah, never more ! 
While all seem happy round the land. 

My lonely heart is sad and sore I 

I hate all intercourse with men. 

Their forms are dark and void to me ; 

For well I know that ne'er again, 
Among their race, his like I'll see ! 

• Alluding to hia beautiful daughter, CuolixM Mary, who died on 10th 
of Iday, 1875. 
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But I am here, and he is gone 
From this blank scene of sin and shame, 

And all remains to me, alone, 
Is but his dearly-cherished name. 

I mark the solitary gloom 

That deepens o*er the evening sky — 
Its shades remind me of the tomb 

Where his beloved ashes lie : 
I weep to see yon envious cloud 

Across the twilight beam extend, 
For it reminds me of the shroud 

That wraps my once bright-hearted Friend! 

A white star glimmers in the East ; 

I know its pensive brow of light, 
Itjweeps above his dreamless rest. 

Far m the lovely Isle of Wight-— 
Thou beauteous and mysterious star ! , 

Like me, thou seem'st to mourn alone ! 
Oh, tell me, glorious orb ! how far 

Beyond thee has his spirit gone ? 

From heaven's blue, silent solitude, 

Methoujght it was thy voice replied, 
But, no, it was the naked wood. 

Complaining to the wintry tide ; 
It was the sullen western wind. 

That stripp'd the boughs of their last leaf, 
And, with its dreary dirge, combined 

To swell my bosom's song of grief ! 

Eandred companionship for me 

Have all things drear and desolate ; 
In fallen leaf and faded tree, 

I read the scripture of my fate ! 
I wish I were the mountain- wind. 

In desert places to complain, 
'Twould suit my wildly-sorrowing mind, 

And gloomy pictures of my brain ! 

In acts of mercy, all your days. 

Even, like the Saviour, did you spend, 
Your bounty flow'd a thousand ways, 

To all Gk)d's poor you were a friend! 
Your loss has cast a wintry cloud 

O'er many a heart you fill'd with joy ; 
It is the semsh and the proud. 

Not you, darling, that should die ! 

To your beloved memory 

I'll never— -never bid adieu ! 
For you were always kind to me — 

I had no friend on earth but you! 

19 
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Thy steed-torn, mangled, and shattered remains. 
Attest how the Norman rewarded thy pains! 
By the sword thou hast fashion'd the fetters of slaves, 
Aiid the sword shall pursue all thy sons to their graves, 
For thy hand with the blood of thy kindred was dyed. 
And that blood on yon war-pile shall never be dried ! — 

Shall never be dried while the name of De Clare 

Is written in slaughter and perfidy there ! 

But vengeance shall come, like a tempest of flame. 

And sweep from that Castle his race and his name ! 

And its gore-reeking towers shall relate to all time, 

A soul-awin^ story of treason and crime ; 

Yet its murder-stain'd chambers a stranger shall own. 

When there's no king in Thomond to sit on a throne ! 

By thy hand which has reap'd the red fruit of thy deeds! 

By thy shattered limbs tortured and torn by steeds ! 

By the black devastation the stranger has spread 

Bound the doom-clouded land, white with Dones of the dead ! 

This Raven, thy Spirit, 'mid storms and showers. 

Shall stand on the crest of yon heaven-curst towers, 

*Till Thomond's last conflict for kingship be o'er. 

And her sceptre be wielded by princes no more !" 

Then the srim Raven groan'd, like a demon in pain. 
And soar'd, to the towers, o'er the snow-covered plain ; 
The night seemed to gather its clouds on his track, 
'Till the white face of winter with horror grew black — 
The dreary corpse sank to its mouldering repose. 
While o'er it the lid and the gloomy pall rose ; 
And the dread spectral-figures grew dim, one by one, 
'Till the group, and the coflfin, and death-lights were gone. 

The Earl's son knelt at the window, in prayer. 
While, like reeds in the frost, stood the locks of his hair ; 
He heard not the bolts of his strong prison-door 
Drawn back, nor the light foot that moved on the floor, 

assistance to reinstate Brian in the sovereignty of Thomond, and Brian, in 
consideration thereof, by a solemn deed conveyed to the Norman chief and 
his heirs for ever the barony of Lower Bunratty. De Clare at onoe inro- 
ceeded into Thomond, and to secure his new possessions, built Bonrat^ 
Castle, A. D. 1268. Torlogh being in turn deposed, through the interference 
of De Clare, applied to his friends, the Connaught chieftains, who collected 
their forces at his call, and ^ave Brian Roe and his Norman allies battle uid 
defeated them. On the arrival of the vanquished leaders at Bunratty, the 
wife and father-in-law of De Clare, incensed at the loss they had sustained, 
laid the blame on Brian, and insisted on putting him to death. *' And so,*' 
say the annalists, "after they swearing all the oaths in Munster, as beUi 
relics of saints and croisers, to be true to each other for ever, also after they 
became sworn gossips, and for confirmation of tbeir Indissoluble bond of 
perpetual friendship, they drew part of the blood of each other which they 
put in a vessel and mingled it together ; yet after all these solemn prote*- 
tations they seized Brian Roe and bound him to stern steeds and thera^ had 
him torn asunder." — Memoir of tJte O^Briens. 
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'Till a touch on his shoulder — a breath on his ear — 
Assured him some pitying mortal was near ; 
He turn'd, and before him, imperiously there 
Stood the queen of the Castle, proud Lady De Clare.* 

* Lord William De Burgo !" the lady begun, 
** Thy fate is assign'd and thy sentence is done ! 
But I came here, in darkness and danger to save 
Thy neck from the rope, and thy youth from the grave ! 
I saw, in a dream. Spirits standing in snow, 
Bound the coflfin and corpse of the murder'd Brian Roe ; 
They told me to save thee — with fear, I obey. 
Haste — our lives are at stake on the slightest delay !" 

His limbs from the brown iron fetters she freed — 
From the horrible dungeon they hastened, with speed ; 
Thro' the dread Castle arches they glided, like ghosts, 
While the drunken guards lay fast asleep at their posts. 
To the courtyard they passed thro' a stone corridor, 
And the brave captive telt a glad freeman once more ; 
Tho' the ni^ht was dark, desolate, dreary, and dim, 
'Twas as bright as the hour of salvation to him. 

Chill shiver'd the woods, and the sky overhead 
Look'd dismal and drear as the face of the dead ; 
And the north star's cold, wintry shimmer fell weak 
On the lady's pale robe and her marble- white cheek. 
Like some beautiful Spirit, half darkness and light, 
She stood 'mid the deep raven-foldings of night ; 
But a stem blaze of som in her dignified glance, 
Shot keen from her eye, like a fire-flashing lance. 

With stolen side-glances the warrior scann'd 

Her bosom, and brow, her slight foot and white hand, 

While his thoughts to each owier admiringly cried — 

** She was moulded and made for a war- victor's bride !" 

But she, as if reading the scroll which the pen 

Of his mental reflection was writing within. 

Waved her hand towards the fosse, and said proudly, " Young 

Chief ! 
0*er yon deep, frozen moat thy sure passage is safe I" 

He seized her pale hand — press'd his lips to its snow, 
And murmur a his thanks ere he turned to go ; 
Then wrapping his cochal his person around, 
O'er the courtyard enclosure he flew, with a bound. 

* This stem lady was Juliana Fitzgerald, daughter to the Earl of Desmond. 
It was she that instigated the sentence by -which her sworn gossip, Brian 
Boe, met so barbarous a death. Another poem in this Toliuna gives a iull 
description ol the oiroumstances of his brutal execution. 
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Hane^sac^Ieid xxie 5:ie c£ the moat to his tread, 
Apd OJ? iii3*:«" tbe *"irfrl sic>v-desert lie sped ; 
llli lie 5»2ae-i2ir:ik»I sii Cu iziid-heaven, next day. 
Saw hsm. frvescd \y frkads in t2>e tovers of Loch Rea.* 



THE PATRIOT MATDEX. 

Ay Ir5sh ziir^ in heart and soul ! 

I jcvr ibr dear cJd land I 
I brssr-nr those who in her cause 

lift Tc-icfe. or pen. or hand — 
Ani Eiiir I lire to see her free 

Frrcn. fcrazn Ic-id and knave! 
Bet heaven forbad Fd ever he 

The modMr of a slave ! 

Goi hlffis the men who take their stand 

In InE:land's patnot-host ! 
Fd fivv the youth my heart and hand, 

\Cl>o aeives his oountiy most ; 
And if he f elL Fd rather lie 

Besde him in the grave. 
Than wed a wealthy loan, and he 

The mother of a slave! 

Thio' many a blood-ied aee of woe 

Oar Xaiaon's heart has hied , 
Bet still she makes her tyrants know 

Her spirit is not dead ! 
God bless the men who for her sake 

Their life and genius »ve — 
God bless the mothers cS those sons ! 

Thev nurst no dastard slave ! 

Some on the scaffold-place of doom. 

For loving Ireland died. 
And others to the dmuEeon-^oom, 

Are torn from our side ; 
But God the Just» who ne'er designed 

His image for a slave, 
WiU cive our country miefat and mind. 

And raise the true and brave ! 

Ye beauteous daughters of our Isle, 
\N^om heaven with virtue blest ! 

How can vou on a helot smile, 
Or clasp him to your breast ? 

+ The castle of Loch Bea was one of the seats of the powerful family of 
the De Burgos. Those brave descendants of Williaia FitEAdefan wen 
another of the Norman tribes that became more Irish than the Ixiah them- 
^vea. 
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If you would teach those lessons grand 

The Spartan mothers gave, 
No tyrant-brood would curse the land, 

And you would nurse no slave ! 

The sun is sinking to the sea — 

God bless the glorious West, 
Where exiled Irishmen are free. 

And no one is oppress' d ! 
Come, sisters, toast that land, with me, 

Beyond the world of waves ! 
The golden land of liberty. 

Where mothers nurse no slaves ! 



TIPPERARY, MY HOME. 

Air. — " CarolarCa Farewell to KiHamey" 

Oh ! there is not a spot in the land of the Gael, 

Where my young heart the full swing of pleasure could feel— 

Oh ! there is not a place under heaven's crystal dome, 

So sweet to my soul as Tipperary, my home ! 

Tipperary I Tipperary ! though lovely thou art — 
Tho' thy beauty in sunshine is set in my heart — 
Far away from thy vales the wide world must I roam. 
But I'll never forget thee, Tipperary, my home ! 

» 
Tho' my cabin was poor, my affection was there. 

For 'twas dearer ten times than a palace elsewhere, 
But the agent unroof 'd its four bare walls of clay. 
And turned me, a sad, homeless outcast, away I 

Oh I sweet was the dream of my young boyhood's hours, 
When the summer-fields round me were radiant with flowers, 
And little I thought that, in manhood's first bloom, 
I should wander, in grief, from Tipperary, my home ! 

The dear ones that loved me are laid in the earth, 
Still I meet them, in dreams, at my old cottage-hearth ! 
And round me each face bright with kindness appears, 
'Till I wake, with my dreaming heart melted to tears ! 

Accurst be the dark fate that bade me depart, 
From the friends of my love and the land of my heart ! 
But oft shall my memory in sweet visions come, 
On the wings oi delight, to Tipperary, my home ! 

There the spirit of Freedom still lives undefiled, 
'Mid the valleys so green, and the mountains so wild ; 
And the chain of the spoiler has never foimd room 
On the necks of thy brave sons, Tipperary, my home ! 
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May the Inig^t soul of love in thy homesteadB find rest 
And thy hot blood of Talonr long bum in thy breast ! 
May beauty, in all her young sweetness and bloom. 
With her angel-smile bless thee, Tipperaiy, my home ! 

Adieu ! to thy wild hills all clothed in green. 

And the vales where the steps of my childhood have been! 

O God ! grant my prayer, ere I sink to the tomb, 

Let me breathe my last sigh in Tipperaiy, my home ! 



SAESFTELD'S FAREWELL TO LIMERICK. 

City of battles ! like a war-king's bride, 

Seated majestic on thine island-throne ! 
Smiling in beauty, with the crystal tide 

Sparkling around thee, like a diamond-zone ! 
The cloud of fight has vanished from thy brow — 

Low is the spirit of thy glory laid — 
And, with a weeping soul, I leave thee now, 

Disarm'd, deceiv'^ abandon'd, and betray'd ! 

For thee we battled more like gods than men — 

Ldl vain the foemen's burning metal flamed — 
Amid the crash of falling towers, and din 

Of charging hosts, thy spirit was untamed ! 
Back from thy ramparts roU'd the baffled bands, 

Powerless and broken as a rock-cleft wave ; 
Yet a few words resi^'d into their hands 

What all their armies never could achieve ! 

Thy star is quench'd in perfidy and blood — 

Vainly for thee has valour bled and died ; 
When thy brave sons and glorious daughters stood. 

Fearless as towers of iron, at thy side ! 
*Till the tired foemen, sick of bloody toil, 

Fawn'd when their fury could no more destroy, 
And, with the tempting serpent's treacherous gmle, 

They enter'd, as the Grecians enter'd Troy I 

Farewell ! to thy old hospitable halls, 

And veteran ramparts now no longer ours! 
Farewell to thy invulnerable walls — 

Thy festive palaces and lordly towers ! 
Farewell ! to tny all-beauteous, bright-eyed maids. 

Whose deeds shall long be honour'd and admired — 
The stranger now may revel in thy shades. 

Where Freedom, in her last retreat, expired ! 

Far o'er the heavings of the angry deep, 

I'Jl meet thy foes upon another shore ! 
My sword shall yet a vengeful harvest reap. 

For Sarsfield's last brave battle is not o^r ! 
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Limerick ! one grateful boon from thee 1 claim — 
Whatever fate holds bright or dark for me — 

That thou wilt cherish faithful Sarsfield's name, 
And love his memory as he loved thee ! 



THE WARRIOR-EXILES. 

A LEGEND OF THE CLAN MACINNEBNY. * 

LoBD Clakb to the battles of France has departed, 
And Thomond of half her brave youth is deserted , 
For the ** MigJu of the Wild Geese " the heroes have join'd, 
And mothers and maids are left weeping behind. 
But of all the bold soldiers who follow'd Lord Clare, 
The fiercest the stoutest, and hardiest were 
Twenty tall youths — eagle-nerved, lion-framed — 
Of the Clan Maclnnemy, long honoured and famed. 

Their freedom was quench'd — their possessions were gone, 
But their necks were too proud for a chain to rest on ; 
So each freebom warrior grasp'd his good sword. 
And join'd the Dragoons of the Dalcassian lord — 
And sorely they made the grim Sassenach feel 
The fire of their wrath and the strength of their steel, 
For wherever the battle was led by ]U)rd Clare, 
The brave Maclnnemys wrought fierce havoc there. 

At Vittoria their swords thro' the cavalry slash'd — 
At Cassano their might thro' the infantry dash'd — 
At Luzzara their actions with glory were crown'd — 
At Hochstat and Spires their names were renown'd — 
Ever first in the mad charge and last in retreat, 
With the sheen of their laurels unstained by defeat ; 
Oh ! ne'er did the flame of their valour cool down. 
At breaking an army or taking a town. 

On the red plain of RamiUies the Frenchmen gave way, 
But Clare's crave Dragoons kept their granite-array. 
And blazed on the temfied Sassenach Unes, 
Like a lava-flood rolling thro' forests of pines ; 
Thro' the van of the conquering allies they burst. 
And the men of the Clan Mac^inemy were first ; 
'Mid a whirlwind of swords and a fire-shower of shot. 
Surrounded, assaulted by thousands, they fought. 

• Mohane Castle was built, in 1610, by Donogh Maclnnemy, one of the 
chiefs of this once warlike branch of the Dalgais. It stands on the Dro- 
moland Estate, and is yet nearly entire, being well protected and kept 
in repair by Lord Inchiquin. 

A ppreat number of this clan followed the fortunes of Lord Glare to the 
continental battles of France, and never returned. 




292 LAYS A2n> LEGENDS OT THOMOND. 

Now from my weedy palace-caves 

I came to tell a tsde of wrong , 
And thou shalt hear it in thy soul. 

And breathe it into burning song ! 

'* Since first my mountain-bom waves 

Their shining ocean-march began 
Thro' this misfortune-darken'd land, 

That's blest by God, but curst by man — 
Many a black and bitter age 

Of shame, and blood, and grief, I saw, 
In Erin of the saints and kings, 

Where wrong is justified by law ! 

"A part of his Almighty power. 

To profit man, God lent my tide ; 
And here, along my winding shore 

Millions of souls might be employed ! 
From year to year my mighty flood 

To ocean's caves is idly hurl'd, 
Whose strength would give an active soul 

To the trade-engines of the world ! 

** The sordid few whose barren gold, 

Could thus a nation's hands employ, 
like greedy otters watch, and war, 

About my fish and timid fry I 
The cormorants that haunt my flood. 

Are less voracious for their prey, 
Than those insatiate human-sharks 

That watch my current, night and day ! 

* From court to court my name is dragg'd. 

As if I were a felon base ; 
My strands survey' d — my bounds explored — 

With spies around in every place ! 
Would I that the burning beam of heaven 

Had scorch 'd my shores and drunk my waves, 
Ere I had fallen in the hands 

Of such remorseless, legal knaves ! 

** Grod stored my stream with finny wealth. 

And boundless is his bounty there — 
From year to year 'tis well supplied. 

For all his poor to have a sh^ure ! 
But proud monopolists now claim. 

And covet this great public right, 
And use a ruthless robber-law 

To sanctify their lawless might ! 

"My curdy salmon, trout, and peal. 
These human others grasp them all. 

While, with their prying eyes of cranes, 
Their flunkies watch troin Fall to Fall ; 
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And yonder live their water-kounda — 
With monster fish-traps at their door — 

Wretches who fatten on the wrongs, 
And persecutions of Grod's poor I 

" No fisherman dares throw a line, 

For sport or profit, in my stream, 
Else hard imprisonment or fine 

Would follow fast his angling game. 
And even thou, my favourite bard ! — 

That sang the glories of my tide : 
With rod in hand, and cheerful lay — 

I miss thee from my flowery side ! 

And must those men, of worthless name. 

Dominion o'er my waters claim, 
And revel on the finny spoils 

They gather from my plundered stream? 
With countless thousands, pile on pile. 

Their selfish souls were not content. 
Until they grasp'd those river-gifts. 

Which God to his poor children sent ! 

There is no justice in the land 

Where law such evil work can do. 
The right of thousands to convey 

Unto the greedy-grasping few ! 
But God permits the weak a time. 

Thus to be trampled by the strong ; 
Yet He has iron limits fixed 

To every course of human wrong I" 

He ceased — the moonlight waves uprose. 

And lock'd him in their blue embrace ; 
And round his sinking head, awhile, 

Play'd, in pale rin^, then slept in peace — 
While calmly, o'er his oozy hall. 

The ni^ht-stars* tiny lustre bum'd. 
As if to hght the gloomy depth 

To which the River-King retum'd. 



THE DEATH OF KING BRIAN. 
A.D. 1014. 

At day-dawn the battle of giants began,* 

And the red rills of life to the reeking brine ran. 

While the blows, like the crashing of hugh millstones, fell 

On the broad iron shields and the jackets of steel, 

* " In this terrific contest fell fourteen thousand Danes, together with 
nine thousand of their Irish Legenian allies, and more than ten thousand of 
Brian's national army ; it ivas during the time of the flight the greatest 
carnage took place."— ilTorM Account. 



IAT9 A5i> iMexn» or TwrnwrnK. 



Hiy steed'tom, maitglwl. and shatter d 

Attest haw the Xorman rewarded thj paias! 

Bj the 9irf>rd thou hast faghion'd the fetters <^ slaTes; 

Aikd the aword shall pursue all thy sons to their graTcs, 

For thy hand with the Uood c^ thy kindred was dyed. 

And that Uood oa joa war-pOe shall never be ~ ' ~ ' 



Shan never be dried while the name of De Clare 

Is written in slaughter and perfidy there! 

Bat vengeance shall come, like a tempest ol flame, 

And sweep from that Caatle his race and his name ! 

And its gore-reeking towers shall relate to all time, 

A sool-awing story of treason and crime ; 

Yet its mnrder-stain'd chambers a stranger shall own, 

VTbok there's no king in Thomond to sit on a throne ! 

By thy hand which has reap'd the red fmit ci thy deeds! 

By thy shattered limbs tortured and torn by steeds ! 

By the black devastation the stranger has spread 

Boond the doom-clouded land, white with bones of tiie dead ! 

This Raven, thy Spirit, 'mid storms and showers. 

Shall stand on the crest of yon heaven-corst towen, 

Tfll Thomond's last conflict for kingship be o'er. 

And her sceptre be wielded by princes no more !" 

Then the grim Raven groan'd, like a dennm in pain. 
And soared, to the towers, o'er the snow-covered plain; 
The night seemed to gather its clouds on his tract, 
'Till the white face of winter with horror grew black — 
The dreary corpse sank to its mouldering repose. 
While o'er it the lid and the gloomy pall rose ; 
And the dread spectral-figures grew dim, one by one, 
Till the group, and the coffin, and death-lights were gone. 

The Elarl's son knelt at the window, in prayer. 
While, like reeds in the frost, stood the locks of his hair ; 
He heard not the bolts of his strong prison-door 
Brawn back, nor the light foot that moved on the floor, 

aanrtance to reinstate Brian in the sovereignty of Thomond, and Brian, in 
consideration thereof, by a solemn deed conveyed to the Norman chic^ and 
his heirs for ever the l»rony of Lower Bonratty. De €3are at onoe pro- 
ceeded into Thomond, and to secure his new possessions, bnilt Boniat^ 
Castle, A. D. 1268. Torlogh being in tnm deposed, throngh the interference 
of De Clare, applied to his friends, the Connaoght chieftains, who collected 
their forces at his call, and gave Brian Roe and his Norman allies battle and 
defeated them. On the arriral of the vanqnished leaders at Bnnratty, the 
wife and father-in-law of De Clare, incensed at the loss they had sustabied, 
laid the blame on Brian, and insisted on patting him to death, ''And so/* 
•ay the annalists, ** after they swearing all the oaths in Monster, as bdils 
relics of saints and croisers, to be true to each other for ever, also after they 
became sworn gossips, and for confirmation of their indissoluble bond of 
perpetual friendship, they drew part of the blood of each other which th^ 
put in a Tessel and mingled it together ; yet after all these solemn prote»- 
tations they seized Brian Roe and bound him to stem steeds and thereby had 
him torn asunder.*' — Memoir of the (yBriens. 
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Till a touch on his shoulder — a breath on his ear — 
Assured him some pitying mortal was near ; 
He tum'd, and before him, imperiously there 
Stood the queen of the Castle, proud Lady De Clare.* 

* Lord William De Burgo !" the lady begun, 
** Thy fate is assign'd and thy sentence is done ! 
But I came here, in darkness and danger to save 
Thy neck from the rope, and thy youth from the grave ! 
I saw, in a dream. Spirits standing in snow. 
Bound the cofl&n ana corpse of the murder'd Brian Roe ; 
They told me to save thee — with fear, I obey, 
Haste — our lives are at stake on the slightest delay !'' 

His limbs from the brown iron fetters she freed — 
From the horrible dungeon thev hastened, with speed ; 
Thro' the dread Castle arches they glided, like ghosts, 
While the dnmken guards lay fast asleep at their posts. 
To the courtyard they passed thro' a stone corridor. 
And the brave captive felt a glad freeman once more ; 
Tho' the ni^ht was dark, desolate, dreary, and dim, 
'Twas as bright as the hour of salvation to him. 

Chill shiver'd the woods, and the sky overhead 
Look'd dismal and drear as the face of the dead ; 
And the north star's cold, wintry shimmer fell weak 
On the lady's pale robe and her marble- white cheek. 
Like some beautiful Spirit, half darkness and light, 
She stood 'mid the deep raven-foldings of night ; 
But a stem blaze of soul in her dignified glance, 
Shot keen from her eye, like a fire-flashing lance. 

With stolen side-glances the warrior scann'd 

Her bosom, and brow, her slight foot and white hand, 

While his thoughts to each otiier admiringly cried — 

** She was moulded and made for a war- victor's bride !" 

But she, as if reading the scroll which the pen 

Of his mental reflection was writing within, 

Waved her hand towards the fosse, and said proudly, " Young 

Chief I 
0*er yon deep, frozen moat thy sure passage is safe I" 

He seized her pale hand — press'd his lips to its snow, 
And murmur a his thanks ere he turned to go ; 
Then wrapping his cochal his person around. 
O'er the courtyard enclosure he flew, with a bound. 

* This stem lady was Juliana Fitzgerald, daughter to the Earl of Desmond. 
It was she that instigated the sen^nce by which her sworn gossip, Brian 
Boe, met so barbarous a death. Ajiother poem in this Toliuna gives a iull 
description ol the circumstanoes of his brutal execution. 



2ie u» ir "Sie lanaz ^ iia 3. 

JbKJ '*if "Sir".' ^iift i"rfxl flui'v-'itiser; in fOtttL. i 



I iir,tii:iir liii^iie v5u: in iier laaae 

lifr T'AxiA, ir ^en. •:r hozbi — 
Ar.ti 3iaT I 'zrr* zr. jee iear fr«se 

Tift iDi^ciitfr of a slave 1 

G^ hlsas t£ft BuaL w^ ake tjbor 
Is. Ir^tdC'i's catiri^C'-aosC I 

Td zrre laift jo^nc. my bsan» aad 
Wlu> msrrtA 2iia eoos^cj soK ; 

Aiui if }ub fell, rd BkSEba^Be 
B«abie hfm in toe zrskve. 

Than wed a wealshj ken, snd be 



TLro' numj a b«»i-r€d acs of 

Our XatioQ'a Leart La5l>£ed, 
Bet artill iLe makes hex rrrantB kncnr 

Her spirit is cot •iea«i ! 
God bleaa the Eicn who for hsr sake 

Their life and genfiLs gave — 
God blese the mothers of those sons ! 

They nurst z;o dastard slave ! 

Some on the scajibld-place ol doom. 

For loving Ireland died. 
And others to the dnn^eon-gkram. 

Are torn from onr side ; 
Bat God the Just, who ne'o" designed 

His image for a slave. 
Will give our country might and mind. 

And raise the true' and braTe I 

Ye beauteous daughters of our Isle, 
Whom heaven with virtue blest ! 

How can you on a helot smile, 
Or clasp him to your breast ? 

thl Sf ^2L*^ ^ Kea iras one of the seats of the poTrerful family <rf 
S^thtt rf^v. J?*^ l"^* descendants of William FitmAdehn TO 
J^^of the Nonnan tubes that became more iDfih than the Iiiahtiim- 
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If you would teach those lessons grand 

The Spartan mothers gave, 
No tyrant-brood would curse the land. 

And you would nurse no slave ! 

The sun is sinking to the sea — 

God bless the ^orious West, 
Where exiled Irishmen are free, 

And no one is oppress' d ! 
Come, sisters, toast that land, with me, 

Beyond the world of waves ! 
The golden land of liberty. 

Where mothers nurse no slaves ! 



TIPPERARY, MY HOME. 

Air. — " CarolarCs Farewell to Killamey." 

Oh ! there is not a spot in the land of the Gael, 

Where my young heart the full swing of pleasure could feel— 

Oh ! there is not a place under heaven's crystal dome, 

So sweet to my soul as Tipperary, my home ! 

Tipperary ! Tipperary ! though lovely thou art — 
Tho' thy beauty in sunshine is set in my heart — 
Far away from thy vales the wide world must I roam, 
But I'll never forget thee, Tipperary, my home ! 

Tho' my cabin was poor, my affection was there, 
For 'twas dearer ten times than a palace elsewhere, 
But the agent unroof'd its four bare walls of clay. 
And turned me, a sad, homeless outcast, away ! 

Oh I sweet was the dream of my young boyhood's hours. 
When the summer-fields round me were radiant with flowers, 
And little I thought that, in manhood's first bloom, 
I should wander, in grief, from Tipperary, my home ! 

The dear ones that loved me are laid in the earth. 
Still I meet them, in dreams, at my old cottage-hearth ! 
And round me each face bright with kindness appears, 
'Till I wake, with my dreaming heart melted to tears ! 

Accurst be the dark fate that bade me depart, 
From the friends of my love and the land of my heart ! 
But oft shall my memory in sweet visions come, 
On the wings oi delight, to Tipperary, my home i 

There the spirit of Freedom still lives undefiled, 
'Mid the valleys so green, and the mountains so wild ; 
And the chain of the spoiler has never foimd room 
On the necks of thy brave sons, Tipperary, my home ! 
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May the bright soul of love in thy homesteads find rest 
And thy hot blood of valour long bum in thy breast ! 
May beauty, in all her voung sweetness and bloom, 
With her angel-smile bless thee, Tipperary, my home ! 

Adieu ! to thy wild hills all clothed in ^een, 

And the vales where the steps of mv childhood have been! 

O GU)d ! grant my prayer, ere I sink to the tomb, 

Let me breathe my last sigh in Tipperary, my home I 



SARSFIELD'S FAREWELL TO LIMERICK. 

City of battles ! like a war-king's bride, 

Seated majestic on thine island-throne ! 
Smilinff in beauty, with the crystal tide 

SparKhng around thee, like a diamond-zone ! 
The cloud of fight has vanished from thy brow — 

Low is the spirit of thy ^ory laid — 
And, with a weeping soul, 1 leave thee now, 

Disarmed, deceiv'd, abandoned, and betray'd ! 

For thee we battled more like gods than men — 

In vain the foemen's burning metal flamed — 
Amid the crash of falling towers, and din 

Of charging hosts, thy spirit was imtamed ! 
Back from thy ramparts roll'd the baffled bands, 

Powerless and broken as a rock-cleft wave ; 
Yet a few words resi^'d into their hands 

What all their armies never could achieve ! 

Thy star is quench'd in perfidy and blood — 

Vainly for thee has valour bled and died ; 
When thy brave sons and glorious daughters stood, 

Fearless as towers of iron, at thy side ! 
'Till the tired foemen, sick of bloody toil, 

Fawn'd when their fury could no more destroy. 
And, with the tempting serpent's treacherous gmle. 

They enter'd, as the Grecians enter'd Troy I 

Farewell ! to thy old hospitable halls. 

And veteran ramparts now no longer ours ! 
Farewell to thy invulnerable walls — 

Thy festive palaces and lordly towers ! 
Farewell ! to tny all-beauteous, bright-eyed maids, 

Whose deeds shall long be honour'd and admired- 
The stranger now may revel in thy shades. 

Where Freedom, in her last retreat, expired! 

Far o'er the heavings of the angry deep, 
I'Jl meet thy foes upon another shore ! 

My sword shall yet a vengeful harvest reap, 
For Sarsfield's last brave battle is not o^r ! 
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limerick ! one grateful boon from thee I claim — 
Whatever fate holds bright or dark for me — 

That thou wilt cherish faithful Sarsfield's name, 
And love his memory as he loved thee ! 



THE WARRIOR-EXILES. 

A LEGEND OF THE CLAN MACINNEBNY.* 

LoBD Clakb to the battles of France has departed, 
And Thomond of half her brave youth is deserted , 
For the ** JPligJU of the Wild Geese " the heroes have join'd, 
And mothers and maids are left weeping behind. 
But of all the bold soldiers who follow'dLord Clare, 
The fiercest the stoutest, and hardiest were 
Twenty tall youths — eagle-nerved, lion-framed — 
Of the Clan Maclnnemy, long honour'd and famed. 

Their freedom was quench'd — their possessions were gone, 
But their necks were too proud for a chain to rest on ; 
So each freebom warrior grasp'd his good sword. 
And joined the Dragoons of the Dalcassian lord — 
And sorely they made the grim Sassenach feel 
The fire oi their wrath and the strength of their steel, 
For wherever the battle was led by fi)rd Clare, 
The brave Maclnnemys wrought fierce havoc there. 

At Vittoria their swords thro* the cavalry slash'd — 
At Cassano their might thro' the infantry dash'd — 
At Luzzara their actions with glory were crown'd — 
At Hochstat and Spires their names were renown'd — 
Ever first in the mad charge and last in retreat. 
With the sheen of their laurels unstained by defeat ; 
Oh ! ne'er did the flame of their valour cool down, 
At breaking an army or taking a town. 

On the red plain of KamiUies the Frenchmen gave way, 
But Clare's brave Dragoons kept their granite-array. 
And blazed on the terrified Sassenach hues. 
Like a lava-flood rolling thro' forests of pines ; 
Thro' the van of the conquering allies they burst. 
And the men of the Clan MacSinemy were first ; 
'Mid a whirlwind of swords and a fire-shower of shot. 
Surrounded, assaulted by thousands, they fought. 

• Mohane Castle was built, in 1610, by Donogb Maclnnerny, one of the 
chiefs of this once warlike branch of the Dalgais. It stands on the Dro- 
moland Estate, and is yet nearly entire, being well protected and kept 
in repair by Lord Inchiquin. 

A ppreat number of this dan followed the fortunes of Lord Glare to the 
continental battles of France, and never returned. 
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The tall Itatmerd colamna were ithaken and rent, 
like ruiftUn^ wheat-nVl^^es hy ffn<Men galea lient ; 
Still cm ward thf;v clove their drea^l way thro' the 
Tin their \jTffeul stwoT'hi aeemM melted to blood in 
handji — 

The war-flryxl clr^^ierl in, like a tide ronnd a stone — 

Cat off from their fsftmrxtlhs*. they 9trn2;zied alone ; 

Back to back, 'mid that death 'l>lazing fnmace of gore. 

They battle^l with legioas, Ijehind anii before. 

And ramparterl ronn/l waa the apot where they stood. 
With a tower of dea^l bodies cemented with Uood ; 
While, like fthi(j« to the throat of a black maelstrom hnzl'd, 
Kew victims are into that carnage-gulf whiri'd. 
Their war-steerls are woanderl, mad-plonging tiiey fall, 
'Mid the bloorl-waTe, and flame-flash of sabre and ball ; 
And the twenty bold men in the death-circle stand, 
like tigers in fight, each opposed to a band. 

With cool desperation their fate they endure. 

Retreat is all hopeless — rlestmction is sore ; 

And each seems resolverl, ere his life-eorrent goes. 

To l/nild him a tomb of the corpses of foes. 

Bat the tempest must tire in its wood-tearing flighty 

And the raging waves faint in their rock-beating mi^t ; 

And the wrath of a fire, that a city devour'd. 

Most sink gasping, at last^ 'mid the rains, o'^rpower'd. 

Thas sank in the slaa^hter-sarge. man after man. 

Of the noble, magnanimoas, time-honoar'd clan,* 

That for ages, in Thomond, high lordly sway held. 

And gave saints to the Charch and brave cluefs to the field — 

Tho' their soals seem'd to go and retam in their breath. 

They straggle^l to strike, in the gaspings of death ; 

And each man fell — still clatcbing the hilt of his blad&~ 

On the red carnage-pile which his vengeance had made. 

One hero alone of the twenty survives — 

And, as heaven's fire-bolt thro' a \^inter-wood drives — 

He tore from the grasp of the enemy's hand 

The ensign of glory, and dash'd thro* the band. 

Like fern in the track of the fleet-footed roe, 

SjKjars, >>ayr/net8, and sabres he flung to and fro. 

As he burst from the wave of that gore-streaming gulf. 

With the spring of a bloodhound and fang of a wolf. 

* " The Clan-aTi-OirchinT)ea(?h (MacTniieniyB) were once powerful and 
indeperirlcTit in TTu/Tnoiid Acconliiij? to tradition, their projfenitor wa« 
Guardian or Protcctinjf Chief to one of the ancient Kings of Ireland, and 
WOM preser te<l by the monarch with a suit of golden armour as a mark of 
honour and distinction paid to his valour."— iWr. O'Lcxmey's JUS. Traditiont 
cftht Clan-an-Oirchinneofih. 

All Lord Clare's vast property in Thomond, ^ip^Mn^tfi li; to siz^ 
thousand acret, was confiscated. 
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To the line of his comrades the warrior retired, 

Threw the banner before him — dropp'd down and expired; 

For his spirit out-grew its dominion of clay, 

And burst in the strength of its frenzy away. 

As the fire-mountain heaves the red angel of flame, 

In a cloud-scorching gush, from its volcanic frame, 

So that soul from its toil-shatter'd prfson took wing, 

To the source of its life, with a lightning-like spring. 

Say, Muse, what sweet harp gave their glory a name, 
And, with song, lent a soul to the deeds of their fame ? 
'Twas the harp of MacCurtin, the bard of the free, 
And the fire of his spirit descended to me I 
He had heroes to listen — alas! I have none. 
But the green, silent woods and the wild hills alone, 
While my soul, with the sickness of grief round her cast, 
From the Present flies back to seek health in the Past I 



LAMENT OF THE SHANNON. 

On Shannon's misty moonlight banks, 

I wander'd, one calm night, alone ; — 
The waves in council seenr d to speak 

About a storm that late had blown 
The foamy silver from their crests, 

Round mbrass-sedfi;e and reedy drain ; 
And each seem'd calBng to the shore 

To give it back its plume again. 

Sad as a suffering Spirit's moan. 

The low wind sigh*d amon^ the reeds — 
The shadows of the passing clouds 

Sail'd o'er the marsh, like phantom-steeds. 
When striding towards the moonlit strand. 

From the blue centre of the stream, 
A giant-shape, dark, mm and grand, 

ISilent and sage, be&re me came ! 

Adown his azure shoulders flow'd 

A sea-robe, woven of oozy weeds ; 
Dank water-moss hung round his brow. 

Which look'd all rough with shellv seeds ; 
His eyes were like two melting pearls, 

Or silver balls in wells of flame. 
And his blue, solemn, dreary face 

Was like a sleeping midnight-stream. 

" My son " he said, " be not afraid, 

I am the Oenius of this tide ! 
And often, on my sunmier-banks, 

I heard thy swelling strains, with pride I 
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TIttt wvtcii my azzraxt, night and da j ! 

'From court to ooart mr name is dragged, 

Ai if I were a f ebn base ; 
MTftzands snrvey'd — my bocmds 

With ^ies aroond in ercry place ! 
Would! that the burning b^m of hea^ 

Had icorch'd my shores azhd drunk my 
Ere I had fallen in the hands 

Of soch remc^sekas, legal knaves ! 

" God stored my stream with finny wealth. 

And boandleas is his bounty thoe — 
From year to year 'tis well sapplied. 

For all his poor to hare a share ! 
But proad monopolists now claim. 

And covet this great pablic right. 
And use a ruthless robber-law 

To sanctify their lawless mi^t ! 

**3)|^ curdy salmon, trout, and peal. 
These human otters grasp them all. 

While, with their piyins eyes of cranes, 
'^--- flnnkies watchnom Fadl to Fall ; 
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And jonder live their water-hounds — 
With monster fish-traps at their door — 

Wretches who fatten on the wrongs, 
And persecutions of God's poor ! 

" No fisherman dares throw a line, 

For sport or profit, in my stream. 
Else hard imprisonment or fine 

Would follow fast his angling game. 
And even thou, my favourite Iward I — 

That sang the elories of my tide : 
With rod in hand, and cheertul lay — 

I miss thee from my flowery side ! 

And must those men, of worthless name. 

Dominion o'er my waters claim, 
And revel on the finny spoils 

They gather from my plunder'd stream? 
With countless thousands, pile on pile. 

Their selfish souls were not content^ 
Until they grasp' d those river-gifts, 

Which God to his poor children sent ! 

There is no justice in the land 

Where law such evil work can do. 
The right of thousands to convey 

Unto the greedy-grasping few ! 
But God permits the weak a time. 

Thus to be trampled by the strong ; 
Yet He has iron limits fixed 

To every course of human wrong!" 

He ceased — the moonlight waves uprose. 

And lock'd him in their blue embrace ; 
And round his sinking head, awhile, 

Play'd, in pale rin^, then slept in peace — 
While calmly, o'er his oozy hall, 

The ni^ht-stars' tiny lustre bum'd. 
As if to hght the gloomy depth 

To which the River-King retum*d. 



THE DEATH OF KING BRIAN. 
A.D. 1014. 

At day-dawn the battle of giants began,* 

And the red rills of life to the reeking brine ran. 

While the blows, like the crashing of hugh millstones, fell 

On the broad iron shields and the jackets of steel, 

♦ " In this terrific contest fell fourteen thousand Danes, together with 
nine thousand of their Irish Legenian allies, and more than ten thousand of 
Brian's national army ; it was during the time of the flight the greatest 
carnage took place."— ifor<e Account. 




LATB A3>1> IMGXSim QV THPMOyPu 

And host oofnBamed host, as a Tolcsde fire 
Heares down the hiH-rockB in its flame-bddiing ire ; 
And chief against chief, with a demon-roar sprang, 
like rough granite-clifOi from their ooean-tiiitmes flung. 

Bat of all the Xorse-giantB, in stature, far hi^er. 

And stronger, was Brodar the legicm-destroyo' ; 

His long, shining hair to his gir^e was hound. 

And he look'd li&e a turret steel-plated aroond ; 

O'er his war-darkened brow his hoge hehnet^s gold cone. 

Like a red midnight-flash on the moontain-top, shone ; 

And his eyes seem'd to glare the destruction of men. 

As if death-swords were shaped by grim fire-fiends witiiin. 

Thro' the iron battalions he thnnder'd amain. 

As the wind-spirit roars thro' the woods of the plain ; 

And, like brambles, the thickets of spears he o'erthrew. 

And, like vanishing mist-towers, the leaders he slew. 

As sledge-strokes rebound from a broad, brazen bar, 

His armour resisted the wrath of the war, 

And his shield met the blows as a strong rampart-wall 

Meets a whistling hail-shower on the wing of a squalL 

Against him rushed Ulfus, gigantic and grim. 

Like a gleaming steel-pillar, in body and limb. 

And his axe, like a thunder-bolt cleaving an oak, 

O'erthrew the fierce king of the fleets, with a stroke ; 

Thrice Brodar arose from the gore-flooded plain. 

And Ulfus thrice struck the chief prostrate again, 

'Till, at length, from the cascade of death-blows and blood, 

He flew, like a wolf, to the shades of a wood. 

The battle-sea surged, 'till the day's dying light 
Saw the sword-cloven ranks of the pirates in flight. 
While King Brian, at prayer, in his tent kneels alone, 
For his guards in pursuit of the Northmen are gone — 
A calm, holy ray round his brow seems to spring, 
As he looks on the cross of his crucified King : 
And never did royalty halo that brow 
So gloriously grand, and sublimely as now. 

There's a cry at the door — 'tis the kind voice of one* 
Whom he loved, as a sire loves his first-bom son — 
** Oh ! Monarch of Eire ! cast thine eyes towards the sea, 
And behold the last terrific scene of the day ! 

• " This is supposed to be his grandson, Torlogh, who, thongli only fifteen 
yoais of age, followed his father, Morogh, through the thick of the b^ttla, 
and, after the flight of the enemy, was found drowned at the Weir of 
Clontarf, with his hands entangled in the hair of a Dane's head. It seemi 
he had grappled with the Dane and both fell into the water where they 
perished together.*'— .^NMd£« qfMuH*t*r. 
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A scene which a king may behold with delight. 
His Nation redeem'd and his foemen in flight — 
The sea-waves seem dancing in blood round the ships, 
Where the combat has shifted ts crimson eclipse !" 

Then the monarch looked down to the rim of the flood, 
Where the last yellow day -beam seem'd quenching in blood, 
And the battle-din lifted its iron-toned voice, 
Lake an avalanche crushing an island of ice. 
And the whirling swords shimmer'd, like storm-driven spray 
Dancing up in a flame from a lightning- wrapt sea ; 
As the mad bands, in broken and bloody retreat. 
Disordered and desperate, rolled on to the fleet. 

And his great spirit, young with the fame of past fields, 
Seem'd to dance to the shrill-ringing tune of the shields ; 
And he wish'd to be there 'mid the whirl and the dash 
Of the war, with its hurricane-clangor and crash — 
The Sim took a last glowing peep at the fight, 
And a tear seem'd to stand in his red eye of light, 
As if looking his last look, in glory ana grief, 
On the God-imaged face of the saintly lung-Chief. 

His last battle is fought — his last victory is won. 
And the race of his limiinous grandeur is run ; 
And his locks, like the snow-mist of wintry Craiglea, 
Shall soon spread their diadem'd curls on the clay. 
The Oracle answer'd— ' * The Ard Righ shall fall,* 
And his brave blood shall crown the destruction of all ! 
And the heart-crying wail of his Nation shall ring 
To the throne of the Lord for the loss of her king !" 

Still roar'd on the strand the tumultuous afifray, 

And the death-clamour strangled the shout of the sea ; 

And the horrified Norse-women sprung from the ships + 

To the waves, with their souls shrieking out on their lips. 

In fifties and hundreds the pirates were slain. 

From the strand to Ath Cliath and gory Tolcainn ; % 

And far as the vision could traverse the ground. 

Cloven trunks and hack'd mail spread their red banks around. 

The grim Brodar glared from the hem of the wood. 
And he saw where unguarded the old monarch stood ; 
He remember'd the demon's dark prophecy well. 
And his eye-balls flashed death, like two meteors of hell — 

*The chroniclers of the Battle of Clontarf state that Brodar, Com- 
mander-in-chief of the Danes, consulted an oracle about the eyent0 of the 
action, and the answer was, that if the fight took place on Good Friday, King 
Brian would surely fall. Brodar was a man of great strength and stature ; 
he was remarkable for his practice of magic, and the length of his yellow 
hair, which he fastened to his girdle. It was believed that his armour was 
proof against the weapons of his enemies. 

+ So sure were Uie Danes of the conquest of Ireland, that they brought 
numbers of their women with them ; but these, at the time of the rout, 
threw themselves, with terror, from the ships into the sea, where they 
perished. 

t The Tolka river, near Dublin. 
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Striding out on the plain, towards the rich-silkeii tent» 
Like a plague-spirit, griinly and grisly he went ; 
Five straggling fugitives stalk'd at his back. 
Moving onward, like ravenous sharks to a wreck. 

Then the Spirit of Eire, like the glory of day. 
Came up from the mist of the blue twilight-sea ; 
And a rainbow-hued splendour around her was drawn. 
Like the rose- veil that hangs o'er the brow of the dftwn. 
But her face, as she moved thro' the haze of the plain. 
As a beauteous eve-cloud, seem'd to melt into ram — 
On a grassy slope, rich with the new tinge of Spring, 
She stood — but unseen — ^near the tent of her king. 

And Oebhinn* the sad, came and sat at her feet, 

With the stain of fresh tears on her white-winding sheet ; 

Her bony hands lock'd o'er her knees lay at rest, 

As if stnmgling each low sob that rose £rom her breast ; 

And her eves, round whose weird orbs a red circle bnm*d. 

From the kins to the coming assassins were tum'd. 

While often, her grief-bedimm'd vision to dear, 

Her pale hand was lifted to banish the tear. 

But Eire, looking up to the red gates of even. 
Fixed her glory-ut eyes on the ^ory of heaven. 
And her soul-cleaving agony burst into words, 
For the king of her kmgs and the lord of her lords. 
** Seven thousand brave lives have been wasted for me. 
Since the flame-footed mom danced over yon sea ! 
But, oh ! God of the mighty ! has fate darkly will'd 
That my highest and grandest one's blood must be spill*d ? 

His reign was a shadow that fell from Thy hand. 
Shedding love, light, and joy thro* the breadth of my land ; 
Fanes and altars he raised to Thy high, holy name. 
And purged from Thy people the weeds of their shame ! 
But snail the great work of the glory he plann'd. 
Depart, like a dream-image traced upon sand ? 
And leave me, amidst the bright conquests he won. 
Like a well-fruited garden deprived of the sun ? 

Farewell ! my defender, my guardian, my all ! 

I cannot here linger to wikiess thy fsdl ! 

My tears and entreaties, with fate, are in vain. 

While, for empires, thou would'st not fly from the plain I 

To me were thy planet-like splendour and might, 

As to earth are the use and the beauty of light ; 

'Till the chalice of brightness I drank from thy hand, 

Steep'd my soul in a long dream of majesty grand ! 

• See pages 41 and 103. 

The annalists say that the Northmen were pursued in all directiooi, it 
twenties, in fifties, and in hundreds, and slaughtered without quartor tar 
their avenging pursuers. When Brian's guard returned, after ih« ]^ainiH 
and found their monarch dead, they hewed the bodies of th« hmiwiw into 
pieces. 
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The last reaping day of thy harvest is o'er, 

And the cup of thy glory can't hold a drop more I 

Thou'lt sink to the dust, like a flame-cloven tower, 

And with thee I'll lose all my greatness and power ! 

For the light of my crown shall be taken away, 

And my doom shall be dark as the caves of the sea — 

My people shall bleed in a foreigner's thrall, 

And their bread and their drink shall be ashes and gall ! 

She sigh'd, and her mild eyes seamed freezing to stone, 
As if her great spirit had died in a groan ; 
And she melted away, like a heavenly beam 
Which the soul of a mourner beholds in a dream — 
Still Oebhinn, the Banshee, sat weeping behind, 
And her murmur of dole whisper'd death in the wind, 
As near the rich silk-cover'd tent of the King, 
Came the Lord of the Danes, with a tiger-like spring. 

But Eire's white-hair'd ruler stood arm'd for the fight — 
Fast-grasping his shield-cleaving war-axe of might, 
While his soul shot in flame thro' each muscle and vein. 
And thaw'd from each limb a^e's stiff icv chain. 
Like the Angel of Death lookmg down from the sky. 
His fire-armed spirit shot sparks from his eye. 
As he stood, with dread majesty lifting his form, 
Like an insulted god personating a storm. 

Even tall Brodar paused, with that fate-telling fear 
Which warns the soul when sure danger is near. 
And his heart, by the terrible King, awe-inspired. 
From his blood-longing purpose, a moment, retired. 
Brian's eye, like a red-scathmg lightning-brand, fell 
On the sea-pant's ponderous g;arment of steel. 
But discern d no part where ms axe may wound free, 
Except where the solid plates met at his knee. 

With vigour unswerving, the broad war-axe flew, 
Bone, sinew, and steel plates dividing in two ; 
The right leg is lopp'd, like a bough, from his knee. 
And the left from the ancle is sever'd as free — 
He fell, like a tower, and his heavy mail rung. 
Like a strong city gate from its lofty piers flung. 
While, well-aim'd and rapid, a second blow sped. 
And swept from his shoulders his iron-cased nead. 

But the stragglers who followed the chief from the wood — 

With a yell of revenge for their pirate-kind's blood — 

Surrounded the Ard Righ, and struck at his form, 

Yet, cautious, avoided the sweep of his arm, 

'Till one stole behind his illustrious foe. 

And shattered his head, with a life-drinking blow : 

The bleeding king shiver'd and stagger d aside, 

Grasp'd his slayer and slew him — then fell down, and died. 

20 
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One riiri^ of the Bunliee was lioad on tihe liliil. 
And away thro' the blne-dnslry twifiglrt afae psMt 
To her home on Crai^ea 's roeky heath-ezrdea hogbt; 
Where her long, aotemn wail 'woke the echoes alfm^t. 
The harjMtrmgs, imtoached by a mortal haoid, gavv 
Low boDoW'tMied notes, like ghost-sighs from the grmTC^ 
Where in the mnte hall of Kinkon they hnn^ 
mn thcar king-master's ^orioos letnzn, nnstrm^ 

But they seem'd to each other to speak of his death. 
As if pfTophecy's spirit inspired them with Ireath : 
The startled bards heard the weird omen of woe. 
And they KiHiW that the kinp of their scmgs was laid low. 
Fast, fast, thro' the Island the wild tidings spread — 
" King Brian — ^the mi^ty King Brian — is d^d f^ 
AH is mooming, and wailing, and sorrow, and g^oom. 
As if the Last Day, in its terrors, had come ! 



THE MAIDEN'S DREAM. 

The month of flowers is come. 

And the pearly blossoms glow 
On the hawtree's scented arms, 

Like a shower of smmy snow. 
And the daisies, in the mead. 

Are like glistening foam-flecks seen. 
In the glory of the sunbeams, 

On a sleeping sea of green. 

PVom the mossy- vernal bank, 

The coy primrose glances up, 
With a rainbow-gem of light 

►Sparkling in its yellow cup, 
While the honey-bee floats in 

To its dewy-couch of rest, 
To take a fragrant drink 

From its glowing golden breast. 

I am sitting all alone, 

In the dreamy summer's sun, 
On the fairy-haunted bank 

Of the shadowy Avondoun, 
But there's winter in my heart, 

For my blossom 's far away, 
And my soul can drink no joy 

From the flowery smile of May ! 

• When tho fall of Brian, Morogh, Torlogh, Conning, Kian, and otber 
great Chiefs became known to the countiy, tiie demonstra^ons «l tha 
people's sorrow were intense, so loved were those wanion ifaor thsir bmbIj 
TirioM »nd their large-hearted muxdficenoe. 
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Little river ! — stealing down 

From thy mountain sister-rills — 
Wildly singing your ^^ Farewell P* 

To the glory of the hills — 
I am dreaming of the days, 

And the fairy moonlignt-eves, 
When his young heart danced, with mine, 

To the crooning of thy waves I 

The sun-kiss'd flowers that laugh. 

On yon blossom-crested bough, 
E«mind me of the beauty 

And the brightness of his brow, 
When his soul in loving glances 

On my joyful bosom fdl. 
Like the gentle ray of sunrise 

On the virgin primrose-bell ! 

The brown-plumed falcon perch'd 

On the castle-turret high. 
Looks proudly on the landscape. 

With his distance-piercing eye — 
But my ** Bochairs" eye was keener, 

Witn its spirit-kindled glow. 
Than the melting dart of lustre 

Shot from morning's golden bow ! 

To America he*s gone. 

But he promised to return, 
Ere three noral summer-suns 

On our kingly mountains bum ! 
And I fondly dreamt, last night, 

He was coming o'er the sea. 
With good news for lonely Erin, 

And a bridal ring for me 1 

He was like a young wild steed. 

From a desert bounding out. 
And I fear he joined the war 

That's between the North and South — 
For my sad soul hears a whisper. 

When the evening-shadows frown — 
** Oh .' you'll never more behold him 

On the banks of Avondoun ! " 



THE PERI OF PARTEEN. 

Oh 1 sweet are the lawns where the sunbeams and shadows,. 

Like bright and dark spirits, so silently play, 
While the mist-god is spreading his white pinions, shedding 

Soft golden love-tears on the Dosom of May — 
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Bnt Nature hath never, by meadow or river. 
Given sweetness to beauty so bright to be seen. 

As the ringleted Fairy — ^young waxen-brow'd Mary, 
The snow-footed Peri of shady Parteen ! 

The down of the pigeon's win^ never fell lighter 

On earth than the toach of ner echoless feet. 
And her mild face with innocent blushes is brighter 

Than the fresh, sunny, summer-rose, simple and sweet. 
But what is the charm of feature or form 

To the aneelic essence that's living within 
The bosom <m Mary — the syren-tongued Fairy — 

The young dove-eyed Peri of shady Parteen ? 

One morning, as Love sketched an image of Beauty, 

And fancy gave life to the portrait he drew, 
A Seraph came down from the halls of the sun. 

And over the sweet picture radiantly flew ; 
But Love, tho' short-si^ted, took his pencil, delighted. 

And copied that fair Spirit's form and mien. 
Then to iNature he ran, with the beautiful plan. 

And she moulded the Peri of shady Parteen ! 

Stately head of the bright, silken treasure of tresses — 

Oentle mouth where the soul of sweet melody swims — 
Eyes brilliantly flashing— cheeks modestly blusning — 

Slender frame of the delicate white-taper'd limbs — 
May virtue watch o'er thee, while lovers adore thee. 

And no thorn of pain in thy pure heart be driven, 
'Till, tearless and splendid, lif&s bright mission ended — 

The angels shall welcome their sister to heaven ! 

A VISIT TO CORK. 

INSCRIBED TO ROBEBT P. C. WALSH, ESQ. 

'TwAS a bright day of sunny-linked hours. 

And the young miit was green on the tree. 
When I wandered from Shannon's wild bowers 

To thy home by the beautiful Lee I 
As Nature's chila welcomes the May, 

So warm was thy welcome for me. 
In thy glad little mansion, so gay. 

By the beautiful, clear-flowing Lee ! 

The pleasure that friendship imparts 

So seldom from others I drew, 
That I shrank from their cold, fireless hearts. 

Like a leaf in the blight-laden dew ; 
A genial communion of soul, 

I felt not with any but thee, 
So unchill'd by restraint or control, 

In tiiy home by the beautiful Lee ! 
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Away with dull classical arts, 

In which nought but mere polish can shine 
But, oh I God ! for a world of hearts, 

Aiid social, kind natures, like thine ! 
Then here's to the noble-soul'd few — 

The lore-loving, generous and free. 
Who would make a Bard ha^py, like you, 

In your home by the beautiiul Lee ! 

I mark'd the calm light thy thoughts gave 

To thy brow, as we two knelt and pray*d 
On the sacred sim-hallow'd grave 

Where the Bard* of the Shannon is laid I 
I pluck*d a few leaves o'er his breast. 

More dear than primroses to me, 
For I envied the place of his rest. 

By the beautiful, bright- winding Lee. 

In his life-time his soul's loving spring 

The cold world chill'd in its oirth. 
And his fancy's bright star-ranging wing 

Was chain d in the dust of the earth ; 
When doom'd in a garret to pine. 

How glad would his gentle heart be 
To meet a true spirit, like thine. 

By the beautiful, bright flowing Lee I 

The blast of the desert will spare 

The weeds while it strikes the flowers dead. 
Thus fools are regarded, with care, 

Whilst prophets are pining for bread — 
Ah ! such, noble Bard ! was thy lot. 

While folly was pamper'd round thee. 
You thought, toil'd, and sung on, forgot, 

Far, far from the Shannon and Lee! 

To the Botanic Gardens we stray'd, 

To the grave of the ** Minstrel Man /"t 
Who to maidens and matrons play'd. 

By the Nore, Suir, Barrow, and Bann — 
As his epitaph-record I read, 

I offer d his memory a tear ; 
" Oh, blest be the kind hands I " I said. 

That erected this monument here !" 

The nettles and weeds that had grown 

O'er the sleep of the song-honour'd dead, 
We tore up, around the gray stone, 

And cast them away from his bed — 

* Gerald Griffin ib buried in the North Cemetery at Cork. 

t Edward Walsh, the gifted author of many original and beautiful com- 
positions, breathing the native sweetness of true, harmonious Irish poetry. 
His correct knowledge of the ancient Gaelic enabled him to translate a large 
number of Irish poems into English, without losing any of the freshness, 
▼iyadty, and point of the mother-tongue. 
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Tho' his heart in life's battle was stung, 
Yet few weeds in his nature had he, 

While his bruised spirit gushed into song, 
By the beautiful, bright-flowing Lee ! 

Dear Bard of the sonl-kindling flame — 

My brother in poesy and love — 
Thou art hymning a God-praising theme, 

In the angel-orchestra above ! 
Farewell to thy bough-shadow'd tomb ! 

Where the soft winds sin^ requiems o'er thee — 
Farewell to my friend and ms home. 

By the beautiful, bright-flowing Lee ! 



THE SPECTRE-BRIDE. 

A LEGEND OF KINKORA.* 

Majestic and grand are the towers of Kinkora, 

With her "Palace of jewels," all ^arkling in sheen ; 
There's not in the land of romantic Temora 

A Palace so glorious — a valley so green. 
There Nature has flung o'er bright lake and lone dale, 

A magic more brilliant than ever descended, 
By the strong wizard-power of the Druids of La Fail,t 

On the Spirit-guarded circle of Temair the splendid. 
How gorgeously-beauteous, and solemnly-dark. 

The hiUs weave their shades o'er the waters below ? 
Each showing to heaven the lightning's black mark 

On the brown rocky-mail of its bosom and brow. 
And the woods at their feet, how enchanting they seem ? 

In the mountain-wind ringing their bright leafy-bells, 
As if Nature delighted lay there, in a dream, 

Charm'd into repose by the voice of their spells. 
And the Palace — how proud by the beam-glinting surge 

It stands, with its marble walls fronting the sun ; 
Looking out o'er the Lake, from the shore's radiant verge. 

With the pomp and the glow of an Archangel's throne. 

Here and there the quick glancing of gold-hilted blades, 
Like sun-bom flashes, burst out from the shades 
Where the princes and lords, tired of revel and song, 
Are roving the woods' fairy shadows among. 
While out on the lawn, in the thyme-scented air, 
Walk virgins as gloriously-beauteous and fair 

* A. D. 978, Brian was crowned King of Munater. Tradition reports that 
on the same year the harvest was so abundant, the people were anable to 
gather it allin. 

t The above poem attempts to describe the Coronation-banquet given by 
the monarch at Kinkora, where all the brave and fair of the piovinoe 
aaaembled to ei^joy the festivities. 
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As Deirdre the lovely or Blanaid the bright,' 

For whom Naois and Conrigh were vanquished in fight. 

Then to hear the rich swell of the harps in the halls, 

As if angels, in song, to each other were speaking, 
By turns the rich concert rises and falls, 

Round the bright plains the sweet-thrilling melody shaking 
And down by the shore, in green Edens of shade. 

To see the Eling-^ests in their grandeur reclining — 
Their rich vests, with six radiant colours array*d, 

And their bright silken mantles with gold spangles shining. 
While the waves, stealing in on the brown-glossy sand, 

Fell asleep in the sun, with a musical tone ; 
like large silver rings from the Lake-spirit's hand, 

As tokens of joy, at the heroes' feet thrown. 

Blue evening descended — the day-beams retire. 

And the crests of the hills are all plumed with their fire — 

Red gold-colour'd clouds of bright purple and brown. 

Like flame-banners hung o'er Craighlea's yellow crown. 

All was dusky and calm, and the white-hom'd moon 

Peer'd dim thro' the deep aerial-crystal of June ; 

And the pale fairy-mist on the hill- woods arose, 

Slowly casting its veil o'er their twilight-repose. 

Each mountain exchanged its deep, azure eve-gem 

For a gray moonlight-robe and a star-diadem, 

And, towering in heavenly dignity, stood. 

Like planet-guards watching the empire of Grod. 

Not a wave, on its bosom, a moon-sparkle bore 

From the lake's holy isles to the flowers of the shore — 

But all is as dreamy and beautiful there 

As if the calm waters stood silent in prayer, 

"While, silvered with moonlight, the grand Palace-towers 

In kingly magnificence, peerd thro' the bowers ; 

Enchantment around them and glory above. 

And within them all beauty, and music, and love — 

For long ere the day's flaming circle went down 

The blue slope of heaven, in dazzling career, 
Mononia gave ^rian her glory -gemmed crown. 

And made him her king 'neath the Oak of Adair.f 

And her bravest, and proudest, and highest, to-night, 
Have come to Kinkora, with joy in their souls — 

To bow at the throne of the gifted and bright. 
And quaff the red stream of his gold-circled bowls, 

• " The magical Stone of Destiny on which the Toatha De Danaan kings 
were crowned at Tara, attended by Druids, with their mjsterious ceremonials. 
This stone was taken away to Scone, in Sootland, and afterwards to West- 
minister, where it is still to be seen." — Four Matter^ Annals, 

t The royal Oak of Moyadair, beneath whose boughs the Daloassian 
kings where crowned. It was cut down by Malachy II., in one of his raids 
against Brian. 
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A^i aH B IcTB. bmnoBT, cidraliy, nirtli: — 

And a thoQSftDd BgiitB bbae o'er tiie face of the plain — 
Ob ! it wiean'd a new Eden created on earth. 

Where the serpent oonld never find entrance again. 
The laofh of the joycms — the cheer of the free 
Boae wiid as the deep smmner-soog of the sea ; 
The hnmUeEX there is no vassal nor slave, 
Rnt a fneebcBTi scmL bound by love to the brave. 
Bonfires redden'd the donds on the moontain's gray head. 

And the s^arit of song thro^ the valleys was poor'd. 
And liA f estive-boaids ronnd the gay lawns were spread. 

Where the peasant may banqnet as well as the lord. 
White nuidens. like heavenly spiiits, were seen 

Gliding playful the nKxm-border'd larch-bowers among, 
With the smile of a happy sonl blight on each mien, 

And a soft Gaelic ditty alive on each tongae. 
Bnt to hear how the harps flung their notes into one 
• Diapason of sweetness the grand halls within — 
As if the rich soul of each note that was gone 

Threw back on the strings its wild magic again. 
The jewels of princesses gluten'd and blazed. 
And daziled the eyes of the chiefs as they gazed ; 
The re^[al boards groan 'd with the savoury food — 
White fish from the lake and red deer from the wood — 
Yonng kine from the meadow — fat sheep from the hill. 
The snipe from the marsh and the duck from the rill — 
In goblets of silver the Danes' mystic Boir,* 

Whose current would warm the ice-heart of death, 
Show'd the luxurious glow of its sweet liquid-fire, 

Distill'd from the juice of the green fairy-heath — 
And the guests toasted, drank, cheer' d, and feasted, and sang, 
For the stars of the land round the board were assembled ; 
And the music and dancing incessantly rang, 

'Till the towers of the Palace resounded and trembled. 

Twas midnight, and yet the wild revel went on 
As joyous and brilliant as when it began : 
But the ladies and maids to their chambers are gone, 
From the festive delights of the dais, but one — 
One strange, darkly-beautiful, wizard-eyed queen, 
Who never till now at the palace was seen — 



* Tradition reports that the Danes made a sweet-flaronred and intoxicat- 
ing liquor from the mountain-heath ; but so well did they concital the art, 
that the Irish never could discover it. One of those foreigners and his 
son were detected at the process of distillation,; they were threatened with 
instant death if they refused to impart the knowledge of the art ; the wily 
fatherpromised'to reveal the secret provided his son were killed, as he feared 
he would tell his countrymen and bring vengeance on him. xhe son was 
accordingly despatched, when the father said, with a triumphant sneer, 
** Now do ye the same to myself; for ye shall never know this seoret f* 
The hardened old pirate was at once put to death. ^ 
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Unknown to the guests were her kindred and name — 

Slight were her arms and slender her frame ; 

Berry-black were her keen eyes, but darker her hair, 

As if all the gloom of Decemoer were there ; 

Yet her brow glistened pale, as the crescent of light 

That divides the dim empires of morning and night — 

Her bosom betray 'd no emotion of breath, 

For the springs of her being seem'd tideless beneath. 

As if her whole soul in one deep thought was thrown 

In her eye of dark flame and her cold brow of stone. 

Thro' the glittering assembly her lurid eye ran, 

*Till its hot glance indignant was fixed upon one — 

One stem-brow'd chief — the fierce Tanist of Brueh, 

And well those dark eyes and white features he knew. 

Then she lifted the golden- fringed fulluinn she wore. 

And crossed, like a cloud-shade, the bright, marble floor, 

And stood, with her freezing brow, fronting the throne 

Where the newly-crowned king, like a summer-day, shone. 

His large eagle-eyes met her gaze, with a thrill,"" 

That made, for a moment, their planets stand still ; 

And the revellers grew mute, and astounded, look'd up. 

While the wine lay untasted and cold in each cup. 

As amid the drear pomp of a frost-stricken wood 

Stands the snowy-hair'd angel of winter — she stood 

Darkly, fearfully beauteous — repulsing, with awe. 

Each heart that approached her — each proud eye that saw — 

But the Ard Righ addressed her — ** Strange Lady ! speak free, 

If favour or boon thou requirest of me!"* 

Unmoved was her figure — ^unchanged was her eye. 
And her lips were as steel sending forth a reply ; 
And no pallor crept into her cheek's hectic flush, 
like the dingy-red leaf of the sick autumn-bush — 

''King ! the sound of thy fame shall be heard o'er the main, 
But the earth shall drink blood in the days of thy reign ! 

* So strictly did Brian see the administration of justice carried out, that 
neither wealth, position, nor dignity could save an offender from due 
punishment. At one time a serious crime was charged against one of his 
sons, and he immediately had him tried hefore a chief hrehon (judge) and 
jury. Being convicted and sentenced, no mitigation would be granted by 
the monarch, the full penalty was paid. He said that while he punished 
offences in his own family, it would deter others, and make them respect 
the law. He frequently repudiated his queen, Gormlaith, for her extrava- 
gant vanity and arrogance, but he only drew on his head the eternal resent- 
ment of that sublime Fury, who, with the aid of her brother, stirred up 
the Danes against him, promismg, by private letters, her hand in marriage 
to three of their principal commanders, viz., Brodar, Satrio, and Anrud, if 
they would overthrow her husband in battle ; consequently they fought like 
demons, at Clontarf , for the hand of the queen of Ireland, without knowing 
each other's motives, so well did each keep her secret to himself. After the 
fkll of Brian she married Malachy, his successor, who was her third husband ; 
Olaf, the Danish King of Dublin, was her first ; she died in 1030. 
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Yet, like David, the chosen of God, thou'lt ontshine 
All the victors of Eire — all the kings of thy line — 
But if thoa hast a heart for the injured, I claim 
A boon of redress in the injured one's name ; 
Call before thee yon reptile that lurks in the throng, 
*Till I whiten his cheek, with the tale of my wrong !" 

She pointed at Firgal the Tanist of Bmgh, 

He, cowering, sank under the board from her view. 

And a sneer on her lip coldly, scornfully plaVd, 

like the curl of a stream in a bleak, haunted shade. 

The king shook his sceptre, commanding aloud. 

The chief to come forth from the banquetting crowd. 

But two heralds brought him out from his dark-lurking plaoe^ 

With the cold sweat of fear glistening o'er his white face. 

The lady look'd on him, with wrathful disdain, 

And the flame of her wild eye seem'd scorching his brain. 

And her hoarse, angry voice did the sternest appal. 

As it rang, like the shriek of a blast, through the hall. 

"Twelve red moons have traversed the skies since the nighty 

On the banks of the Comog, I gave thee my plight! 

And thou swor'st, aloud, by the Gospel, to be 

A sire to my child and a consort to me ! 

I believed thee — the angels or demons of space 

Could not then read the lie in thy cold-blooded face ; 

Moreover you swore by Saint Bride's holy ring. 

That, when sceptred Mononia would crown her next king. 

At his coronation-banquet I'd proudly preside. 

With the church-hallowed name of a wife, by thy side — 

Ha! thou'st kept all thy treacherous promises well. 

But the river the rest of my history can tell! 

Now the king has been crown'd and the banquet is laid. 

And 'tis time to redeem all the vows thou hast made! 

My cheek has not lost the bright stain of its red, 

Tho' sleeping for months in the water's bleak bed — 

Here's the ring in my hand — let the priest read the rite. 

And we both shall be happy in wedlock to-night ! 

No bridesmaid nor guest to our nuptials we'll bring — 

Wilt thou honour my claim, with thy sanction? King! 

I cannot wait longer, the rite must be done. 

Ere the gray East puts on the red ring of the sun!** 

The nobles look'd dumb on the guilty accused. 

And the Ard Righ gazed round him bewildered, confused. 

But ere monarch or brehon had time to reply, 

The cock's clarion told that the morning was nigh ; 

To a column of darkness the weird lady grew. 

While the blaze of the lamps turned purple and blue. 

And each chief felt his clouded eyes smitten with pain, 

As if a black fever-dream swam thro' his brain. 
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Dim, livid and sombre shades flitted around, 

With the wint'ry moan of a whirlwind's deep sound, 

And on to the door the black gloom- wave was borne, 

Like an eclipse slow- walking the hall of the mom. 

All is silent again, save the roll of the flood, 

And the dull, raving sound of the wind-shaken wood : 

But the East show'd the first crimson spangle of dawn, 

And the dark Spectre-Bride with her bridegroom was gone. 



THE DESTRUCTION OF KINKORA.* 

THE PBOPHECY OF MOBTOGHMOBE o'BBIEN'S BABD. 

0*EB gloomy Slieve Bemagh the evening fog roll*d 

Its mantle of vapour, in many a gray fold ; 

The women of Thomond are singing the caoineyf 

Where they searched for their dead on the war-redden'd plain. 

The cattle are dying of plague in the vale, 

And the green of the land has grown meagre and pale. 

For God has look'd down on man's record of wrong, 

With a scourge in His hand, and a curse on His tongue. 

Oh ! ye blind race of Golamh, why do ye provoke 

The Holy One's anger — the wrath of his stroke ? 

He gave ye a land full of sun-ripen'd grain — 

Ye quarrell'd and sinn'd — and he sent ye the Dane, 

With a hell-temper'd sword to demolish and slay, 

*Till your Isle, like a bumt-up wilderness lay — 

'Till your heart-bleeding septs found their desolate tombs 

In the ashes and wreck of their fire-blacken'd homes— 7 

But the tears of the saints quenched the nation's death-pyre. 

And appeased, for a season, the Holy One's ire — 

Then He sent to redeem ye. King Brian the Grand, 

Who banish'd the red-demon pests from your land, 

And he lifted ye up from your ashes blood-leaven, 

'Till your free Island laughed with the brightness of heaven ! 

But again shrieks the Cain-cry of blood on your brand, 
For brother 'gainst brother, has lifted his hand — 
Woe, woe to your discords ! ye blind-hearted men ! 
Ye have anger'd the Lord to chastise ye again! 
And He'll roll a death-stone o'er your Island of mist, 
That shall wither your spirits and grind you, like grist. 
Yea, He'll send a fierce scourge ten times worse than the Dane, 
And the nations shall laugh at the howl of your pain! 

* A.D. 1118, Torlogh O'Connor, King of Connanght, advanoedto Einkora, 
tore down the royal edifice, and hurled it, wood and stone, into the 
Shannon : the Dalgais, at the time, being so weakened from contmnal war- 
fore, were unable to defend it, but in two years after they invaded Con- 
naught, plundered and burned it, and did not leave of O'Connor's palace 
one stone upon another even to the lowest foundation. This they did in 
revenge for the ruin of their fEivourite Kinkora. 

t It was a custom with the women to sing the death ahant or eaoine, 
while searching the field for their dead relatives, after a battle. 
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Base Btrangers shall pollute the hearths of yonr kings, 

And your customs erase as abominable things! 

And your princes, with all the high pride of their birth, 

Shall be rooted, like trees, from me oreast of the earth! 

Woe, woe to your discordJs — ye doom'd Gaels of Eire — 

The death>toothed harrow of famine and fire, 

On his mission of vengeance, a foreigner brings * 

To rake ye to dust, princes, people and kings ! 

Ha! the fruit of your fields for a stranger shall grow. 

And your grim persecutors shall mock at your woe ! 

Your children shall wander, like sea-birds forlorn. 

Cast out from their homes, like the chaff of a bam — 

And thus shall your murderous dissensions be cooPd, 

When your land by the base-blooded stranger is ruled! 

Return, O'Connor! return to thy home. 

Desecrate not a stone of yon bright palace-dome ! 

The steel-talon'd Eagles it nurst in its breast 

Have perish'd in fight — then destroy not the nest! 

The mighty MacLoughlin consumed it before. 

In the turbulent days of the fierce Mortoghmore,t 

But the king to the blue North his wrathful face tum*d. 

And Aileach the Pompous to ashes he bum'd ! 

And his clansmen retum'd, each bringing a stone 

Of the proud palace- walls by his vengeance o'erthrown — 

Then remember, King! tho' the Dalgais, this hour. 

Are unable to stem the great tide of thy power, 

Yet the^ll gather their might, like the might of the sea. 

And, with ruin and blood, thy black insult repay! 

Retire, haughty chief! let Kinkora alone — 

For I swear by the sun! if you touch but one stone! 

The demons of hell and angels of heaven 

Shall sup at one feast ere tiie wrong be forgiven!" 

Thus sang the bard, in a robe of white. 

As he stood 'mid the shadows of brown Craighlea ; 
HiH wild eye red as a furnace-light, 

And his bold mouth teeming wiih prophecy — 
"Thou, evil lips!" said the frowning king, 

"Here's a chain of gold to curb thy tongue!'* 
The anny bard caught the glittering thing. 

Which into the deep lake's wave he flung, 

* Alluding to the Norman invasion which soon followed. 

f *' In 1064, MacLoughlin, Prince of Aileach, invaded the principalitj of 
Mortoghmore O'Brien, King of Monster; among other predatory acta, he 
plundered and demolished the Palace of Kinkora. Mortogh, after re-edify- 
ing it, nuurohed into Ulster, and burned down the royal FlUaoe of Aileaani, 
and made each man of his army bring away a stone of it imto Thomomd. 
How peacefully he waited for three years, during whidi time he had his 
ancestral palace in oourse of reconstruction, before he thought of bringing 
away the stones of Aileach from the North. This was an act of vengeance 
with a vengeance, which put to the blush the wildest exploit of his :' 
enemy."->Jnno/« of Thoniond. 
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Then he turned his eye from the curling flood, 

And said to the king, with a darken'd smile, 
'*May thy proud house perish in flame and blood, 

If you lift a hand to yon j)rincely pilel" 
The monarch pass'd, with his spears of war 

Shining o'er the crests of his veteran powers. 
Who, with rooting axe and disjointing bar, 

Assaird the fair walls of the kingly towers — 
Unroof d were chamber and banquet-hall — 

Brief was the work of ten thousand hands. 
While, breach by breach, wall after wall. 

Went down, with a crash, on the smoking sands. 
The oaken boards and the seats of state, 

With their regal carvings and polish'd frame, 
The base kerns smash'd, in their wolfish hate. 

And hurl'd them, piecemeal, into the stream. 
The echoes groan'd as the wreckers' cheer 

On the passing wing of the lake-gale leapt ; 
But the old men of Cas, who were standing near, 

Tum'd their brows to the earth and wept — 
Tower and column were riven and roll'd 

Into the ruin-discolour'd tide. 
Where, like growing banks of shapeless mould, 

They tum'd the lordly river aside. 
And King O'Connor look'd joyfully on, 

'Till the walls were plough'd to the very dust, 
And when the unholy worK was done, 

A vengeful laugh n:om his curved lip burst. 
Kinkora, that day, was a woeful sight, 

Hurl'd into the grave of the yellow flood ; 
Oh ! they left not a vestige, nor stone upright. 

To mark where the House of King Bnan stood. 
The priests of the Dal^s gaz'd from the hill, 

And their big tears now'd, and their heads they shook — 
They tore their robes, as they cried their fill, 

And curst O'Connor, with bell and book. 
But when the blood-stain'd ravagers went 

Their way — ^while the scene in the sunset slept — 
Bard, brehon, and clansman, with deep lament. 

Surrounded the place, and, like children, wept. 

**0 Kinkora I high dwelling of banquet and songi 

Where the gold-crown'd Kings of the nation met, 
At feast and council— oh, heart of the strong! 

How has the light of thy grandeur set? 
Bich queen of great treasures ! sad is thy mishap! 

None thought that forlorn and poor you'd be, 
When the wealth of an empire was laid in thy lap, * 

And wonderful tributes pour'd into thee ! 

* Tradition relates that the wealth of this palace was so immense it was 
sufficient to purchase a kingdom. It was usually called " the Palace of 
jeweLi" by the bards and Seanachies, on account of its enormous treasures. 
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The red eve is quench'd in the blue, sullen main. 
And the night-mist hangs pale over stormy Moveen. 
The waves, in a war-dance, are shouting below, 
And tossing about their tiaras of snow, 
Besieging me bounds of that cliff-guarded shore, 
Which may challenge their might for five thousand years 
more ! 

But why sits fair Una alone on the verge 
Of that desolate rock, by the roar of the surge ? 
The wave-spray is silvering the silk of her hair, 
The darkness grows 'round her, and still she is there ! 
The sea-birds are shrieking, like ghosts, 'round the cliffs, 
And the fishers have steer'd to the brown bay their skif&i, 
For they know by the low dingyjscud of the South, 
That the fiend of the tempest to-night will be out. 
And Una has watch'd, from the dusk to the dark. 
For the breeze-swollen wings of her Ocean-Chief's bark. 
Which has gone in pursuit of some maritime prey, 
Since morning put on the sun-splendours of dky. 

Twelve evenings had crimson' d the face of the tide, 

Since the Lord of Dunlica had made her his bride : 

Of all brave sea-rovers the bravest was he. 

And of Thomond's fair daughters the fairest was she. 

With ringlets which hung, like a beautiful charm. 

O'er the delicate mould of her snow-neck and arm, 

And li^s, like a rich glowing crescent of coral 

Enclosmg a sea-fairy's palace of pearl ; 

And her face, like a seraph's cast into repose. 

Had the fresh, sweet Spring-bloom of the young desert rose ; 

And her form, like the green, slender poplar in May, 

When the zephyrs, in music, steal rouna it to play ; 

Yet her eye, when the veil of its lightning was raised, 

Like the flash of her father's blue scimitar, blazed^ 

For her spirit, when angry, look'd out from her face. 

With the grand, stem pride of her regal-soul'd race. 

Since childhood she haunted the glorious sea-shore. 

In love with its terrors, and pleased with the roar 

Of the thunder-toned surges that danced in and out. 

Like an army of white giants charging about ; 

Ajid Una became like a thing of the sea, 

Begot of its grandeur and bom of the spray, 

Ibrickane. It was called after Baskln, the second son of Conaire, Monarch 
of Ireland, in the second century. The O'DonneUs were the prinoipal 
owners until dispossessed by the MocMahons, an offshoot of the O'Briens. 
Thev built many castles in Corcovaskin, such as Carrigaholt, i.e., the 
Bock of the boats, the castle of Kilmurry in Ibrickane, the castles of 
Dunb^ and Dunmore, and several other fortresses, the ruins of whidi 
attest the great former strength of those places. Cleena was another 
important stronghold of this ancient and once-powerftil family."— ^nnaft 
(if Thomond, 
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Wben iht red. BcmihrE: fscm-nQEt <i cranng vwb fiuovM 
O'er tbcr ooeas. cibc: gsKid <m its ^ay alone. 
As dte iteMi o'«r tfa^* bhie iD0initun-««^ of tiie dee^ 
like a Icide cd tbe Wizid-God, tailhnn ed on a steep ; 
Or ibe msh'd, in ber driff, thro^ Ibe oombst of irmTes 
As if tbe xzk^ «&&£ azid wild BqiuHs were ber dsTVi^ 
Asd doe seean'd, od tbe wbite-rollnig smges, to be 
like a daziling cbild naunripid on a fierce paienf s knee. 
Tbe wild ooeazi-Lmis were not daunted nor scared 
From tbear places of rest wben tbe prinoesB, aroear'd ; 
For tbcT knew, as sbe strayed on Ibe cbfis, mnty sbdrea^ 
Tbat bIm; lored tbe gnnd sea and was wild as tbemaelveB ! 
And sbe was tbe dmd of a chief that ne^o" bow'd — 
IfarMahfi, of Baekiim, tbe princely and proad; 
And sbe wedded the Lord of Danlica, because 
He bred fzee as tbe shark, and regarded no laws : 
Tbe Sassenach sailors long dreaded and knew 
His power ; — and tbe peasantiy called him Cean Dbn ! 

Tbe last dusky snn-streak is gcme from the sky. 

And tbe donds — ^like Uack war-steeds that rid^ess fly 

From the red press of battle — are rapidly borne 

Thro' the dim, aerial vault, with their sable skirts toniy 

For the tempest has soimded its battle-charge dire. 

And the breEikers leapt up, as if pinion'd on fire, 

Shoutiiig awful defiance to lightning and squall. 

And shaking the clifiBs with tbe crash of their fall ; 

Fierce-blending their war-whoops, majestic in one 

Thunder-chorus of wrath, as they madly charged on 

The flint-clifted ramparts, that awfully stand 

Repelling their furious assaults on the land. 

While the dense, showering spray hissed and whirled to and 

fro. 
Whitening all the wide coast with the clouds of its snow. 
Now they gather and boil at the rock's iron foot, 
Then, like screamuig ghosts, up to the headland they shoot ; 
Now downward they dance, tearing all in their way, 
Flogging boulder and crag with their white whips of spray! 
Then up, with mad vengeance, they thunder again. 
Roaring, wrestling, to pull the cli& into the main ! 
Here they shriek into chinks— there they bellow in caves, 
As if seeking some victims to drag to their graves ! 
Now they foam, flash and leap, dance and shout o'er the reef, 
like retreating clans calling for aid to their chief ; 
Then onward, with mighty reinforcements of foam. 
Up the jagg'd shelves, fike hoarse-howling demons, they come 
Again, with a fierce yell of wrath, they sweep down, 
lake an anny repulsed from the walls of a town I 
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The Lord of Dunlica was cruizing all day, 

When, an hour before sunset, he captured a p rey : 

A rich English merchant, whose freight, we are told, 

Was worth twenty thousand bright pieces of gold ; 

But a war-frigate swept on the Pirate-Chief's £ack, 

Threw open her ports, and commenced the attack ; 

And Cean Dhu's guns, in a moment, replied. 

And gave the brave foe a destructive broadside ! 

In shrill, whistling splinters the riven planks flew. 

Where the fiery shot tore, killing nine of the crew — 

Night shadow'd the main, as the combat began. 

Yet the iron-destruction from ship to ship ran. 

Rending bulwark and hull, till each blood-painted deck 

Was strewn with dead trunks and encumber'd with wreck ! 

In rapid succession the quick lurid blaze 

Of the cannon appeared thro' the deep ocean-haze ; 

And ruin's dread thunder-boom followed each flash. 

Then the ringing oak shriek'd to the balls' hollow crash ; 

The tempest leapt down from its empire of gloom ' 

And plough'd the dark sea into ridges of foam ; 

And the militant vessels were whirl'd away, 

(Ere the combat was o'er), thro' the mists of the spray ; 

While the fearless Cean "Dhu looks around him, to view 

The reeking destruction of half his fierce crew! 

The bodies were flung in one seething grave, white. 

And the sharks feasted well on the spoils of the fight. 

Yet the Pirate Chief still is the lord of the tide. 

And he speeds away home to his proud ocean-bride ; 

With his tatter *d sails reefed, ana his bulwarks ball-riven. 

Right on towards Dunlica the Sea-Chief is driven ; 

And he stands on the high poop, as fixed as a tower, 

'Mid the storm's hoarse shout and the spray's bursting shower, 



He has yet to contend with a foeraan more dire — 

Hark! the cry of his sailors — *' The ship is on fire !" 

Up leapt the dread blaze, with its black plume of smoke, 

From cabin and berth o'er the charred deck it broke ; 

To curb its advance every effort is vain, 

The ship, like a volcano, flamed on the main ! 

"Lower the boat!" yelled the chief, ** ere the quick flames 

invade 
The deep magazine, where the powder is laid !" 
The boat's lower'd and mann'd, but the turbulent waves, 
'Gainst the side of the burning ship, dashed it to staves ; 
Six stout hands went down, in a whirlpool of foam. 
Interred in its fathomless abyss of gloom. 
The red conflagration is lord of the ship. 
And the rest of the sailors have plunged in the deep, 
For they knew, tho' the wild ocean's mercy was small. 
The dread tyrant, fire, had no mercy at all ; 

21 
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And they sunk, one by one, in their straggles o'erpower'd. 
In the gulf of the maid waves, like atoms, devour*d ! 
But the lord of the pirates id still on the deck. 
Alone, with the fire-fiend, disputing the wreck ; 
And he look'd as undaunted and calm, at that hour. 
As if seated at ease in Dunlica*s strong tower ; 
For his was a spirit that bravely would bear. 
But not bend to the doom he no longer could dare 
And he firmly and valiantly welcomed his fate. 
When hope was no more and resistance too late. 

But, what are the thoughts of brave Cean Dhu now. 

As he stands on the poop, with his hand on his brow ? 

He is thinking of her who is waiting, in vain, 

To welcome him home from his ride on the main ; 

And the eye of his mind sees her stand at the board. 

Filling up the rich **mead€r" of wine for her lord. 

With her queenly eyes anxiously tum'd towards the door. 

Expecting the chief — doom'd to see her no more ! 

But she, from the cold cliff, looks out on the wave, 

Where he, on a fiery bier, drifts to his grave. 

But the blaze of the ship is beheld from the strand. 

Like a large meteor-lamp in a Sea-spirit's hand ; 

And Una has seen the red, shuddering rays. 

Which shot o'er the surf, from the eye of the blaze. 

**Tis his bark — and on fire I" she exclaimed, and up- 
sprung, 
From her shoulders the golden-fringed **fuUuinn" she flung. 
And rushed to the tower where, at once, to her call. 
Two seamen, dark -featured, rush'd out from the hall ; 

** Give my skiff to the surge — let your best oars he mann'd 
She said — ^towards the bummg ship waving her hand ; 
Her order's obey'd — soon the canoe was borne 
Where the waves to the sea-brink a passage had worn. 
O'er the black crags she follow'd, as agile and free 
As the white gulls that shoot round the rim of the sea ; 
While the hearts of the ocean-sons quailed at the roar 
Of the breakers, whose thunder-crash shook the dark shore. 
Thrice the squalls struck them down at the cliff's flinty base, 
And the serpent-tongued lightning spat fire in their face ! 
Still Una her pressing command sternly gave 
To strike out, with the dancing retreat of the wave. 
The lady is Seated her rowers beside ; 
Off they shoot, with the sweeping recoil of the tide. 
And they rapidly bound o'er the surfs whirling banks. 
Like a war-charger spurr'd thro' the battle's deep ranks. 
Now down in the gulf of the billows they steer ; 
Now high on their summits they spring, like a deer ; 
Away, 'mid the roaring of surges and wind. 
They dash, while the coast mel's in darkness behind. 
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**Pull steady, my men! lest the waves* furious leap 
Catch your oars, and upturn our boat in the deep ; — 
Pull stronger and quicker!" she said, and back roll'd 
From her brow to her shoulders her cloudlets of gold. 
Bending fast to their strokes, the tough ash oars they strain, 
And the skiff, like a bird, seem'd to fly o'er the main. 
Swift-cleaving the foam, they dash'd onward, and came 
Near the ship, grandly trimm'd with her garment of flame. 
The three mighty elements — fire, wind, and sea, — 
Battled fierce round that saunt wreck, demanding their prey ; 
And the surf o*er the crackling deck madly leapt in, 
But the rebel-flames rallied and flash'd up again. 
Glaring luridly down on each breaker's white head, 
And tinging the clouds, with a dark-flitting red. 
Now out from the black ports they curl o*er the brine ; 
Now up the tall main-mast, like serpents, they twine 
While the ropes, from the yard-arms, swinging on high, 
Like blazing brands, toss'd their red ends in the sky ; 
And the broad, flaming wings of the lurid sails shone. 
Like fiery clouds toss'd o'er the tempest-fiend's throne. 
While their bright burning shreds, by the howling blast torn. 
O'er the gloom of the waters, like meteors, were Dome. 

The skiff danced along on the flame's golden line, 

That quiver'd and curv'd o'er the turbulent brine : 

And Una has sounded a signal sea-hom, 

Whose note to the ear of her chieftain was borne ; 

He knew that wild sound, and he look'd o'er the flood ;— 

Up leapt, with new spirit, the springs of his blood. 

As he saw his brave lady's skiff bounding in sight, 

Where the blaze zoned the sea with a red ring of Ught. 

She sees on the high poop his dim, ghostly form. 

Like a phantom of ruin called up by the storm, 

And wnere the chief stood on his dread ocean-pyre. 

Was the only dark spot yet untouch'd by the nre. 

Haste ! haste ! — ^gallant chief, death to seize thee is slow ! 

The flames are surrounding the powder below ; 

One short minute more, and those red planks shall fly. 

With a volcanic roar, thro' the shrill-nnging sky ! 

His fate has been cheated — one moment's delay — 

He look'd on the fire, and he looked on the sea ; 

And, dashing his shaggy-hemm'd "cochal" aside, 

He plunged, like a spear, in the foam-sheeted tide, 

Fair Una's white arms are stretch'd to receive 

Her lord, as he rose on the swell of the wave : 

One prayer to Saint Sinan, — and gallant Cean Dhu 

Is Slue, with his spouse, in the sable canoe ; 

And away to the coast they are shooting again. 

With a strong, steady stroke, sweeping o'er the dark main. 

But where is the foeman that fought him at eve, 

Ere the tempest provoked the white wrath of the viw^^^ 
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He is near, with reefed sails, looking on, with grim joy, 
At the doom of the brave ship that blazed to the sW, 
And he sees, by the flame's ruddy shimmer, the skin 
Bounding ofl^ thro' the foam, towards Dunlica's dark cliff : 
Quick, the long boat is mann'd for a desperate pursuit, 
And away on the track of the pirate they shoot : 
They fired thro' the gloom, and the hot balls were sent 
Thro' the mist of the spray where the gallant skiff went; 
But death's leaden heralds at random hiss'd by 
The fearless Cean Dhu, yet not destined to die, 
"They are fast gaining on us!" fair Una replied, 
** Pull quick for the cave where the sea-monsters hide ! *'* 
But scarce had the words from her trembling lips pass'd. 
When a broad surge of flame o'er the ocean was cast : 
Night gather'd her black robe aside, to give room 
To the olaze that, a moment, invaded her gloom; 
And up to the heavens that burning ship sprung, 
While the vault of the stars with a thunder-crash rang ; 
And the waves seem'd to quail in their mighty career, 
And stoop their gray heads, as if smitten with fear ! 
That wreck's blazing fragments were hurl'd on high, 
Like ten thousand fire-rockets flung up to the sky ; 
Then, like red brands from heaven flung down to the main. 
The flame-showers flashed back to the waters again. 

Right into the deep hollow womb of the cave 

Leapt the skiff, thro' the rage of the rock-cleaving wave ; 

The explosion's fierce lightmng-flash showed them the way 

To that horrid cave's craggy mouth foaming with spray. 

The enemy, headlong pui'suing the chief. 

Dashed into the breakers that danced on the reef ; 

The boat on the rock's point was smash'd, like a clod. 

And the crew buried deep in the whirl of the flood. 

Cean Dhu to his sea-towerf has gone, with his spouse, 

And the board is prepared for a glorious carouse ; 

The harper, MacDarry, is tuning the wire 

To a brave song of valor, the feast to inspire. 

Cean Dhu drank a bowl to the health of nis bride, 

And another to those who lay cold in the tide ; 

Then he whirl'd his proud wife by the white hand around. 

And he caper'd away to the music's wild sound. 

Round her fair shoulders floated her curls, golden-brown, 

One hand by her kirtle swung gracefully down ; 

And her steps seem'd so buoyant and lightly to fall. 

That they scarce stirr'd a rush on the floor of the hall : 

• The cavern alluded to was hollowed by the sea under the'difb of Dunlica. 
The monsters of. the deep seek shelter there during the winter seasons, and 
often, in that dark retreat, they were attacked and slain by the hardy fisher- 
men of the neighbouring coast. 

+ While correcting this i)oem I have been informed that a great part of 
the venerable castle has fallen to the ground. 
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While he, like a wild steed by bridle ne'er bound, 

Made the echoes ring up from the heart of the ground ; 

For he danced, like his ship to the tune of the storm, 

Till his swarthy brow steam'd with big drops, reeking warm : 

'Twas a grand gala night for the Sea-Chief on shore, 

But the dawn of the dark wave beheld him once more. 



THE FATE OF MAHON AND EILEEN. 

A LEGEND OF o'CEABNEIGH. 

I LEABNED an olden legend, in the green halls of the wood, 
Where the misty-border'd Raite* pours the glory of its flood ; 
With the shadow'd meadows slantmg to the tide-bank's reedy 

fringe. 
And the olue-faced mountains looking on the moorland's russet 

tinge. 

The dawn-dews roll'd their silvery rings around each blossom'd 

thorn, 
That stood, like snow-clouds, in the fence before the glow of 

mom; 
When a brown-eyed peasant-maiden, as she milk'd her white 

striped cow. 
In the birch-grove's emerald vista, told the tale I'm telling now. 

Ceamighe'sf lily-footed daughter was Temora's stateliest dame. 
Ere the red, marauding Norman to our holy valleys came ; 
Like a brier-rose, by a neld-riU, in her wild, bright beauty grew. 
The valley's dark-eyed huntress, marble-handed Eileen Dnu. 

Like a golden veil, her ringlets might have touch'd her waxen 

feet, 
As the clouds that form the sunbow, curling o'er two specks of 

sleet. 
On a Spring-hill's morning forehead, when the glistening beads 

of rain 
Drop, like gemlets, thro' the white haze on the green lap of the 

plain. 

The rich-soul'd songs of Eire to the cruit-wires she sung. 
With the wild heart-melting passion of the flowery Celtic 

tongue ; 
Her life was as the desert air that wanders where it will, 
Freshen'd with the scent of blossoms and the sweet thyme of 

thehiU. 

• The River Raite, firom which Bunratty deriTes its name ; it is also called 
the O'Ceameigh, 

t The OCearnighes, or O'Keameys, were lords of a territory bordering 
the above river, beyond Siz-Mile-Bridge. 
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Who was comelier, in the valley, than the flame-eyed Mahon 

Roe? 
'Mong ten thousand stately warriors the young giant-chief 

you*d know ; 
Torlogh's battle-bands of Connaught,* well his arm of terror 

Imew, 
As the field-birds know the eagle when he hovers in their view. 

like the gale upon the waters, was his footstep in the race, 
like a frost-star crossing heaven, was his spear-head in the 

chase; 
And he tower'd above the war-surge, like a billow-cleaving 

skiff. 
Looking proudly, as the osprey on a thunder-riven cliff. 

He saw the fawn-like Eileen, gentle-eyed and radiant-brow'd, 
And his soul before the altar of her an^el-beauty bow'd ; 
While she felt her heart-depths thrimng, like the April song 

of streams. 
When he stood, at pensive midnight, in the vista of her 

dreams. 

For her he drew the red trout from the Raite's steep-bank'd 
flood. 

When morning's golden finger tipp'd the green brow of the 
wood; 

For her he brought the young roes from the mountain- 
ravine down, 

And the nuts of fragrant kernel from the hazel's branchy 
crown. 

He taught her how to bend the yew, with steady, practised 

skin, 
Till she shot the circling plover as they wheel'd around the 

hill; 
He taught her, in the mountain-wilds, to hit the flyinff deer, 
'Till her young heart knew no rapture but while Ms^on Roe 

was near. 

But there wander'd in the bosom of the forest of Glengael, 
A mighty hind that long defied the hunter's hounds and 

steel ; 
And a legend of this great hind to the Seanachies was known. 
That tiie hunter who would slay her, would be lord o 

Munster's throne. 

And many a wild aspirant, with a passion to appear 
In the trappings of an Ard Righ,t chased this phantom 
year by year ; 

• Torlogh O'Connor, King of Connaught, and Torlogh O'Brien, King of 
Monster, were, about that time, at deadly feud, which ended in thetenifl* 
battle of Moinmor, where the power of both prorinoes was alxnoBt destroyed. 
See a description of the fight at page 68. 

t High King. 
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But their nimble hounds of swiftness and their steeds, like 

desert- wind, 
Were outstripp'd and blindly baffled by the lightning-footed 

hind. 

And many a sore disaster were the huntsmen made to feel — 
Fractured limbs and aching bruises which no liniments 

could heal ; 
Till, vanquish'd and despairing, they shunned the forest-gloom, 
And the red hind still was monarch of her leafy desert-home. 

Eileen learned the wondrous legend, and a dream of power and 

fame. 
To the chamber of her spirit, like a dazzling vision, came ; 
And she told her heart-led lover he would rise to be a b'ng, 
If the trophies of the red hind from the desert he woidd 

bring ! 

And she pledged her faith to wed him on the evening of 

the day, 
When his conquering spear of brightness the enchanted hind 

would slay ; 
More, she promised to go with him to the dark and dreaded 

place. 
To partake the pleasant perils of the wild, exciting chase. 

With quick assent, young Mahon* to the maiden's counsel 
bent, 

While her voice, like fairy music, to his fiery heart-springs 
went; 

And his wild eyes flash'd, with gladness, like the sudden- 
bursting blaze 

Of a sunbeam on the river, thro' the March-sky's melting 
haze. 

Morning walks upon the mountain, with a burning foot of 

gold. 
And the wood-gales shake the perfume from the blossom's 

rosy fold ; 
The wnite-dew fall on the hill-side, like a beach of pearl, 

shines. 
And the Spring-clouds, o'er the star-vault, spread their 

glowing silver lines. 

From his mystic house of honey, in the thyme-bank's mossy 
knee. 

Taking tribute of the wild flowers, wings the summer- 
loving bee ; 

* " This chief is mipposed to be one of the Mahon family of Clonoon, near 
CoTofln. Clonoon Castle is situated in the parish of Kilkeedy, barony of 
Inohiqxiin. In 1586, it was besieged and dismantled by Sir Biohard 
Bingham, who gave the garrison no quarter " — Annals of Thomond. 
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In m. dance of glistening crystal, down the crags the hiU- 

f onntB mn. 
And the lark is at his music in the palace of the son. 

Early moved young dark-eyed EQeen by the oak wood's 

breezy side. 
And Mahon Roe, as early, marked the white plain, with his 

stride — 
She, with bow and beaming arrows, he, with hounds and 

hunting spear, 
Which, in wild Moyarta's greenwood, brought down many a 

stately deer. 

Away they go together thro* the shadow-checker'd wold. 
Where the valley's sylvan moss-lawns spread their spangled 

beds of gold ; 
Four attend^ts move behind them, with the leash'd dogs in 

their care, 
And snowy oiser-baskets fill'd with fruits and wholesome fare. 

To the forest's branchy centre, where the fragrant sorrel grew. 

They advanced, ere day's red noonbeam drank the heath- 
bell's chaliced dew ; 

And Mahon's eyes, like fire-darts, pierced the gloom on every 
side, 

Till beneath a great oak, resting, the majestic hind he spied. 

"Oh, by all the saints in Erin!" cried the young chief, with 

delight, 
"Look you yonder, lovely Eileen! there's our royal game in 

sight! 
'Tis by statagem, my fair one, we must chance to bring her 

down! 
Else thy head of pretty ringlets shall not wear a queenly crown ! 

"Grentle Eileen ! beauteous Eileen ! if you ever bent a bow. 

With a true aim, quick and steady, be your shaft unerring 
now! 

Thro' the shades I'll steal upon her, while you, dark-eyed hun- 
tress ! here, 

Slip the hounds, and wing your arrows, if I miss her, with my 
spear I" 

As noiseless as a mist- wreath, thro' the shadows Mahon stole, 
While Eileen's bosom quiver'd with the tremblings of her soul ; 
The great hind raised her forehead, snufTd the air, and stared 

about, 
As Mahon, on her red haunch, with his lifted steel leap'd out. 

From her resting-place, uprushing, flew the hind, with mighty 

bounds. 
From the leash, with one shrill blood-yell, right against her 

leapt the hounds ; 
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Like a streak of blue flame, hissing, glanced a shaft from 

Eileen's bow, 
Grazed the hind, and deeply entered the white neck of Mahon 

Roe. 

Thro' the creen-wood's dark recesses, fast the red hind disap- 
pearecu 

And the noble chief of Clonoon lay expiring on the sward ; 

While Eileen, bending o'er him, spoke no word, nor tore her 
hair. 

For her freezing heart was riven with the death-pangs of de- 
spair. 

Paled the rose-hue on his bright cheek, and his fading eye be- 
trayed • 

How his soul in pity melted for the anguish of the maid ; 

With aflfectionate forgiveness did he murmur Eileen's name, 

While she shudder' d, like a willow, with the grief that tore 
her frame. 

And when the mourners gather'd, with the death-song and the 

tear. 
And the maids laid forest wild-flowers, with a heart-sob, on 

his bier ; 
Eileen, silent as a phantom, with white cheek and frigid eye, 
Moved among the lonely wailers, without murmur, tear, or 

sigh. 

And when the dust lay o'er him in the bed which knows no 

dream, 
All his lonely paths she haunted, by wild hill and sounding 

stream; 
And her sered soul hugg'd its anguish, with a death-grasp 

strong and deep — 
Oft in prayer she pour'd her sorrow, but was never known to 

weep. 

And the bright days of the Spring-time, in their beauty stole 
along, 

With their wealth of vernal sweetness, and their gushing sun 
and song. 

Till the yellow stains of autumn on the misty landscape lay, 

And the meadow-lawns were honied with the breath of new- 
mown hay. 

And Eileen knew her death-hour, for a sister-spirit stole 
From the shining fields of heaven, with a message to her soul; 
And she sought, when evening crimson'd dusky moor and river 

side, 
The blood-spot in the desert where her noble Mahon died. 
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Dwn die lav beneath a haziel wbere his dying head «ms laid. 
Her heart imc-baiDed its dorrow, and she wildhr wept and 

pfair'd: 
WeirdlT. on her spdiit-featiir^ ^^eam'd the led hg^t of the 

wfk. 
And the veQow boughs above ho- dn^p'd their sere leaveB od 

her breast. 

SknHy thn>bb*d her cold heart-pulses, and her fevered nYings 

drew 
Wildest images of beauty, to her dreaming fancy new; 
And she saw young ^lahon o'er her, in a diamond cloud of H^t, 
Breathing words, like faiiy love-songs, in the mocmli^t calm 

of night. 

Pass'd the glory from her vision, and a dense, dull, daikeniog 

chin 
Lock'd her senses in its ice-grip, and the vital pulse stood still ; 
With a breath her white lips parted, with that breath, her grief 

is o'er — 
Earth hath one breaking heart the less, and heaven one angel 

more. 
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A VISION OF THE BATTLE OF TOR-CONAINN .• 

*TwAS midnight, — and the ghostly blast 

Swept the frosty woods, with a cadence sharp. 
Like some Spirit-bard of the shadowy Past, 

Touching the wires of a regal harp. 
Long time I listened — for I love the croon 

Of the wintry squalls, in the wood's dark arch, 
like a band of Spirits, to some mystic tune. 

Passing along on their gloomy march. 

Sleep seaPd my eyes, — and my soul walked forth 

To the vision-realm of airy things ; 
And methought I traversed the cloudy North, 

In the days of the great Nemedian kings : 

* The Nemedians and Fomorians were the first races that fought for 
mastery in Ireland- The Fomorians, after several defeats, succeeded in 
bringing the Nemedians under their yoke ; the latter made a desperate hut 
fruitless struggle to free themselves. The last and most terrific battle of 
these contending tribes was fought at a place called Tor-Conainn.on the 
coast of Donegal, where the tide, flowing in on the combatants during the 
heat of the action, drowned almost all that the sword spared of both armies. 
Only thirty-three of the Nemedians escaped, and abandoned the country in 
a sloop. The remnant of the Fomorians swam to their shii^ping, and became 
masters of the Island. Some annalists say they were African pirates. The 
Giant's Causeway was called by the ancient Irish " Cloghanna Fomhurigh," 
i.e., the stepping-stones of the Fomorians. 

Mr. Aubrey de Vere, in his *' Lyrical Chronicle of Ireland," giT8B a TOy 
vigorous but short poem on this remarkable engagement. 
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And I saw those huge men, of gigantic might, 
To whom the pale sons of these days of tears, 

Are as shrubs, compared to the bulk and height 
Of the kingly elms of a hundred years. 

Like the brown-plumed chiefs of the aerial race. 

They gazed at the sun, with unwinking eyes ; 
Their shaggy robes were the spoils of the chase. 

And they spoke like the waves when the winds arise. 
The oak and the pine from the woods they tore, 

And built great houses of rough-hewn beams; 
Huge clubs and maces in battle they bore. 

And their eye-balls, like suns, seem'd to swim in flames. 

But another race to the Island came — 

A race of Sea-Kings, as fierce as sharks — '■ 
From the arid land of the sands of flame. 

They rode the green seas in a hundred barks. 
Dread pirates, of mountain-strength, were they : 

Their voices were rude as a cascade's roar : 
Their bones were like crags by the cliflf-rimm'd sea, 

And their beards, like bristles of the fierce wild boar. 

Fomorians, those pine-like chiefs were named, 

In the misty annals of Eire's lore : 
Oppression and death were at once proclaimed, 

By their ruthless deeds, when they gained the shore. 
They robb*d the Nemedians of com and kine. 

And bum'd their houses, and tax'd their ground; 
They ravish'd the women, and left the black sign 

Of ruin and crime on the plains around. 

In the land there was fearful ra^e and hate 

Between tiie races — 'tis still the same; — 
Remorseless plunder and sore defeat. 

Steel-handed injustice and blood-brow'd shame. 
Ne'er, in the Island of Eire, met foes 

More ferocious in spirit, and deed, and thought : 
Red rapine walked naked — mad wars arose — 

And fierce, savage battles were daily fought. 

Till, at length, Nemedius, the king, grew weak 

As a dwindling stream, when the fierv sky 
Drinks up the blue currents of well ana lake, 

And leaves the white bed of the fountain dry : 
Then he stole to the forest of Olean Ard, 

With two thousand followers, women and men, 
And he died of the sickness of grief, on the hard 

Cold, sterile rocks of the Giant's Glen. 

But his furious sons muster'd all their bands 
Into one great army, at dead of night ; 
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And tixT hnkiad tibear backlers and edged their fanukda, 
To ixM«4 tbedr ftppi«s«>rs in manly fight : 

Asd tbeir kuuiesrs were Boetagh and Fatach, grim 
As hiangTv beiarsi in a blasted wood ; 

Eardaa a&A Mantazu miHily of Umb, 
(H diff-Hke statare and lightning-blood ! 

Th&T arms wene as the strong pillars of flint, 

Roond the dark north shore, by the scourging brine ; 
And thev wielde^l spesars of enormous length. 

Like tke branchless shafts of the fire-scorched pine. 
They camped all night by the white sea- wave. 

Thirty thoosandT along the strand. 

And heaven was their tent, and their couch the sand— 
The sand which soon was to be their grave. 

Large oaken trees from the inland wood 

They brought and piled by the ocean-flood; 

And all night, like volcanoes flaming red. 

The blaze of those burning piles was shed 
On the lurid plumes of the surges gray. 

That dirgea on the glimmering wore ; 
Till the star-gloom began to melt away. 
And the misty streak of the coming day 

Appeared thro' the^vapours hoar. 

Then up they leapt from their warrior-rest. 

Like waves awakeil by a sudden storm ; 
For the wild Fomorians strongly press'd 

Down on them, as thick as a locust-swarm. 
And the whirlwind-hum of the multitude 

Was Uke the unearthly tone 
Of a sullen blast in a wintry wood. 
When, from the blue skirts of a freezing cloud. 

It bursts, with a spectral moan. 
Like wailing spirits, with deep, hoarse shriek. 

The 'waves peal'd awfully in and out ; 
As keeners, at some high chieftain's wake, 

Sing a^dirge the great dead about ; 
While dim, in the cold dawn's dark-red glance. 

The heads of each monster host. 
In gloomy, swapng masses advance. 

As thick as the pebbles that whirl and dance, 

When a i^^ave rakes the sounding coast. 
The murmur ceased, and a stillness, dread. 

For an instant, fell on the waving crowds; 
Then a sudden shout, that might rouse the dead 
From a century's sleep in their grass-pall'd bed. 

Leapt up to the flying clouds. 
Then the dark-brown shore, with the mighty roar 
. Of the combat, rock'd, like a trembling board. 
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As crashingly rang the tnmnltuous clang 

Of mace and javelin, spear and sword. 
The resounding clash was like the dash 

Of breakers upon some huge cliflf 's back. 
Or some drifting bark, in the wintry dark, 

When she strikes on a dread reef, a bursting wreck; 
And the quick, shrill peal of the stricken shields, 

With the stormy shouts of the slaters rose, 
Like the ring of the ice, in the thawmg fields, 

When the gusty south- wind raves and blows. 
'Twas a battle of lions, for every man 

Like a lion fought, and the sea-board wild 
With a burning billow of purple ran, 

And the slain fell around, like great pine-trunks piled. 
Each blow, like the might of a thunder-stroke, 

With electric swiftness, dealt instant death ; 
And bodies were sunder*d, and stout limbs broke, 

Like dry shrubs wrench'd by a whirlwind's breath. 
The waves leapt in on the redaen*d coast. 

And tinged their gray sheets, with a ruddy stain ; 
The osprey scream'd, liKe an evil ghost. 

As he hover'd and hungered above the slain ; 
While the wrathful death-crash, upon the strand. 

In roaring turmoil surged up and down, 
Thousands of mad giants, hand to hand, 

Grappling and severing nerve and bone. 
And fast they fell, like towers o'erthrown, 

With their tall brows riven and broad breasts bare ; 
While around them, in cloudy masses strown. 

Lay their blood-stained clusters of long, black hair. 
They fought from dawn, till the yellow noon 

Li the bright, blue zenith pour'd its golden fire ; 
Then, like volcanic clouds from the sea-side blown, 
When the shore with terrific wreck was strown. 
The Fomorians, wasted and feeble grown. 

To the woods began to retire. 
From thousands to hundreds their host was thinn'd, 

And they flew, like elks, to the forest-maze ; 
But the wild Nemedians, from end to end. 
Surrounded the place where their foes were denn'd ; 
Each kindled a name, like a raging fiend, 

And set the dark woods in a blaze. 

But a ciy rang up from the corpse-piled shore, 
And they turn d their eyes to the gleaming sea, 

Where they saw a hundred barks, and more. 

With their white wings skimming the blue brine o*er, 
Towards the red coast cleaving their way. 

"Tis the fleet of More !" cried Briotan Moal, 
** With his armed pirates, from Aide's land ! 

Now, brothers, and brave Nemedians all, 
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Like httrricaiie-fire on the robbera fall. 

If they touch our ledand-stniid !" 
Back a^ain to the blood-dyed coast, 
Embodied, roll'd the Xemedian host. 
As the shipe swam into Tor Inis^ bay. 
Like snow-doadB drifting along the 
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The Fomorians saw the wide beach lined 

With their fallen kinsmen, all stark and dead ; 
They gnash'd their teeth — and the ooean-wind 

Was loaded with yellings of vengeance dread. 
Like pillars of l»t>nze, the Xemediuis stood 

On the reeking verge of the porple main. 
And fierce, o er the dash of the dimcing flood. 

They yelled their battle- whoop back again. 

The ships hove in to the bay's brown rim ; 

A host filled the decks, with unfolded flags ; 
From the shelving shore the Nemedians tore. 

And hurPd at the vessels the broken crags. 
Roar'd bulwarks and masts, with the flinty shower, — 

Shattered and riven were plank and spar. 
While the whirling rocks, with destructive power, 

Like thunder-bolts, batter'd that fleet of war. 
Into the surf the Fomorians plunged. 

With wrathful howlings, and rush'd to land ; 
At their bold foes' bosoms their spears were lunged. 

As madly they leapt to the crowded strand. 
But fierce and furious — as from each ship, 

Like a headlong billow, the host dash^ in — 
Did the lightning-handed Nemedians sweep 

The invaders back to the waves again. 

Hast thou seen a cloud of the Wind-God*s wrath 

Gathering its gloom on the hill's blue brow ? 
Hast thou heard the fire-fiend proclaiming death. 

From that cloud's black throne, to the woods below 
Hast thou heard, in the glen, on a stormy night. 

How the torrent-surge shrieks in its boiling bed ? 
So mingled the din of the thickening fi^ht — 

So the surge of death o'er the broad beach spread. 
Fast as polar hail smites the echoing vale. 

Spears, massive clubs, and huge rocks were plied, 
'Till the land-breeze bore from the pealing shore 

A blood-mist, rolling along the tide. 
Not a soul in the empty ships remain'd — 

All leapt to the throng'd coast, weapon in hand. 
Where the raging battle-hurricane rain'd 

Its smoking showers on the gore-bray*d sand. 
And the slain giants lay by the red-fringed ao 

Like the tangled mass of a prostrate wood. 
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Flung down by the sway of an earthquake's play, 

Or the ravaging might of a desperate flood. 
Still the war surged on, with a demon-roar 

That deafen'd the sea-billows' deep-hoarse ring ; 
And the swooping prey-birds, that snuff'd the gore. 

Fled, friehten'd away, on the fleetest wing. 
The Nemedian women from the plains rush'd down — 

Their large eyes glowing with fiery light ; 
Their long hair sweeping their shoulders brown, 

And strong yew-bows in their hands grasp'd tight : 
On the tall Fomorians their arrows swept, 

Like a flashing torrent of lightning-flames, 
And the giants, like gall'd wolves, foam'd and leapt 

As the barb'd shafts rooted their bleeding frames. 
Nor could the Nemedians force their foes 

Back into the gulf of the reddening main ; 
Nor could the Fomorians, by wounds or blows 

One foot of the crimson'd sea-board gain. 
Still they tore the crags from their flinty roots. 

And crush'd each other to the beaten ground. 
While their mighty roars, like furious brutes. 

Made the echoes rattle and shriek around. 

The sun to the west wheel'd his ring of fire — 

In foam, blood-purpled, the sea rose strong : 
The fight grew fiercer — the tide swell'd higher — 

Swinging the dead on its surge along. 
The hungry monsters of the sea, 

Plunged into the beach for the feast of blood, 
And they dragg'd the floating corpses away 

Out into the depths of the heaving flood. 
Bound the feet of the slayers the tide boil'd red, 

But the tide no check to the combat brought; 
Deeper and wider the wild flood spread, 

Faster and fiercer the armies fought. 
Deadly and dire was the desperate crash 

Of the maniac-hosts 'mid the sea's mad swell ; 
Rapid and hoarse was the sounding splash 

Of the bodies that thick in the blood-surge fell. 
Higher and higher, the sweeping main, 

Flung its headlong might mid the reckless fray ; 
And the waves, as if chafing with fierce disdain. 

In the warriors eyes spat the gore-stained spray. 
Crowds lock'd in each other's death-grips fall. 

Immersed in the gloom of their cold sea-beds, 
While the dark-red foam, like a mighty pall, 

Hiss'd, quiver'd, and boil'd o'er their smkmg heads ; 
*Till each billow, returning from its charge, 

Swept off", by hundreds, the drowning throng ; 
And the sharks o'er the surf show'd their green backs large, 

As they greedily feasted the coast along. 
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Few and feeble, alas ! were they, 

That survived the wreck of the tide and sword 
The Nemedians, seaward, drifted away. 

In a pirate-sloop — thir^-three on board — 
The wearied Fomorians, fifty-four, 

Swam to their ships in the dark-blue bay ; 
And they, sorrowing, sail'd round the Islaiid-shore, 

At the sunset-hour of that stormy day. 
Never was human life-blood poured, 

In such vengeful torrents, on flood or field ; 
Never in battle did spear or sword 

A deadlier harvest of carnage yield. 
Dire was the wrath of those ancient races — 

Eire was the prize of the conquerors* toil — 
Long time has old tribes for the new changed places. 

With a blood-curse red on her rich, green soil. 



THE FATAL ENSIGN. 

A LEGEND OF THE BATTLE OF CLONTAKF. 

PART I. 

By a moss-cover'd cromleach, weird Aidina* stood. 
Near the fern-fringed bed of a wild mountain-flood : 
She came there a dread incantation to weave, 
When the green meteors glared o'er the Druid's dark grave. 

The face of the valley was dreary and bleak. 
And the lonely moon gleam'd on the hill's dusky peak. 
Where a sombre cloud hung, like a giant's black plume. 
With the unborn lightning asleep in its gloom. 

And there, from the mystical lore of the dead. 

The fast-coming doom of the living she read ; 

For the Vikings had taught her their magical power. 

To conmiune with the spectres that walk the night-hour. 

'Twas a calm, yellow night, — and the stars look'd as grand 
As the diamonds of God in an Archangel's hand, — 
Yet the Sibyl's deep fate-reading vision beheld 
Red omens of blood o'er Moynealta's dark field. f 

But Sigurd, her son, sought the vale, dim and deep, 
When the white midnight-haze on the plain lay asleep ; 
And he said : " Let the weird face of fate be unveil'd. 
To tell if I'll conquer or fall in the field !" 

* The Niala Saga, or Norse account of the battle of Clontarf, Bays that 
Audna, or Aidina, the mother of Sigfurd, the Viking Chief, was an Iri«h 
Princess, and a great adept in the practice of magic. The fatal Ensign wa* 
woven by her and presented to her son, with a prophecy that he would 
conquer whtirever it was carried before him ; but it would be &tal to the 
bearer. On its field was the form of a raven with expanded wings. 

Clontarf. 
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Then she cast on the warrior her blue, fairy eyes, 
Which gleam'd like the light of the misty night-skies, 
And answered : **My sea-hawk, I nursed you too long, 
If you fall not in fight while your manhood is strong ! 

" There are ghosts of slain warriors in Odin's red hall, 
Who, younger than thou, in the field met their fall ; 
If thou womd'st to that cloudy Valhalla aspire. 
Let thy life be as glorious and transient as nre ! 

** *Tis the Fates, not the dangers, that wait on the brave I — 
And the wail of the blast, o'er a youne hero's grave, 
Is sweeter to me, in its hoarse midni^t rage. 
Than the voice of a king in the time of his age ! 

'* But sit thee, my war-eagle ! here on the heath. 
Till I bring thee a gift from the shadows of death. 
Before whose enchantment thy foes shall be driven. 
Like mists, when the Wind-God is marching thro' heaven !" 

She advanced to the gloom-circled crest of the hill, 
Where a black bank of vapour lay densely and still ; 
And her form melted into its deep, ghastly womb. 
Like a dim spectral-shade gliding into a tomb. 

Sigurd sat on the trunk of a gray, wither'd oak, 
By the tempest's strong arm uprooted and broke ; 
At his feet was the sound of the stream's gloomy roll. 
O'er his head was the shriek of the desolate owl. 

And he heard, all around, in the dull moonlight air. 
Pensive sounds, as if spirits were murmuring there. 
While something above him seem'd dark'ning the ground. 
As if black- winged shadows were hovering around. 

But was it the voice of some cloud-demon stem. 
Or the wing of the night- wind that rustled the fern, 
And shook on the hill-side the brown-matted brier. 
Where the lightning imprinted its footstep of fire ? 

No, the motionless boughs hang unstirr'd o'er his head. 
And the leaves are as hush'd as if nature lay dead ; 
On heaven's blue highway, no cloud has unfurl'd 
Its banner of gloom o'er the calm, dreaming world. 

Yet he heard lonely sounds, like the fluttering of birds. 
And low, solemn whispering of mystical wordis; 
And the wither*d leaves shnek'd on the floor of the wood. 
As if crush'd by the feet of a fugitive crowd. 

The chieftain look'd up towards the hill's rocky cape. 
Where the black mist was changed to a huge raven-shape, 

22 
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With a star glaring red thro' its broad win^^ of haze. 

As if blood-rain dropp'd thick from the points of its rays.* 

And he saw his weird mother, revealed by its light, 
like a dread spirit-qneen on the crag's dus]^ height ; 
She seem'd on the cloud's sable border npraised. 
Bound her feet the green meteors shifted and blazed. 

And the mist, moved aside by the restless night-air. 
Showed dim, awful figures of death round her there ; 
But scarcely their cokl, dismal features were seen. 
When the cloud closed its skirts and concealed them again. 

The white planet of dawn in the gray orient bnm'd. 
Ere the lonelv enchantress to Sigurd retum'd : 
From the hilrs dingy summit she slowly came down. 
When the young day-beam purpled its heath-circled crown. 

Her eye shone, like ice in the moon's waning lisht^* 
And her loose hair was gemm'd with the spangles of night, 
And her foot touched the sward with as airy a tread. 
As the shadowy step of the wind-borne dead. 

A banner of rich, brilliant texture she held. 
With the form of a raven inwrought on its field. 
And a fringe like the dyes of the sunbow of mom, 
When round its bright crescent the rain-scud hangs torn. 

" Take this Ensign !" she cried, '' noble Sigurd, my son ! 
Its warp by the rulers of darkness was spun ; 
And 'twas woven at midnight, in destiny s loom. 
By hands that delight to assist in men's doom ! 

"Thou'lt conquer wherever before thee 'twill fly. 
But those who shall bear it are destined to die ; 
Then away to the combat — the raven's black wings 
Shall flutter in blood o'er the corpses of kings !" 

PART n. 
To the strife of the mighty the Viking Chief bore him. 
While his spell- woven banner flew proudly before him » 
And he plunged thro' the fight, like a shark 'mid the flood, 
When the ocean is singing tne war-songs of Crod. 

* This was a sign of the terrific bloodshed which was soon to follow at 
Glontarf. Malaohy the Second, who withdrew his 1,000 Meathmen from 
Morogh, at the commencement of the fight, said that an angel from heayen 
oould not deficribe the terrors of that field ; ** for," said he, *' the fury of the 
combatants vras so great, and their blows so mighty, that the whole field 
soon became enveloped with a dense haze of blood, and the swords and war- 
axes were seen to gUmmer and quiver above the red cloud, like the white 
wings of an enormous flock of sea-birds fluttering in the air ; and the dariL- 
ness was so intense that the friend could not know his friend, nor the brother 
his brother, nor the father his son, except by their voices or the place when 
they stood ; and the long hair of the chiefe, cut off by the shazp wmgaoM, 
was carried to a great distance, on the wings of the wind. And 
from sunrise to sunset, and many who escaped the battle ' 
and never recovered their reason." 
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Thro' his ringed mail the javelins sought entrance in vain, 
It shattered their points as the crag breaks the rain ! 
While, fast as the sno-w-flakes descend on the sward 
Death strangled a life at each stroke of his sword. 

But the Ensign has sunk in its glorious career, 
For its bearer lies gasping, transfixt with a spear ; 
And the chief has commissioned another to lift 
And carry the Flag thro' the battle's red drift. 

*Twas bravely upborne— a moment 'twas seen 
O'er the wave of the war, when it sank down again, 
And the soldier that raised it, beside it lay dead. 
By the stroke of a battle-axe cleft through the head. 

Fierce Sigurd glared round thro' the wild, surging throng. 
And he called upon Upac, the stately and strong : 
** Take the banner !" he cried, but 'twas scarce in his hand. 
When the blood of his brave heart was drank by a brand. 

Then Ircus, the steel-handed, strode o'er the slain, 

And uplifted the Ensign of death from the plain : 

No sooner in air were its folds seen to float. 

Than a poison'd dart plunged, like a snake, in his throat. 

Then Torstein, the swarthy-brow'd son of the seas, 
Flunc; the magical folds of the Flag to the breeze, 
And he bore it triumphantly on thro' the din 
Of the battle-cloud, raining the life-blood of men. 

And Sigurd's strong steel struck the reeling chiefs down. 
As the plague-spirit smites the pale sons of the town ; 
Or, as yellow October's bleak, northern gale 
Tears the perishing leaves from the bou^s of the vale. 

A plumed head went down at each thrust of his spear, 
And the shout of his fury was dreadful to hear, 
As thro' the deep front of the phalanx he broke. 
Like fire bursting red thro' a column of smoke. 

The brave Kerthalfadus,* with vengeance, survey'd 
The wreck which the prowess of grim Sigurd made. 
And he press'd to the centre where, hotly engaged. 
Round tne banner of ruin the war-furies raged. 

Before him his shield, like the broad setting sun, 

He held, as to check the dread warrior he ran. 

But a blood-mist around his dimm'd sight seem'd to grow, 

Concealing the iron-clad form of his foe. 

<* The Chronielea of Denmark and Ireland agree in stating that many of 
the Danes, inspired with admiration for the ennobling qualities and virtnes 
of Sling Brian, fought on his tide against their countrjnoaen at Clontarf . 
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Yet his long- shafted lance cleft the heart of Torstein, 
And the staiidard once more lay o'erthrown on the plain. 
And the sheen of its folds was with purple dyes stsun'd, 
From the blood-shower that o'er it tempestuously rain'd. 

** Come hither, brave Rufus ! thou hawk of the field !*' 
Cried Sigurd, indignantly striking his shield ; 
** Lift my proud raven Flag o'er the cloud of the fray. 
That thy name may be heard in Valhalla to-day !*' 

But Armund, the tall, red-hair'd chief of Dimnair, 
Spoke aloud to the warrior, ** Rufus, beware! 
** If thou bear'st that banner, tiiou'lt perish, for all 
Who are fated to bear it, are destined to fall !*' 

As the hero ceased speaking, a mighty spear flew 
On his corslet of iron and clove it m two, 
And he fell on the sward, with his stout bosom sever'd, 
Like the ash of the hill by a thunder-stroke shiver'd. 

Then Rufus said fiercely to Sigurd, in wrath, 
**The demons of bloodshed are loosed on thy path, 
And the Fates round thy curst Flag, are grimly in league. 
So 'tis meet that thy own hand should carry thy plague !" 

Grim Sigurd glared furiously round on the van. 
And he called on his Vikine troops, man after man. 
To carry the banner, but aU were dismay'd, 
And none the command of the chieftain obey'd. 

Then he struck his red spear in the blood-moisten'd clay. 

And tore from the staff the dread ensign away ; 

He wrapt it his garment of iron inside. 

And advanced on the foe, in the fire of his pride. 

But a stone from the sling of some strong son of war. 
Forced its death-pointed way thro' h s visor's steel bar ; 
It enter'd, and shatter'd the dome of his brain. 
And laid the proud Viking chief dead on the plain. 

Bold Rufus sprang forth to the spot where he lay, 
And uplifted the warrior to bear nim away. 
But scarce had he tum'd, with the corpse to depart. 
When he felt the cold sting of a lance in his heart. 

Death shadow'd the soul -ray of life on his face. 
And he sank, with the corpse in his freezing embrace ; 
Thus, all who approach'd the dread Ensign were kill^. 
And the words of the Sibyl were darkly fulfilled. 
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THE WATER SPIRIT. 

A LEGEND OF CASTLE-CONNELL. 

On the fringe of the fern the moonbeam is yellow — 
On the shore's dusky marge droops the ^ay-tassel'd willow 
From the bank's misty verdure the tide is retreating, 
Where young Donal Bhan for his sweetheart is waiting — 
No breath the blue sheen of the river has ruffled ; 
No cloud the brown head of the mountain has muffled 
No sound the dim face of the landscape floats over, 
Save the shrill, airy note of the lone moorland plover. 

The night-flies are out on their silvery winglets, 

Playing round the green herbs and the flowers' dewy ringlets 

Pale trembled the stars in the deep sapphire heaven. 

Like groups of white blossoms by May-zephyrs Waven. 

O'er the field the gray veil of the weeping dew hover'd, 

'Till the dank ^asswith thick crystal fragments was covered, 

And the wood m calm, shadowy grandeur was lyingi 

As mute as a harp when its mins&el is dying. 

Up and down paced the youth on the moonlight bank airy, 

He linger'd and watch'd till his spirit grew weary ; 

The moon stole her splendour away from the valley, 

And he must go home without greeting his Eily. 

But a sound thrills the air, and he pauses to listen, 

Near the hedge of wild brier where the thorn-flowers glisten — 

*Tis cone — ^yet again his voung heart-pulses quiver. 

As l£e rising sound swells and rolls up from the river. 

Around him a gush of wild music 'rose, flowing 

In rich waves of harmony, coming and going. 

Note after note, with deep breathings of sweetness, 

Rush'd into his spirit, with passionate fleetness. 

As one in a dream hears theFaiiy-choir singing, 

Where the snow-bosom'd buds of the woodland are springing. 

Thus his senses, enraptur'd, grew madden'd with pleasure. 

And he danced, in wild joy, to the full-swelling measure. 

While for some rosy partner his bosom was yearmng. 
To dance to those wild, magic numbers 'till morning, 
A light, floating shade in the moonbeam pass'd o'er him. 
And a lady sprang up, like a white cloud, before him : 
From the stream to the bank's dewy slope she ascended. 
And her pale, azure hand to the youth she extended ; 
He felt it as something 'twixt substance and shadow. 
Like a **cean-a'bhan'* moist with the dews of the meadow. 

Autumn's gossamer-mist on a lake-shore reposing. 
When the pale, yellow curtain of twilight is closmg ; 
A star's trembling glance on the ridge of a billow — 
The light, airy sway of the zephyr-rock'd willow; 
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The dim, ffhostl v brow of Noyember's moon waning, ^ 
When micmight 8 gray cloud on the lone field is raming. 
Are types of her strange spirit-beauty and bearing — 
Her £ftce, and the chil^ hazy robe she was wearing. 

Donal look'd on her face, with a feeling of coldness, 

That damp'd the hot flame of his ardour and boldness,^ 

For her lip, cheek, and brow hath a winding-sheet's whitenecB, 

And her eyes the weird glow of the bog-meteor's brightness. 

But her step, in the dance, was so light and elastic. 

She floated around, like a shadow majestic ; 

And he mark'd, o'er the dew, her white feetglanoe and qniyer. 

Like the foam- wreaths that leap down the fiills of the river. 

As the youth, in the flying maze, pass'd and repaas'd her. 

His blood leapt in fire, and his puLses beat lister; 

The swell of the music grew richer and sweeter. 

And the feet of the dancers flew lighter and fleeter. 

Their steps on the pearly sward, humid and haz^, 

Circled on, for an hour, over crass-blade and daisy, 

'Till the moon, in the west, Ime a white flower, descended. 

And the farm-cock prodaim'd that night's journey was ended. 

Into deep silence melted the numbers enchanted. 
And the pale-bosom'd stream in the breathing dawn panted; 
lake a thm airy shade, o'er the waters blue-sheeted, 
Thro' the dim river's cold fog, the white lady fleeted ; 
And Donal sank down, 'mid the dawn's fairy stillness, 
With his tired limbs, like icicles, stricken with dullness 
And there, while the morning-birds warbled around him. 
The young milking-maids, in a frozen trance found him. 

And Eily, with tears in her beauteous eyes welling. 
Has gone o'er the hills to a weird woman's dwelling, 
Who, fearing the priest, to a lone glen retreated. 
And for years the strong power of the Fairies defeated. 
The red-eyed witch heard the maid's story, and tum'd 
To a dell, where the fern by lightning was burned ; 
There she cypher'd some spell on the moss of the heather, 
With the bl(x>d of an owl and a hill-raven's feather. 

Then she said, in low words, to the maiden repining, 

** Come here the first night, when the new moon is shining, 

Alone, you must shun tne broad track of the highway. 

And come by the brier-skirted path of the by-way. 

I tell you a fact — ^but let nobody hear it — 

Your lover has danced with a grim Water Spirit ; 

But the charm is set by my skm to restore him. 

And chase the deep gloom of the spell that lies o'er him V* 
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EITHNE'S VISION.* 

Whbn April, the dewy-eyed bridesmaid of May, 
Renew d the sweet verdure of forest and field, 

And the flowers, from their green hoods, look'd out in the ray 
That pencill'd their dyes and their beauties unveiPd ; 

Youn^ Eithne arose from her white couch of dreams. 
While the spring-dew yet wept on the leaves of the lawn, 

And the slum b'rous glory of day's infant beams 
Crept over the roseate threshold of dawn. 

But the loveliest ray that from morning's fount springs. 
Could not peer the sweet light of her eye's glowing spell; 

And her locks roll'd, a rich tangled mass of gold rings. 
Hound her cheek, like the rose-tinge that lines the sea-shell. 

Never before hath the visions of night 
To her couch, with such wild spirit-harmony, stole ; 

Never before did they show such a bright, 
Regal image of love to the eyes of her soul. 

For she dreamt that she saw, near the mar^e of a spring, 
Whose cool ripples freshen'd the heart of the wood, 

A bri^t-featured youth who appear'd like a king 
Of Heber's proud lineage, or Heremon's high blood. 

And) near him, there grew on a moss-shaded mound 
A tree whose high foliage to heaven was raised, 

And richly, on all its long branches around. 
Beaming clusters of jewels, like summer-stars, blazed. 

Delighted in spirit, the maiden look'd on 

The glorious-brow'd youth who stood under the tree. 
While the diamonds dropp'd down at his feet, one by one, 

lake red meteor-sparks falling into the sea. 

He gather'd the treasure that flash'd on the sround. 
And advanced to fair Eithne, with love-lighted eyes ; 

And he hung every gem on her garment around, 
Till it gleam'd, like the bow of show'ry May-skies. 

Then he kiss'd the soft, delicate snow of her hand, 
Which, pulse to pulse, lovingly thrill'd in his own ; 

And he led her away, where a garden, all ^and, 
like the bright Land of Youth, in its radiancy shone. 

As the wind stirs an apple-tree's white cloud of bloom, 
She felt his sweet voice all her bosom chords move ; 

** Virgin daughter of Dunluing I here is thy home. 
If Siou'lt give me the soul-treasur'd boon of thy love !" 

* The readers of Irish history must be well acquainted with the romantio 
incident illustrated in the above Poem. 
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So o'erpower*d was her heart with the glory that grew, 
Enchanting and dazzling her brain and her sight, 

Her spirit dissolved, like a white cloud of dew. 
And she sat, 'mid the roses, and wept with delight. 

The sun, like a large ruby, peer'd in the East, 
While Eithne reviewed the romance of her dream. 

And, wild as a white billow, heaved her young breaat 
Like a lake-lily rock'd by the pulse of the stream. 

For, around her, instead of a garden of light — 
With the sun-painted tints of its blossomy sheen. 

And the proud youth who seem'd like a sod in her sight — 
Were tne waUs of her shieling, so humble and mean. 

With a heart-sigh she turned from her lattice aside, 
And carelessly flung on her plain peasant-gown ; 

** And, alas! wnere are all the rich jewels," she cried, 
'* Which on this poor robe, but an hour ago, shone ?" 

Like a seraph in marble, so beauteously pale, 
She bound up her bright curls, rine after ring, 

Then hastily snatching her white miming pail. 
Like a sun-ray, she flew to the cool forest-spring. 

For her spirit still kept the loved vision in view, 
Like the flower that looks after the glory of day ; 

And while, by the fence of wild rose-brier she flew. 
She pull*d the young blossoms that glow*d in her way. 

The morning had given the night's dingv shroud. 
On the mountain's blue shoulder, its first yellow dye ; 

And the lark, 'mid the pale-floating rings of the cloud. 
Warbled sweet as a fairy harp touch'd in the sky. 

The risen sun shower'd his red shafts on the ground. 
And the spring wind's fresh breathing was heard in the trees ; 

And the wood's dewy vistas grew musical round. 

With the sigh of young leaves and the hum of wild bees. 

And Eithne long mused by the blue-shining well. 
With her large eyes' dark fringes half-shading their beam. 

While a pearl from their depths on her lily-hand fell, 
As she sweetly look'd round on the scene of her dream. 

She fill'd her white pail from the heart of the fount, — 
Went home and retum'd, and fiU'd it again ; 

But still, as if dreaming, she paused to recount 
The glories she saw in her sleep's phantom-scene. 

A tree on the bank of the spring-brooklet grew. 
Like that which appear'd in the charm of her sleep ; 

Its foliage was glistening with crystals of dew. 
And its calm, golden shadow around it lay deep. 
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This tree, with amixt look of pleasure and grief, 

Her dark eye, a thousand times, scann'd and survey'd, 

*Till her glance seem'd to conjure a glorious young chief. 
From &e green leafy hall of its calm yemal shade. 

With a smile like a flower, and an eye like the glance 
Of a perch'd eagle fixt on the sun's zenith blaze, 

He stood out before her, as straight as a lance. 
While her heart's living current was thrill'd with amaze. 

Is this the magnificent phantom she saw 
In the vision of beauty that haunted her sleep ? 

Are those the soft eyes that dictated love's law 
To her heart, and first taught her in rapture to weep ? 

*Tis no shadowy creation of vision or dream, 
■That now has appeared to her soul-glowing eyes, 

But Tara's high ruler — the brilliant in fame — 
King Cormac the splendid, the mighty and wise. 

That morning, while chasing the air-footed roe, 
To this spot, from the band of the huntsmen, he strayed, 

And saw radiant Eithne's fair image of snow 
Bending o'er the blue well in the cool forest-shade. 

Unobserved, in the gloom of a sycamore bower, 

With mute admiration he sazed on the fair, 
While his chann'd soul ask'd how so beauteous a flower 

Had grown, to adorn the desert- wilds there ? 

He watch'd her, and, every moment, he felt 

A new ray of her loveliness steal to his soul. 
And her sweetness seem'd into his heart- veins to melt. 

Like honey dissolved in a bright golden bowl. 

He woo'd her, and soon was the lord of her heart ; 

A rich, queenly bride, to high Tara she's gone ; 
And long aid the proud-bom Cormac Mac Art, 

With the peerless Eithne share his love and his throne. 



THE MURDERED PRINCE. 

A HISTOBICAL LEGEND OF THE HOUSE OF THOMOND. 

Princely Donogh* fled, defeated, from Bunratty's plain of 

death, 
Cer the dark hills of Hy Caisin and their gloomy wastes of 

heath; 

» Donogh O'Brien, the hero of the above tragic poem, was crowned King 
of Thomond, a. d., 1306. He was the eldest son of Torlogh the Warlike, in 
whose reigu the De Clares got possession of Buniatty. ^le assassin who 
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But irhea he reach'd, at night-fall, the blue valley of tiie 



The heavens wax'd red above him, for his palace* was in 
flames. 

At mom he led his army to the field, in banded pride ; 

At ni^t of all his warriors only one was at his side ; 

And the chief was sorely wounded, for a lance, witii fmy 

thrown. 
In the blazing crash of battle, pierced his strong thig^ to the 

bone. 

Sadly gazed he for a moment on the red, overhanging doody 
Beneaui whose fiery shadow the destroyers shouted load ; 
Then he feebly knelt, and, sighing, with the angniah of 

despair, 
Bow'd ms head and raised his lock'd hands in deep, pawiom- 

breathed prayer: — 

** Holy God ! who raiseth the humble and castetfa down tiie 

proud! 
Oh ! save me from the vengeance which my cruel foes have 

voVd! 
In thy mercy and compassion, turn thine eyes on my distren ! 
Thou art the right Avenger and the source of true redress! 

" Send the an^l of thy pity to a fallen prince to-night ! 
Do, God of strength, whatever in thy holy eyes seems 

right! 
like a dreary wreck deserted, on a wild, surrounding sea» 
I am sinking, — ^Blessed Maker, reach thy saving hand to me!" 

Slowly 'rose the sorrowing chieftain, and he call*d his clansman 

near. 
As he propp'd his drooping figure on the strong shaft of his 

spear; 
"Bind my wound, oh, faithful Munchin ! surely God hath not 

denied 
His succour to the fallen, when He sent thee to my side I" 

The clansman pluck'd some green herbs, with the drops of 

heaven fresn, 
And applied their soothing virtues to the torture-torn flesh ; 
Then he stripped the silken linen from his cochal's shagsy hem. 
And, with care, he gently bound it round the cm^tain's 

wounded limb. 

basely deprired him of life, on his retreat, after his power had teen de- 
stroyed at the battle of Bunratty, was a near kinsman of his own. The 
records say that this traitor fell at the battle of Tolly ODea, two yean 
after the murder of Donogh; but I prefer the tradition, as most suited to 
the purpose of the poem, which savs he was killed by li gtitnfap on the viry 
spot where he committed the murder. 
See a poem on the battle of Bunratty, in this Tolume. 
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"Thanks, my friend!" said the O'Brien, "for the growing 

ease I feel — 
Never did I for kind service my heart's gratitude conceal ! 
Now, go down to yonder wild dell, where the three gray 

hazels grow, 
At the ang& of the furze-bank, where the curving fountains 

flow! 

There, between those slim trees, hidden, you will find my 

jewels all ; 
At die dead hour of last midnight I conveyed them from my 

hall— 
Oh ! 'tis well my household treasure has escaped the greedy 

hands 
Of black Dermod's hireling kerns, and De Clare's marauding 

bands! 

Munchin, in my day of glory, when I sat upon my throne, 
When the splendid gifts of fortune, power, and honour were 

my own! 
Thou wert poor, and bow'd with weakness, till I rais'd thee, 

like a sword. 
To my side, and gave thee honour and distinction at my board! 

Bound the wound misfortune gave thee, I a golden bandage 

tied, 
And I trusted thy affection, tho' thy faith I never tried ! 
Now has come the hour of trial, when I yearn to find in thee 
The steady faith and friendship, which you always found in 

me! 

But, a truce to idle gossip, my brave palace is a wreck. 

And the blood-spears of the Norman may be soon upon my 

track ! 
We must turn our faces northward, and by lonely w&ya retire, 
For rest and sure protection, to the country of Magmre ! 

Haste! those jewels, which I mention'd, from the dell's green 

bosom bring, 
And share, if thou art willing, the sad exile of thy king; 
Thou wert my trusty favourite, in the bright days of my reign. 
And heaven may make us happy, with such joyful times, again!" 

With a light step, like a wolf-hound, to the valley Munchin 

sped. 
And he brought the sparkling treasure from the wild dell's 



sped, 

ne brouffn- 
mossy bed; 



Then they tum'd their faces northward, thro' the forest's wav- 
ing arch. 

And the lonely stars of midnight saw them far upon their 
march. 
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And all the night the bleak wind on their pallid faces beat. 
And the desert-thorns, like adders, stung their slow advancing 

feet; 
While the trees, like wailing giants, with a hoarse, continuoiu 

moan, 
Blent their million leafy yoices in one ghostly monotone. 

And along their desert pathway, like a white star 'mid the 

gloom. 
From tree to tree, before them, flew a bird of flashing plnme ; 
Grim and gaunt in shape and pinion, while, by turns, it 

droop'd its head. 
And murmur'd, like a mourner o'er the dark sleep of the dead. 

Toiling up a sterile hill-side, as the red dawn fringed the East^ 
The tired trayellers sought a ravine, and took shelter in its 

breast ; 
The chief was faint and weary, for his wound grew stiff and 

sore. 
And a fever-thirst was parching his brave heart- veins to the 

core. 

"Munchin, bring me drink !" he murmur'd, while his quick, 

retreating breath 
Scarcely helped his struggling accent, like the faint prelude of 

death, 
" Pull a bed of broom and fern, till I rest my sinking frame. 
My spirit's strength^ is failing, and my veins are all on 

flame !" 

Munchin, in his helmet, brought cool water from the rill. 
And he pluck'd the broom and fern from the brown brow of 

the hill ; 
The chieftain drank the fresh draught, as a scorch'd plant 

drinks the dew, 
And on the fragrant heather his exhausted frame he threw. 

Slowly o'er his darkening eyelids stole a shadow, dim and 

deep, 
And his sorrows were forgotten in the breathing death of 

sleep. 
While dark Munchin watch'd beside him, with a quick eye 

prying round, 
'Till m the chieftain's helmet he the treasured jewels found. 

One by one, he closely view'd them with a fast, admiring gase, 
While his stem eye, like a demon's, with fierce light began to 

blaze; 
What were faith, allegiance, honour, love or friendship, now 

to him? 
All vanish'd from his bosom, as he view'd each shining gem. 
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Ah ! the fiend of self is master of the dark thoughts of his 
heart, 

And his brow is sternly knitted, and his blue M'ps set apart ; 

Thrice he glared upon the sleeper, with a ri^d, iron frown, 

Thrice he raised his lance to slay him, but his hand fell power- 
less down. 

The traitor's strong nerve shudder'd, for a wild cry, from the 

wood, 
Stay*d his raised steel and suspended the mad action of his 

blood ; 
Long he listen'd to the sad wail that retum'd and died away, 
And he knew that song of sorrow came from Oebhin of 

Craiglea ! * 

She who watch'd the House of Thomond, ever chanting, in her 

tears. 
Dreary death-keens for its chieftains, thro' a thousand misty 

years! 
Oh, mysterious, faithful spirit I that forewarned them of the 

tomb, 
But thy airy hand was powerless to avert the stroke of doom ! 

"Nerveless coward!** in the traitor*s ear, the jealous tempter 
cried. 

And again the sparkling beauty of the brilliant stones he 
eyed; 

And above the slumbering chieftain gleam*d the horrid lance 
again. 

Which descended, with a death-plunge, to his cleft heart's in- 
most vein. 

Dimly gliding, like a moonbeam, from the shadow of a tree, 
In the dusky, golden dawn-haze, moved the marble-brow*d 

banshee, 
And the white rings of her long hair, like a floating cloud of 

snow, 
Roll*d along her bending shoulders to her misty feet below. 

With a brow as white and icy as the cold brow of the dead. 
She eazed at the assassin till his black heart sank, like lead ; 
For her red eyes seem'd to curse him, till his very soul was 

sered 
With the look of wrath she gave him, as she sobb'dand disap- 

pear'd. 

Beneath the beetling granite, where the slaughter'd chieftain 

lay, 

The blood-stained gems the murderer in the cliff's chink hid 

away : 
Then, furious as a maniac, from the place of crime he flew, 
'Till Bunratty's ghastly Castle 'rose, in darkness, on his view. 

* For a description of Oebhin, the Banshee of the Dalgais, see poems and 
notes at pages 41 and 108. 
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There he told De Clare the stray, how he alew tiie Dalffii 

prince, 
And the traitor was rewarded witii a golden reoompane ; 
Bat tiie eye of heaven was on him far the hideoos deed he'd 

done, 
And God's kindled wrath held o'er him a red aconrge he oonld 

not shim. 

Danced the smibeams o'er the TaHeys, in tbeir ht^mtj 

morning play. 
And the woodl^ids' vernal freshness in a dream of benrty 

IsYf 
And the mists arose, like spirits, from the heatiier's criim o n 

bed, 
Bouid the darkly-shadow'd ravine where the noble Tictim 

bled. 

Chimed the bird of heaven above him, in the sapphire pbuns 

of light. 
And the blossom'd rock-brier near him waved its wreaths of 

green and white. 
And the lonely momitain-plover raised its shrill voice at his 

head. 
While the winds, like mourners, whisper'd ronnd the pale 

brow of the dead. 

He who ruled o'er all those valleys, hills, and woodlands 

yesterday, 
With ten thousand proud heads bowing glad submission to 

his sway, 
lies unshriven, unanointed, without requiem, shrond, or 

prayer, 
Unliunented and abandon'd, like a wolf slain in his lair. 

And the murderer lived unpunish'd, tho' a hell was in his 

mind, 
For his presence was detested, curst, and scom'd by mankind; 
'1^1 two circling harvests lifted their brown billows o'er the 

plain, 
And the battle-clans were marshall'd for the deadly toil again. 

And black Munchin was amongst them, in the army of Dedaie, 

The leader of a squadron which himself hath trained with 
care; 

But the Norman bands were routed, and their allies hewn, in 
blood, 

And the regicide, for refuge, sought the lonely mountain- 
wood. 

And he said, in self-communion, as along the wold he ran, 
"I'll leave this land of bloodshed, where the curse of w^m» is 
man! 
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But m take those jewels hidden in the cliflF of Carrigree, 
And m make a home of pleasure in some land beyond the 
seal" 

Away, with deer-like swiftness, to the fatal hill he hied, ' 
'Till he reached the gory ravine in its torrent-cloven side ; 
There he saw the blood-stain'd heather, but the corpse was 

brought awa^. 
Long since, for pious burial in the consecrated clay. 

Bum'd his brow and throbb'd his eye-balls, for the brand of 

cursed Cain 
SeemM to pierce his aching forehead, 'till it scorch'd his reeling 

brain; 
While the stifif gore on the dry broom, changed from dark to 

melting red, 
'Till the mass of wither'd heather, with reviving freshness, 

bled. 

Round the brown hill roll'd a black cloud, that o'ershadow'd 

stream and plain. 
And the dark firs shriek'd and shivered as if seized with fearful 

pain; 
For God's thunder-voice of judgment, in red words of flame, 

began 
To pronounce perdition's sentence on the wretched, guilty man. 

Thro' the blue gloom of the valley rush'd the blast in fiendish 

squalls. 
And the dancing sheets of lightning whirl'd around, like 

blazing palls ; 
And the huge hill thrill'd and trembled to its mighty granite 

knees. 
Like a panic-stricken giant who impending danger sees. 

Some pitying angel whisper'd the doom'd wretch to kneel and 

pray. 
But the fiend was in his steel'd heart, and it coldly answer'd, 

"Nay!" 
While fiercer, louder," nearer, roar'd the elemental peal. 
And tiie fork'd flames, like red war-brands, glared and leaped 

along the vale. 

Like the God-denying Atheist, Munchin view'd the scene, and 

thought 
That the awful change existed, by some freak of nature 

wrought, 
When the lightning's blazing arm hurled the cliff-pile on his 

head. 
And its crash might chase the slumber from the cold eyes of 

the dead. 
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Deep, beneath the massive ruin was the hateful traitor crushed, 
The lightning quench'd its blue torch, and the thunder's peal 

was hushed; 
Clear'd the cloud, and calm'd the tempest, simg the birds, and 

shone the sun, — 
Grod's fiery agents rested, for his vengeance-work was done. 



TORLOGH AND MARY, 

A LEGEND OF QUIN ABBEY.* 

Bbing to this table f a goblet of flame, 

*TilI I drink a toast to the gallant and true ! 
Bring not red wine — for red wine is too tame — 

But a fiery bumper of **Mountam DewP' 
Here's to your memory, bold Seaan Bwee ! 

That lies there below, in the Abbey of Quin — 
Oh, heavens of light ! shall we evermore see, 

in. the land of Brian, such. brave, wild men ? 

The soil is curst with degenerate seed — 

Gone is the race of our battle-^ods ; 
Yes, the diamonds are gone, and in their stead 

Is a cold generation of fireless clods ! 
There's wrath in my heart- veins here, to-day ! 

Ah, Denis Moloney, my friend, don't laugh ! 
What I said is true, and again I say, 

Death took the wheat, but he left the chaff! 

You say that you knew the fierce man of fire. 
That tyrant or demon could not control — 

Give me the glass — fill it up entire — 
Here's eternal joy to his god-like soul ! 

* Quin Abbey was bnllt, in 1402, by Sioda Cam MacNamara, Friaoe of 
Clancuilen, whose remains were interred under the grand high alter. Though 
now in a ruinous state, it yet retains much of its prutine grandeur, and 
stands a magnificent memorial of the affluence, munificence and piety of 
its princely founder. Within its venerable precints rest the ashes of many 
of tne warlike chieftains and lords of Clancuilen, who ranked next in power 
and prestige to the princely O'Briens themselves. With it axe connected 
many romantic legends and sensational traditions at the old, bygone times 
of feud and chivalry. 

t An old festive table and other antiquated articles of house furniture 
which belonged to the celebrated Dalcassian fire-eater, MacNanaara, are in 
the possession of a man named Denis Moloney, who keeps an inn opposite 
the abbey. The tomb, in which lie the relics of the intrepid Fireball, is to 
be seen in a small compartment of the ruin at the left side of the high altar, 
and nearly opposite is to be seen the tomb of O'Callaghan the Greats 'who 
fell in a duel, by the hand of Seaan Bog MacNamara, of Snnis, thrnii^ 
the instrumentality of l<'ircball. 



LATS AND LBOENDS OF THOMOND. 345 

Yon tower rises up, like a phantom of gloom, 
As I look from the window, with mournful pride, 

At the palace of shadows that darken his tomb, 
And the low, little cot where the warrior died ! * 

I entered the abbey, with panting speed — 

I signed no cross, and I said no prayer, 
For my heart leapt about, like a coaded steed, 

O'er the noble ashes that moulder there ; 
Ghosts of old memories, on the blast, 

Seemed flitting around me, like things of light — 
Oh, God be with the immortal past ! 

And the glorious men who could feast and fight ! 

Grand Temple ! where chieftains and princes knelt 

Before thy high altar, which richly olazed 
With pure, waxen tapers, and humbly felt 

The presence of God, when the Host was raised ! 
War and time, majestic Dome ! 

Have plunder'd the beaul^ of choir and nave ; 
Thy altiur stands naked, and ruin and gloom 

Frown, grim at each other, o'er many a grave ! 

On column and tracery, chancel and arch. 

Art lavished the wealth of her brain and hand ; 
And the curious eye for a fault may search. 

But yet see none in thine order grand ! 
How splendid thou wert in thy bright, young time ? 

And a calm, dark splendour is round thee yet, 
like the awful stamp of a soul sublime. 

On the brow of a saint, when life's beam is set ! 

Thou'rt silt with the beams of September noon, 

But I'd give the best jewel of Inchiquin, 
To see thy gloom-glory, when midnight's moon 

Thro' yon tall, gray window, looks dimly in ! 
When the mist spirit sits on the dreary lea. 

And the bird of sadness and solitude moans 
From the skeleton-branch of yon ghost-like tree 

That stands 'mid a hillock of human bones ! f 

When the weird ivy rustles along the dim walls, 
As the spectral- wind walks the dismal aisle, 

And the dew, like the tears of the banshee, falls 
On the gaunt, sere leaves of the shadowy pile ; 

* Fireball drew his last breath in a little cottage, in the neighbourhood 
of the abbey. See a poem on his grave, at page 118. 

t A huge pile of human bones, the grisly trophies of the sorronnding 
gravee aooomulated, from time to time, in one horrid heap against the old 
abbey wall, disappeared in a night, bat no person could tell whether they 
were taken by the original proprietors, or others for some pro&ne purpose. 

23 
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While the sombre glow of the dreaming night 
Robes column and tomb, like white drapery thin, 

Palace of Death ! what an awful sight, 
In thy dark, spirit-grandeur, to see thee then ! 

Ah many a mournful change hast thou known — 

Change of races, and rulers, and creeds ; 
Old customs abolish'd, old dynasts overthrown — 

Battles, rebellions, and fearful deeds— 
And that skeleton-heap, the gray wall beside, 

O'er whose sun-bleached fragments the gaunt boughs bend. 
Oh, Love and Beauty, Ambition and Pride ! 

Rank, Title and Honour ! is this your end ? 

Denis Moloney, sit here on this knoll. 

The heavens are clear, and the meadows are dry ; 
And I'll bring forth a page from the book of my soul 

To read you a story of times gone by ! 
There dwelt a yoimg maiden in Quin, long ago — 

The bards of Clan Tail could her loveliness teU — 
Her hair was like mist on a mountain of snow. 

And her eyes were as clear as a holy well ! 

She loved young Torlogh, of Ardsoillus wild. 

But a wealthy knave proposed for her hand ; 
Not for the sake of her beauty mild. 

But her ample dower and her father's land. 
And her father, in anger, before her stood. 

And vow'd that his daughter for ever should part 
From the manly youth of the generous blood. 

To marry the knave of the shrunken heart. 

She wept all night, and she wept all day. 

Lock d up in her chamber, and watch'd by spies, 
'Till her cheek-flowers paled and wither'd away 

In the bitter grief -tide of her burning eyes — 
But vainly she wasted her heart's hot rain. 

And vamly her sighs thro' the long night rose ; 
Her spirit must wear the detested chain. 

For Torlogh's father and her's were foes. 

The wedding-night came — 'twas a night of doom — 

The wine was rich and the mirth was loud ; 
And the bride came forth from her private room. 

In her snowy dress, like a morning cloud — 
In silence the pitying guests behold 

The beautiful sadness of her look, 
Where her soul its story of anguish told. 

Like a dark talc penn'd in an angel's book. 
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The priest was ready — the pair knelt down — 

A low moan parted the lips of the bride ; 
Her slight frame sway'd, with that deep heart-moan, 

And out on the floor gush'd her life's red tide. 
The craven-groom, like a frightened hound, 

Sprang up to his feet, and soon took the door. 
While guests and kinsmen, gathered around 

The maid that lay dead on the gore-dyed floor. 

Confusion and fright filled the festive room — 

The bridesmaids clamour'd and tore their hair ; 
Strong men look'd aghast, and the priest stood dumb. 

And her father gazed round, with an idiot-stare, 
Thus heaven punish'd the cold-sourd sire, 

For the victim he made of his innocent child ; 
Remorse ate his heart, and his brain's mad fire 

Drove him out on the world, a maniac wild. 

Nine nights in her cofi^ the maiden lay. 

But Torlogh knew not that she was dead. 
For his friends kept the tale from his ears away, 

They only told him that she was wed ! 
'Till, one dusky eve in the dark-red wood, 

When the moon of the harvest began to shine. 
He wander'd down by the Fergus' flood 

To see, in the meadow, his browsing kine : 

The scene was calm as a dream of love. 

And his eyes were raised to the pearl-like star 
That glows, 'mid the west's gold and purple above. 

As it follows the sun in its journey far : 
And his wizard fancy aspired to trace. 

In that gentle planet, with sweet regret. 
The mournful beauty of Mary's face, 

When last on those wild, green bsmks they met. 

The tear was dimming his dark, hawk-eye, 

And the wave of his bosom began to swell. 
When he heard a low voice, like the. nightly sigh 

Of the wind-swung reeds by a haunted well. 
He turned, and look d thro' the plain's blue haze, 

And he saw, moving towards nim, with footsteps slow, 
A maiden, as bright as the spring-noon blaze. 

When it suddenly bursts on the hill's new snow, 

'Twas Mary — her slow, stately step he knew — 
As she pass'd near the haunt of the black-wing'd raven- 

With her garment as white as the frozen dew, 
And her face as sweet as the flowers of heaven. 
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Her brow was pale as the cold dawn-star, 
The sheet of the mist lay unstained where she trod ; 

And she looked as if, at the judgment bar. 
She had caught the sweet glance of tiie face of God. 

"Oh, welcome, dear Mary !" the slad youth said. 

Extending his hand, with a bri^t*ning smile; 
" I was tol^ but did not believe, you were wed, 

Tho* I felt, when I heard it, my blood-springs boil 1 
Oh, CoUeen^ darling! I never, till now. 

Saw my beautifm lily so tenderly bright ! 
And the silver arch of thy virgin brow 

Seems to borrow from heaven its angel-light !'* 

"I am not wedded !" the maiden rejoined. 

My heart to its idol is still too true ! 
Machree ! I*d not give to the best of mankind 

The hand and the word that I pledged to you ! 
IVe left, for ever, my father's home, 

And tiie stream of our love shall run smooth again. 
If, to-morrow night, at twelve, youll come 

To meet me alone, at the Abmy of Quin ! 

"There our hands in eternal truth we*ll plight, 

And ere the white star of the red-dawn hour. 
Shall fade in the morning's increasing lisht. 

Well be far away from the cold world's power ! 
And we'll eo to a golden realm of joy, 

Where the sun never sets, and tilie spring never dies — 
Where tiie tear of regret and sorrow's dark sigh 

Never tainted the air of the roseate skies ! 

**No envy, nor pride, nor ambition is there, 

But soul meets soul, with a song of love ! 
And lovers, as free as the flowers from care, 

Thro' rosy valleys of brightness rove ! 
And the streamlets from diamond-mountains flow 

Thro' beds that with sands of crystal gleam. 
And the winds, on the gold-banks, come and go, 

like the heavenly song of the fairy dream I 

"And the rich meads seem in a rosy trance. 

With their glistening verdure that never fades, 
Where golden honev-<£ops glow and glance 

On the star-like flowers and the scented blades ! 
And the blossoms shine on the sunny trees, 

like pearl-cups hung 'mid the bright green leaves ; 
And fields of lihes play in the sweet breeze, 

like sheeted foam on the green sea-waves!" 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 349 

The joyfvl Torlogh promised to go, 

And his glad heart gush'd, like a festive bowl, 
For he felt a delirious enchaatment glow 

Thro' his bounding blood and his spell-wrapt soul — 
A dream-like rapture around him grew, 

And his being seem'd changed into melody sweet. 
As if the strong power of the Fairies dxew 

A wild web of magic around his feet. 

But he saw his beloved one gliding away 

Thro' the pale, yellow twilight-mist, like the gleam 
Of the new Spring-moon, at the close of day, 

Stealing into a cloud, o'er a waveless stream — 
He followed her down by the dark-red wood. 

But her form diminish'd, until, at last. 
By a bush-grown curve of the echoing flood, 

lake a vanishing ray, from his sight she past. 

And all that night, and the next day-noon, 

He seem'd to walk in a palace of dreams, 
'Till the sun behind Callan's blue summit went down. 

With his fiery banner of crimson beams. 
The rain-clouds j^ther'd their dull, dusk veil 

O'er the varied hue of the changing sky. 
And the wind, with a low, sad, ominous wail, 

Came over the moor, like a giant's cry. 

Ni^t's features darker and darker grew — 

The blast raved wilder — the hours waned late — 
And Torlogh to meet his dear Mary flew. 

Alone and unseen, from his father's gate — 
The cold murk shrouded the colder rain, 

The angry squall thro' the black trees roar'd, 
As he sp^ thro' the village, and down the plain 

Where the Fergus winds, like a silver chord. 

And colder and darker the old pile seem'd. 

With its ghostly steeple and crumbling naves — 
Roimd its mkked gables the owlet scream'd. 

And the rain-clouds wept o'er its floor of graves — 
But Torlogh felt not the least afraid 

At the house of the dead, or the blackness it wore. 
For his passionate love for the mild-faced maid. 

Had a golden root in his heart's soft core. 

He walk'd 'mid the horrid sepulchral gloom — 

The blast, 'mid the ruins, sung re(]^uieins deep. 
As he stepp'd over many a white-stam'd tomb. 
Where the princes and lords of Clancuilen sleep. 
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And before him there stood at the monldering door, 
His Mary, all lonely and dismally white — 

"Welcome," she whispered, "Oh, Bridegroom pure ! 
Ton are just in time for the sacred rite !" 

He gazed on the maiden, so cold and tall — 

A strange fire glow'd in her starlike eye. 
As she pensively leaned 'j?ainstthe drooping wall, 

like a banshee tired of her funeral cry — 
He touch'd her white garment's airy wave, 

But his hand, at the touch of that robe, grew chiU, 
For 'twas like the snow-fog of a wintry eve 

Lying over the side of a frozen hill. 

They entered the chancel — the scene was changed — 

A rich-robed priest at the altar prayed. 
And his calm, dark, solemn eyes slowly ranged 

O'er an open missal before nim laid — 
The altar was dress'd in its holiest style — 

Twelve tall white candles were burning there ; 
And a congregation knelt round the aisle, 

With clasped hands raised, and heads bow'd in prayer. 

And Torlogh gazed on the kneeling crowd. 

But people and priest were unknown to him ; 
And the sighs of the penitent souls grew loud 

Thro' the dreaiy aisle and the chancel dim. 
The priest from the throne of the Host came down — 

To his bosom he held the sacred Book — 
At Torlogh he stared, with a stony frown. 

Till his every nerve, like a gossamer, shook. 

He beckon'd the silent couple to kneel — 

They obey'd, and the ceremony soon began. 
But the young bride's clasp was, like frigia steel. 

Congealing the hand of the doom'd young man. 
The words were utter'd — the pair gave consent — 

The rite was completed ; — but, was it the wind 
That lifted its voice thro' an ivied rent. 

With a hoarse " Amen !" from the tombs behin 

Poor Torlogh, bewilder'd, around him gazed, 

And look'd up to the roof, but his wondering eye 
Saw no roof, but the stars, that, like death-lignts, blazed 

Thro' the wind-torn veil of the ghastly sky. 
The rain-drops splashed on the tomb-stones old — 

The gaimt ivy rustled above his head ; 
And the hollow-toned blast on his face blew cold. 

As it whistled its midnight tune o'er the dead. 
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The youth gazed close at his Mary's face, 

And he saw the grave-sweat from her brow ooze damp ; 
The priest disappeared from the altar-place, 

And the candles died out, like a glow- worm's lamp ! 
Shuddering and soul-sick, he sought the door. 

The bride's snowy form moved on at his side, 
But his heart- veins crew numb d, and he sank on the floor, 

And there, 'mid the dust of the dead, he died. 

Now cray-hair'd Denis, you've heard my rhyme, 

And fain would I stray in the abbey alone, 
Where the white footprints of the spirit of time 

Are stamp'd on the face of each hoary stone, 
Lo ! yon gray tower, with its bald head riven,* 

O'er whose tottering summit the white clouds swim ! 
Ill spend a few minutes up there, in heaven, 

At the risk of a fall and a broken limb ! 

Ill eaze around on the rich, green plains. 

That lie, in the simlight, from east to west. 
Where law has made ruin, and churls in chains. 

Like poor, dull beasts with dull burdens press'd ! 
They adore one god — and that god is gold — 

They live for nought but their own base sake. 
With hearts in their bosoms as timid and cold. 

As perishing frogs in a wintry lake. 

Alas ! poor Clare — ^not the Clare of yore ! 

The generous spring of your souls is dead ! 
They feel no love tor ttieir ancient lore, — 

They know no pride for the soil they tread ! 
Peace, with poverty, here appears. 

And the old abbey shakes its ivy cap. 
As if giving a sigh for the golden years 

When blood and spirit stood in the gap. 

Bright land of Cas, of the silver shields ! 

Thy arm of fire was once strong in strife. 
And every foot of thy regal fields 

Was bought by the blood of some noble life ! 
Gone are the forests of pines and oaks 

That vestured thy hills of the fragrant air ! 
And thy abbevs and towers, with their leafy cloaks. 

Tell tales oi the grandeur that once was there ! 

* The annalists tell a fearful story of the execution of Donogh na Beg (the 
little) O'Brien, at Quin. He was brought by Cruise, the Sheriff of the 
coun^, before Sir John Perrott, the English Deputy, who sentenced him, 
▼iz., he was half-hanged from a car and his bones were smashed with the 
back of a large and heavy axe, and his body, thus mangled and half-dead, 
was affixed, fastened with ropes, to the top of Quin Steeple, under the 
talons of the fowls of the air^ that the sight of him in that state might senre 
as a warning to other rebellious evil-doers. His crime was no more than 
robbing the English settlers of Gonnaught. 
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THE BATTLE OF THURLES * 
A. D. 1174. 

The war-fires* light 

Gleamed red all night 
Along the mountain gloom — 

!King Donald's men 

Are up again, 
From Luimnoch to Slieve Bloim ! 

From glen and wood 

The bone and blood 
Of his fierce and fearless clan, 

In wild array, 

At dawn of day, 
O'er Ormond's plains swept on. 

And fiercely blew 

The loud baraboo,t 
And his bards their war-hymns sang. 

While the martial breath 

Of that chant of death 
Was timed by the steely clang 

Of falchion keen, 

And glittering skein, 
And strong iron-plftted shield 

Whose blue orb bore 

The red marks of war, 
In many a victor-field. 

And brightly above 

The tall spear-grove 
Glanced the ba^er of Munster's kings. 

With " Three Horn " of might, 

In golden light, 
Display d on its emerald wings ; 

And hi^h in the van 

Of his desperate clan 
Strode the kindly Donald More ;!{: 

As strong m the charge 

As the headlong surge 
That bursts on the western shore. 



*• The battle of Thurles (Dories O'Fogarty) in which, according to 
annalists, seventeen hundred of the Norman army fell, was the first import- 
ant encounter that took place between the Irish and their English mTa- 
ders. The Dalgais of Thomond, commanded bv their irrepressible king; 
Donald More O^rien, were complete victors in that stem engagement. 

+ The bcuttboo was a sonorous war trumpet used by the Irish for sound- 
ing the advance of an army. 

t ''King Donald was the founder and endower of several fine churches and 
abbeys, the principal of which are Gorcomroe Abb^, Holy-cross, Killaloe 
Church, and the grand Cathedral of St. Mary*s, in ijuneriok, wheve hit ro- 
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Prom Waterford 

The Norman horde 
To the plains of Ikerrin came, 

In vengeful haste, 

The land to waste, 
With sword and destroying flame— 

Three thousand strong, 

They march*d along, 
With fierce Stringul at their head ; 

Nor house nor herd 

Their fury spared, 
As on their foray they sped. 

Across the plain 

Is darkly seen 
One flood of helms and plumes ; 

As sweeping down 

The hill-side brown 
The mighty army comes — 

But as the heave 

Of the mad sea-wave 
Is barr*d by the cr^-pil'd shore. 

So that iron-tide. 

On Durles's side. 
Was stopp'd by King Donald More, 

Then, hoarse and high, 

The wild battle-cry 
Of the stem Dalcassians peal'd, 

And the Normans proud. 

With a shout as loud, 
Their martial defiance yeU'd ; 

Then, left and right, 

With sweeping might. 
The headlong hosts engaged. 

And life ne'er bled 

In a strife so red. 
While that combat of bloodhounds raged. 

mains repose. He was sixth in descent from the great King Brian, and in- 
herited the proud blood and magnanimous spirit of his illustrious ancestor. 
He was for twenty-six years constantly in arms against the TSnglish power, 
which he repeatedly drove, with loss, from the borders of his principality. 
His Queen was XJrlaoam, daughter of MaoMorrough, King of Iieinster ; by 
her he had nine sons and two daughters, Mary and Caithlin. He burned 
the city of Limerick twice, in order to preyent the English adyenturers 
firom establishing themselyes there. He died in his palaM at Limerick, in 
1194, in the 32nd year of his rei^, and the 78th of ms age. 

'* He fought another battle at Thurles twenty years after his first victoiy 
at that place, for he attacked and routed the Normans, near Killaloe, and 
pursued them to Thurles, where he encountered the main bodv of their 
army, which he triumphantly defeated, \7ith great loss^ after a stubboxn and 
stem resi8tance."~^nnato of Thomond. 
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But the javelins' rain 

Was launched in vain 
Against the strong Norman mail ; 

With a quivering bound 

They fell to the ground. 
From the rivetted plates of steel. 

While the Dalcas' breasts 

Thro* their saffiron vests, 
Were ploughed by the Norman brands, 

THl, as steel rives stone, 

A red pass was hewn 
Thro' the heart of the riven bands. 



Tet those brave, stem men 

Their ranks closed in, 
And the desperate odds withstood, 

Tho' the plain around, 

Where they held their ground, 
Was fat with their valiant blood ; 

Lance clang'd on lance. 

In a flashing dance. 
And the crash of the mighty strokes 

Roird on, like the swell 

Of the thimder's knell. 
When it peals thro' a wood of oaks. 



Then King Donald More,* 

High towering o'er 
The surge of the stormy fray — 

Like a giant-rock, 

'Mid the whirl and shock 
Of a tempest-madden'd sea — 

O'er the reeking wreck. 

And the wild attack, 
The death-shriek and wrathful yell, 

His voice peal'd out, 

Like a war-god's shout, 
Or the clang of a mighty bell : — 

** Your javelins fail 
To pierce their mail, 
Tho' with vigour and swiftness thrown ! 

• " King Donald More tarnished hid glory hy the barbarous act of putting 
out the eyes of his two nephews, at Castle Connell, to disqualify them firom 
their dauns on the chieftaincy. When Roderick O'Connor, monarch of 
Ireland, heard of thisj he advanced to chastise the Prince of Thomond for 



his cmelty, but on his return home he was obliged to commit the 

barbarity on his own son, who, in his absence, had taken arms to usoxpUi 
throne and overthrow his goyemmont."— ^nna/i of Thomond, 
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But, if you would smite 

Their iron might, 
'Tis your axes must hew them down ! 

Dismiss the brands 

From your valiant hands, 
And strike with your axes keen, 

As your sires, on the day 

Of Clontarf's red fray, 
Smote the bands of the robber Dane !" 

The spear and sword. 

At the leader's word. 
Are flun^ from each warrior's hand ; 

Skems lie in the sheath. 

And the hatchets of death 
Are grasp'd by the Dalcas band. 

Then, as cra^ hurl'd down 

From the hiU's blue crown. 
On the woods of the sounding vale. 

They leapt, like the slash 

Of a cascade's dash, 
On the phalanx of Norman steel. 

Burst the helms in two. 

And the breastplates flew 
Into fragments, like stricken fire ; 

And down, with the crash 

Of a falling ash, 
Boll'd each chief in the reeking mire ; 

And broad and red, 

In breast and head. 
Did the battle-axe leave its mark. 

Like the yawning dint. 

Where a rock hath rent 
The hull of a founder'd bark. 



In vain ! in vain ! 

With rowel and rein, 
Did the horsemen fling their steeds 

Thro' the deadly crush. 

As wild beasts rush 
Thro* a morass of quivering reeds ; 

For, as reapeins hew 

A wide passage thro' 
A thick mass of redundant com. 

With a hollow sound, 

To the reeling ground, 
Mail'd riders and steeds are borne. 
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And fiercely peal'd. 

O'er the ringing fidd, 
* * Lwmh Laidir Int^hta P* wild,* 

As gallowglass stem, 

And stalwart kern, 
At the harvest of camace toil'd ! 

And dread Donald More, 

'Mid a wave of gore, 
His men to their grim work cheer'd. 

Like a lion's roar, 

On a stormy shore, 
O'er the sound of the breakers heard. 

With madden'd speed 

Steed plnneed on steed. 
And rank was flung back on rank, 

'Midst a cloud of blood. 

As a wintry flood 
Sweeps in thro' a broken bank. 

oteel blazed in air, 

like the fiery glare 
Of the meteor-flames of death. 

That flash their rays 

Thro' the midnight haze, 
As they shoot o'er the blasted heath. 

And, scattered, back 

On tiieir red war-track. 
The Norman forayers fled, 

Leaving behind 

The wide field lined 
With the wreck of their army dead — 

The flower and boast 

Of their valorous host 
Lay there on the purple plain — 

Great champions of swords. 

Brave knights and lords. 
With the common soldiery slain. 

Here, in armour bright, 

Lay a stalwart knignt. 
With his head half sever'd away ; 

And another lay there, 

With his dead eyes' glare 
Tum'd up to the orb of day — 

And others lay dead, 

With the blood-gouts red 
Oozing freshly from trunk and limb, 

* The war-cry of O'Brien's dan, i. e., " Tht ttrong hand uppcrwtott ! 



n 
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With the angry scowl 
Of the parting soul 
On their features, rigid and grim. 

And the brave war-horse, 

Of spirit and force. 
Lay there, like a fallen tower, 

With a deep wound sank 

Lfr his gapincr flank, 
Deprived of 1^8 pride <Jid power. 

And, face to face. 

In a death-embrace — 
Stretch'd stiff on the batter'd clay. 

Where the grappling throng 

Of the fight surged strong — 
Dalcassian and Norman lay. 

Throughout the land 

The tiainffs grand 
Of King Donald's victory ran — 

The first death-blow 

Is given the foe. 
And liberty's fight is began — 

Proud Strongbow is gone 

To Waterford town. 
But blood is before him there, 

For the citizens rose 

'Gainst their earrison'd foes,^ 
And slaughter'd them in their lair. 

There's revelry high. 

And boisterous joy, 
From Cashel to Shannon's shore, 

And Luimnoch waits 

To open her gates 
For her conquering Donald More ! 

Bright wreaths and flowers 

Hang from the towers. 
To adorn the chieftain's way ; 

And the bards proclaim 

His immortal fame. 
In many a glorious lay* 

Stars of the Gael ! 

O'Connor I O'Neill ! 
O'Rourke of the wrathful hand ! 

Come forth, and join 

The royal O'Brien, 
In sweeping the pest horn your land ! 
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THE BBIDE OF THE SUIR. 

iS Dooaild. tike sea of proud Callighan More, 
Has gene Scr ins bnde to tiie buJs a tbe Soir, 
For & prosmsadL ere C^insOnas had Hg^ted its flame. 
To bring to h^ muisGn li>e silkeii-basrcd dame — 
AimI bis tall gmDov^aBses. widi jaxielm and skeiii, 
like ti)e ^mo^f-bramo!: of Gahee. aroimd bim are seen ; 
Asd tbev rc*de wfib tbe x^iigs <rf ibeir lon^ ydHaw hair, 
like tbe ck*i2dj£ls of Funset, afloat on the air. 

'Twas Peoeanber — tbe frcKt in tbe valley was gray. 

And tbe vini-bome snnv-diift descended all day. 
And tbose sih-eiy fraiiiiDeiits of winter's costome, 
In wbite spleDdc'ic. listened on nukntle and {dome, 
Wbile besdlcmg. as totrrezits^ o*er mooriands and meads, 
IVssb 'd tbose ea£!)e-eT^i men on tbeir fire-blooded steeds. 
Tin tbe gloamfn^ b&btOa tbcan. as ratber'd tbe nigbt. 
Sweeping down by the irrer, like ^Kists all in wbite. 

Tlkert was silence aroc&d — scsroe tbe hc»se-boo£3 were heard 

Tb awaken a scKond frcon tbe snow-corered sward ; 

And tbe river laok'd black as an ebony von, 

StiYtdi'd aloDf tbe wide ijroast of tbe wbite-mnflSed plain — 
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Hoar and huge in the distance,, the Galtees look'd down, 
With the aiow-angel dimly enthroned on their crown. 
And the pine-shafts, like pillars, seem*d lightly to bear 
Pearl palaces built by the Grenii of air. 

The moon's horn peer'd thro' the cloud's broken ring, 

Like a silver bow under the cloak of a king. 

While a star, at intervals, reveal'd its red eye. 

Here and there, thro' the mist-piles that floated on high. 

The polar wind breathed its night- vesper low, . 

As if whispering a story of Grod to the snow, 

And telling the pure thing of heaven, in its song. 

That its radiant sojourn on earth was not long. 

"Ten miles hence!" said Donald, ** our journey will soon 

Be done, in an hour, by the light of the moon ! 

My Mora is waiting — your fare shall be good — 

And m give you red wine till you swim in its flood !" 

Spur and whip are applied to the flank of each steed, 

And the flight of a meteor was slow to their speed ; 

Their air-lined cloaks, in their swiftness, seem'd riven, 

And their toss'd plumes shook off the hoar spangles of heaven. 

They rode by the base of a gray, olden cairn. 

Like a naked ghost, rising 'mid broom-bush and fern ; 

The owl, with her spirit-voiced wailing, was there, 

And the curlew's lone note sounded shrill thro' the air ; 

When, lo ! by the sheen of the dim lunar-beam, 

Bight against the small phalanx a cavalcade came, 

And Dpnald commanded his resolute men 

To poise their long spears, and their coursers rein in ! 

The pageantry moved on, majestic and slow. 

But the hoofs of the steeds left no marks on the snow : — 

It first, like a rolling mist, seem'd to appear, 

'Till it ^ew more distinct as the horsemen drew near ; 

But their figures were strange, and their faces were pale. 

And they wore not the ** colun,^^ nor garb of the Gael, 

For a gloom hung around cavalier and mail'd knight. 

And their cloudy plumes darken'd their harness of light. 

But their regal-eyed leader, who rode in the van. 
Scarcely bore the terrestrial resemblance of man. 
For the light of a strange sphere around him seem'd thrown. 
And his brow with the glow of the Beautiful shone ; 
And his locks o'er his neck in an amber wave roll'd, 
Like cloud-curls steep'd in the sun's aerial gold, 
When the spirit of light, at the calm evening hour, 
Is bending m heaven God's bow of the shower. 



A^dae^aftis 
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Wkfle tiie Iwir fen down. IB a svoQB. from tiie steed. 
BoMld drew iftck tiie luee vitiiGnt Uood on its stod. 
As if h bad pMi'd thro' the mg|it4bg*s oold TeO, 
Aad tiic wtend groty aaetnded abpre tiie iririte plaJB, 
like a abadovj ootarnn of inisi afteriam. 

pini and dovlj tiwx rose, in tiie moon's dnsky eye, 

Tin tiiey mixed witii tlie haae-lniiks that lined the gnty sky, 

While me mote Imnd^ witii k)ok8 on tiie fiimament cast^ 

Saw them soar, till the ni^t-donds received them at Isust ! 

Fair Mora lay stretdied, in her weird trance, bdoiw. 

Wit h herkj^s* yeflow rings scattcar^d oat on tiie anow. 

Tin Dooald npi^ed hers^t my-form 

On his farave steed, and rested her head on his arm. 

"Away r cried the chief, "give yoor c our s e r s the rein f* 
And away, Hke winged demons, they sped o'er the plain. 
And their steeds never slackened the nerves of their fire, 
Hn they came to the taU castle-gate of her sire— 
The horn is winded — ^the barrier's mibarred — 
And the horsemen dash'd in thro' the wide castie-jwd. 
Bat their ears were aasail'd from the chambers within. 
By the harp's song of grief and the thrillmg death-keen. 

And the candles of death bnm'd dim by a pall. 
Where Mora's white cor^ was laid oat in the haU, 
And her maiden-compamons wept over her there. 
While her sire sat b^de her in silent despair. 
Green wreaths from the wood were festooning the bed, 
Boond the placid snow-brow of the beaatifal dead. 
And the keeners, with melody plaintive and wild, 
Behearsed all the virtues of Cormac's fair child.* 



* In sinfring the eaoine (keen), the personal endowmenti and viitaM of 
the departed formed the general salijeck of the death-eoog. 
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That evening, the Fairies the bright maiden won, 
And were bearing her off to the Hill of the Sun,* 
But they left in her stead a fair semblance behind, 
That looked like her corpse to the eye and the mind. 
Then her brave lover met them, slow wending their way. 
By the old haunted cairn, so gloomy and gray, 
And he conquer'd her captors, and oroke the dark spell 
That lay on her spirit, like ice on a well. 

And the night-hag seem'd casting her shade on the floor 
When Donald, the fearless, appear'd at the door. 
Bearing up, like a seraph asleep, in his arms. 
His innocent bride, in the glow of her charms : 
The corpse, from the mourners' si^ht, vanish 'd in air, 
And the wail of the keeners died into a prayer — 
Morning 'rose, like a vision, o'er valley and moor. 
And the happiest of brides was the bride of the Suir. 



THE BATTLE OF MAGRESSIAN, AND MURDER OP 
BRIAN ROE AT BUNRATTY.f 

Nine years were past since Brian Roe was hurl'd from Tho- 

mond's throne. 
And proud De Clare had finish'd well his towers of massive 

stone ;t 
And to fulfil his promise, made to Brian, in his need. 
He call'd a council of his friends to know how they'd proceed. 

Then Brian Roe proposed to march, at midnight's favouring 

hour. 
To high Clonroad, and there surprise the rival of his power ;§ 

• The Hill of the Snn, Knoc Greine, in the county Limerick. 

It was supposed to be governed by the Fairy Queen, Have, who ruled a 
select order of her own lovely sex there. Every beautiful woman who died 
young was carried away to this hill, by fairy enchantment, according to the 
belief of the simple-minded peasantrv. Whatever way their mvthology may 
err, it was certamly an innocent and beautiful one, for none but an inno- 
cent and virtuous people could conceive or believe that such charming 
spiritual accommodation was so near them. At least there is something 
more interesting and harmless about it than in the scheming sophistry of 
spirit-rapping, and the wily, material science which some employ to delude 
others. 

t The incidents illustrated in the text are strictly historicaL See page 
288 for full particulars. 

t The Castle of Bunratty was for nine years in course of building. It 
was the theatre of war for 150 years. 

\ Here is a sad pictiire of Irish domestic disaffection : unde and nephew 
in deadly opposition for royal ascendency. 

24 
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"For," said the Chief, "'twere better alay the war-wolf in 

his den, 
Than give him time and chance to try the bloody chase again! 

" But, if we meet him in the field, and in the open day. 
The furious monster and his pack may give us dangerous play; 
And so I deem the surest plan, and best provision laid. 
Is to attack him ere his fnends can rally to his aid ! 

" By firm resolve and strategy great objects are attain'd^ 
Tho oft the cross is sorely borne before the crown is gained ; 
And if with my suggestions here your council has agreed. 
The blossom of our high design to ripe fruit shall succeed !" 

Then all concluded, with one voice, that Brian's plan was 

wise, 
And off to high Clonroad they march'd, brave Torlogh* to 

surprise. 
It was a cloudy April night, the wind, with solenm croon, 
Seem'd in the dark halls of the woods to hum a funeral time. 

Down on the palace of the prince the swift invaders burst. 
And soon were its retainers all laid grovelling in the dust ; 
Then Brian, the usurper, seized on scep&e, crown and 

throne — 
A prize obtained by fraud and force, not long to be his own. 

The eagle's nest was captured, but the royal bird escaped, 
And off to Connaught's friendly land his angry course he 

shaped, 
And there he vow'd a fearful vow that, come, God wot, what 

may. 
He'd make those Norman hell-hounds feel his lash another 

day! 

Swift heralds, round about the land, to all his friends he sent, 
And quickly to the chieftain's aid a mighty hosting went ; 
O'Maddens and O'Madigans, O'Kellys, stem and stout, 
And fierce De Burgos, with the Prince, to Thomond took their 
route. 

There were their strong battalions joined by many a warlike 

man, — 
MacMah<)n, from the wild west, with his Corcovaakin dan. 
And the powerful MacNamaras, with Clancuilen's valiant men, 
And proud O'Loghlin, brave O'Dea, O'Hehir, and O'Quin. 

* This prince, called by the annalists " Torlogh the Warlike," was ftt 
founder of the town of Ennis. 
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The spies and scouts of false De Clare, and ill-starr'd Brian 

Koe, 
Brought tidings of the muster and the movements of the foe ; 
And soon to barrier his advance the active chiefs found way, 
For Norman bands and Irish clans were gathered for the £ray. 

With drum and pipe and cymbal's clash the fiery legions 

wound 
To green Magressian* where, in strength, they chose their 

oattle-ground : 
Nor were weir arms kept idle long, for, with tempestuous 

cheers. 
On came fierce Torlogh's wrathful host — a blazing surge of 

spears. 

As on a grove of mountain-fir a thunder-tempest leaps. 

And flings the lightning-stricken trees to earth, m blasted 

heaps. 
So soon the war's devouring wrath, with mad uproarious din. 
Commenced to heap the letter' d plain with piles of bleeding 

men. 

Great feats of vigour, strength, and skill, on every side were 

done. 
And many a brave soul pass'd away before the day was won ; 
The Norman troops contested stem the warfield, foot by foot. 
Till, mown in heaps, like harvest grass, their bleeding ranks 

were cut. 

And sorely were their Irish aids, the clans of rich Hy-mbloid,t 
By lance and sword, and grinding axe, in reeking carnage 

mowed ; 
And Brian Boe, and fierce De Clare, like hounded boars, were 

chased 
To high Bunratt/s iron-halls, in fear and headlong haste. 

Few were their followers from the field, for few survived to say 

What perils, toils, and grim events, had marked the awful 
day; 

like ffhosts around a murderer's tomb, the gloomy chiefs sat 
down. 

With blood-dyed hand, and burning cheek, red eye, and wrath- 
ful frown. 

The banquet-board before them stood, with wine and rich 

repast. 
But little cared the anxious chiefs to break their weary fast, 

* Nov called Moyrisk, once the estate of the hospitable " Fireball." 

i The clans of Eastern Thomond who were, in conjunction with the De 

Glares, opposed to the rule of the senior branch of the O'Brieub.— (Idee note, 

page 228.) 
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For, from their trouble-darken'd hearts the light of hope was 

fled, 
And red-faced shame and black defeat sat heavy on each 

head — 

While thro' the sounding Castle-rooms the bitter wail ascends 
Of those who in that fearful fight had lost their bosom-Mends ; 
And even in the iron eyes of spearman, scout, and chief, 
lake oozing springs m)m flinty clifb, appeared the drops of 
grief. 

Uprose imperious Juliana*, De Clare's majestic bride, 

From her white brow the tier of gems she pluck'd and dash'd 

aside ; 
Close by her sire, Fitzgerald bold, the beauteous Fury stood. 
While o'er her angry features swept a crimson surge of blood. 

Her hot glance, like a poison'd spear, at Brian Roe was cast. 
While from her large, blue, shining eyes the melting drops 

roll'd fast : 
That day her lordly brother in the throng of battle fell, 
And frantic was the lady's grief for him she loved so well. 

** Listen to me, my noble sire 1 and you, my Lord De Clare! 

Great evils have we suffer'd thro' this Irish caitiff here ; 

He gave us, in an hour accurst, those broad, surrounding 

lands, 
On which, raised up by ample cost, our stately Castle stands ! 

** He lured us to accept the grant of this disastrous soil 
Where, since we came, our lives have been in constant war 

and broil ! 
He made us dupes to work his curst ambition's bloody aim, 
Till his base schemes involved our house in dire defeat and 

shame ! 

"See now what tenfold misery and mischief have been spread, — 
Thro' his fell means our bravest kin in fruitless war has bled ! 
For those misfortunes, 'tis but just that we demand his life. 
Else never more shall proud De Clare address me as his wife !" 

Out spoke her dark sire, in reply : " Thy words, my daughter, 

snow 
That in a trusted friend's disguise we had a wicked foe ! 
On his account our stoutest hearts in woeful strife have bled. 
Then shall his life, in justice, pay for all the blood that's shed ! 

• (See Tiote, page 285.)—** Her husband, De Clare, ruled the Castle, but she 
ruled him, and often acted as '* Chaii-man*' of the several war councils held 
in that mighty fortress. Bhe also acted as " Judge of Assize," and sentenced 
many to a jter-pendicular death, like Lord Norbury. Her brother, Pits- 
maurice Fitzgerald, fell at the battle of Magrcssian, which aroused heranger 
against Brian Roe." — Traditions and Annals of Ttumumd, 
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"Ho ! faithful guardsmen, seize the wretch, and bind him fast 

and strong 
To four wild steeds — secure his limbs with many a trusty 

thong — 
And lash them fiercely with your whips, till they, in fragments, 

tear 
This pest and scandal of the house and race of proud De 

Glare r 

Then, pale with fury, from the board bold Brian Roe leaped 

U]p — 
He spilt the wine, and on the ground he dash'd the silver 

cup — 
His back he placed against the wall, and drew his sweeping 

blade — 
** Let those who certain death despise, approach me now!" he 

said. 

** De Clare, is this the base reward your treachery would 

bestow ? 
Is this your hollow friendship's boon conferred on Brian Roe ? 
And have I lived to curse the day, and doubly curse the deed, 
That poison'd Thomond's hallow'd soil with your detested 

seed? 

** Have you not sworn, within yon fane, before the Eltemal 

King, 
By all the consecrated bells that at the altar ring ! 
Aid by the sacred book of truth that holds Grod's awful word ! 
And by the relics of His saints, so holy and revered ! 

"That you would always be to me a friend, unchanged and 

true? 
While by those sacred things I swore to be the same to you I 
Nay, more, we shared the Holy Host between us, as a bond* 
To Imk our hearts in union strong, and, in affection, fond ! 

"We drew the hot blood from our veins and mingled it, like 

wine. 
To be of our united faith the symbol and the sign ! 
And, further to cement our love, your gossip I became — 
A false connexion, doomed to end in violence and shame ! 

** For now, when fortune flings me down from my paternal 

throne. 
And adverse fate has tum'd its scourge on me, and me alone, 
I find you black with perjury, and treach'rous as the fiend 
That, with soft whispers, lures the soul to tortures without 

end! 

* They divided '^the Holy Eucharist between them at the altar in order 
to consolidate their friendship. 
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'*I granted you those large domains, I shared with yon my 

gold, 
To build those mighty granite towers, a murderous sway to 

hold! 
And here you sentence me to death ! — perfidious hell-hounds ! I, 
Who brought you here, and housed you well — ^you doom me 

now to die ! 

But, b^ the God whose patience spares the perjured and 

unjust ! 
Whoe'er attempts to do me harm, his blood shall wet the dust ! 
Unbar your gates — your draw-bridge lower — and let me go in 

peace ! 
rd rather herd with mountain-wolves than trust your coiaed 

race!" 

As furious, yelling hounds assail a gaunt wolf in his den. 
So was the fated chief attacked by twenty ruthless men — ^ 
Three felt his falchion's deadly weight, till, with a crashing 

fall, 
They brought him down, and bore him, bound and bleedin^^ 

from the halL 

To four strong horses, in the yard, the wounded chief they 

tied 
With ox-hide thongs and hempen cords, and then the whips 

they plied ! 
Impetuous, from the smarting strokes, the coursers plunged 

and rear'd, 
While thro' the place the crackling of the victim's limbs was 

heard. 

From their strong joints the solid bones were sundered, red 

and bare — 
Each courser, with a desperate spring, tore off a bleeding share ; 
Still clinging to their bloody flanks &e horrid fragments hung, 
And round their legs, like painted ropes, the trailing entaUB 

swung. 

Then deep beneath the donjon tower, into a cavern vast, 
The grooms and serfs, with reeking hands, the gory renmantB 

cast; 
Such was the doom and stem reward of royal Brian Itoe, 
Who introduced to Thomond's soil the treacherous Koiman 

foe. 
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THE CHIEFS OP LAMH LAIDIR. 

EESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO THE BIGHT HON. LORD INCHIQUIN. 

On Song's eagle ]^inion, my spirit is summon'd 
To the vapour- veil'd hills and brown mountains of Thomond ! 
And I sit where the thunder-split summits loom o'er me, 
With the flood bounding down, like a war-horse, before me. 
Thro' the purple broom-desert the minstrel-winds whistle. 
Plucking off the gray plume of the down-crested thistle — 
While Iiean on me red-spangled couch of the heather. 
Dreaming o'er the grand days of the chiefs of **La7nhLaidirr* 

On yonder brown cairn a dusky cloud-column 
Rises up, like the dark ghost of proud Olliol OUum,* 
To weep for his children's dissensions and doings, 
That stain'd his old kingdom, and laid it in ruins. 
There's a golden sun-crest on that gloom-headed shadow, 
As it glides down the hill to the green-sheeted meadow — 
To my fancy it seems like the proud eagle feather 
That was worn of old by the kings of **Lamh LaidirP* 

Proud shades of the Mighty ! whose glory has haloed 
Those plains, where the chase and the combat you followed ! 
Methinks you are nigh, and my fancy rejoices. 
To hear in the blast the war-tone of your voices ! 
Your chariots I see in the mist-waves upcurl'd, 
And in the red sun-clouds your banners unfurl'd ; 
When the wind and the flood roll their echoes together, 
I dream 'tis your battle-cry, shouting^," Xam^ Laidirr 

Mortogh Moret of the Hostings I whose vengeance wrought 

Borrow 
To Aileach's proud halls, for the fall of Kinkora ! 
And he march'd around Erin, in triumph and splendour, 
And made her high kings to his valour surrender. 

* Olliol Ollum, from whose two sons, Eogain and Cormac Cas, the ^at 
tribes of the Dalcassians and Eugeiiians descended. By his will the princes 
of those illustrious septs were to rule Munster alternately ; but, in course 
of time, little regard was paid to the right of succession, for those turbulent 
aspirants to regal honours mounted the throne by the strong hand of 
violence over each others' necks. For centuries the wars of those rival 
branches for ascendency desolated the land and opened the way for the 
stranger, whose policy was to add new fuel to the fire of their discords— till 
they saw, too late, their principalities in his grasp and the sword of exter- 
mination raised over their heads. Olliol Ollum, Sjng of Munster, died a.d. 
284. . ^ 

t Mortogh More O'Brien was great-grandson to the illustriousBrian Bom, 
and was the most accomplish^ stateman and indomitable warrior of the 
age in which he lived. A stem exponent and vigorous practitioner of 
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As the mountain-deer starts at the cry of the beagle — 
As birds shrink with fright at the scream of the eagle — 
So the Northern forayer and Connanght marauder* 
Heard, with terror, his fierce battle-^out of "Lamh Laidkr P* 

In the council of b'ons his words were the proudest ; 

In the crash of the battle his war-shout was loudest ; 

In greeting a true friend his voice was the mildest ; 

In chasing a foeman his wrath was the wildest ! 

His heart beam'd with love for the good and the holy ; 

His hands scattered gifts to the weak and the lowly ; 

And his rich board was loaded with sirloin and ** meader," f 

For the travellers who call'd at the House of * *'Lamk Lo/idir I " 

Donald More of the Conquests ! — ^Dalcassia's high leader I 
Who first broke the power of the Norman invader ;t 
Magnanimous Prince ! — how the foreigners trembled ? 
When the clans, at thy call, in the war-field assembled ! 
How Thurles shook with ^hy dread battle-clangor ? 
How Lnimnock blazed with the brand of thy anger ! 
How the steel-sheathed host of the plundering marauder 
Fled, like wolves, from the wrath of the Chief of ** Lamh 
Laidir /» 

Lo ! when to Moyadair,§ the Dalgais are summoned 
To crown an O'Brien their Ruler of Thomond ; 
From mountain and valley, with proud bosoms longing, 
To hail their new king, arm'd thousands are thronging ; 

physical force, aa he never enjoyed life better than at the head of an anny. 
He was the last of the royal O'Briens who was acknowledged supreme kii^ 
of Ireland, for which ho battled against powerful rivals with p«at energy 
and valour. He died on the 11th of March, 1119, and was buned in the old 
church of Killaloe. Three years before his death he made a prefloit of 
Cashel to the clergy of Munster, the most munificent offering ever made to 
the Church by any Irish king since the dawn of Christianity in Erin. He 
was also the last of the sons of Brian who occupied the palace of Kinkora. 

* MacLoghlin, Prince of Aileach, and Torlogh O'Connor, King of Con- 
naught, were inveterate rivals of Mortogh O'Brien for the suprema^ of 
Ireland. 

t A large table was placed in the hall, always supplied with a Tepast for 
the refr^hment of travellers and x>oor persons, who often remained tot 
months without being asked who they were. 

X See the battle of Thurles, and note, at page 352. 

§ Maghadair. the coronation place of the Princes of Thomond for oenta- 
ries, is situate in the townland of Toonagh, pariah of Ciooney, barony of 
Upper Bunratty. 

A curious story is told by the annalists concerning Torlogh, the fkther of 
Hortoghmore. " His great enemy, Donald O'Mal^hlin, King of Meath, 
was slain in battle and buried at Clonmacnoise, and Torlogh, excited with 
wine, one night, at a banquet in his palace of Kinkora, despatched some of 
his clansmen to bring to him the head of O'Malaghlin fh>m the churdhyanL 
The head was accordingly brought, but as soon as it was laid before 
Torlogh, something like a black mouse ran out of it and flew under his 
garment. He was immediately attacked by a frightful malady which, altar 
long suffering, ended his life!' 
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Bards, Brehons, priests, prelates, and princes surround him, 
And he smiles, like a sire, on his children around him ; 
He swears to protect, with the love of a father, 
The proud septs who crowned him their Chief of ** Lcmh 
LaidirP* 

Cheers ring to the heavens — ^rich banners flash o*er him — 
As his ioyal clans show their brave homage before him; 
And his large, dark eye glows, with the pride of an eagle, 
As he waves the white wand of his chieftaincy regal ! 
There's a foe on the borders — his war-heralds tell nim — 
He marshals his band, and he marches to quell him ; 
Soon the chief is engaged in the red work of slaughter, 
And the wild hills re-echo the shout of " Lamh LatdirP* 

Behold the O'Brien returning from battle ! 

The broad plain before him is thronging with cattle ; 

Like the dread god of war, in the vanguard we find him, 

With his terrible clan, like a forest, behind him : 

Did e'er Spartan king or imperial-crown'd Bx)man, 

Return so proud, witii the spoils of a f oeman ? 

See his Ollamhs and bards, how delighted they gather, 

To welcome and hail the lugh chief of ^*Lamh LaidirP^ 

Behold him again, when provoked by a neighbour. 
How his eye flashes up like the blaze of his sabre ! 
War — ^war is the word, and the fierce son of Brian 
Rushes into the field, with the wrath of a lion. 
Whole troops are mown down — fields and hamlets are bum'd. 
Proud leaders o'erthrown, and tall castles o'ertumed — 
Fire and sword rake the lands of the haughty defrauder, 
Who dared to take spoil from the Chief ^ ** Lamh Laidir /" 

When Morogh* had barter'd, with Henry the churl, 

The crown of a king for the crest of an Earl, 

What dark vows of wrath and fierce vengeance were sworn. 

That the vile badge, in Thomond, should never be worn ; 

War roar'd in the land — towers and strongholds were storm'd. 

Towns ravaged, and red deeds of terror perform'd ; 

And they chased, like a wolf, the degenerate seceder. 

For selling the proud, royal rights of " Lamh Laidir /" 

*' " Morogh O'Brien, who surrendered the royalty of Thomond to Henry 
VIII. for an earldom, was, like his great predecessors, a powerful oppo- 
nent to the advance of the English power. He did not submit until the 
majority of the Irish princes lutd acknowledged the supremacy of Henry. 
Then the Prince of Thomond, seeing that further opposition would oe 
worse than useless, made his submission, and accepted a coronet This act 
involved the Dalgais in civil war, which commenced by an attack on the 
palace of Clonroad, from which Donogh, the second Earl of Thomond, was 
forced to fly. This happened three months after the death of Morogh, the 
first EatV'—Memoirs qf the 0*£rient. 
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ninstrioua race ! had not discord pursued yon. 
No earthly potentate nor power had subdued yon ! 
One hand was uplifted to strike down your brother. 
While you warr d Against the fierce alien foe with the other.* 
The Dane felt ^our scourge, and the proud Saxon fought yon. 
In vain — till his dark wiles corrupted and bought you ! 
But no royal Plantagenet, Stuart, or Tudor, 
Was ever so grand as a Chief of ** Lamh Laidir !** 

The cromleachs are old — ^but your royalty's older ; 
The eagles are bold — ^but vour high souls were bolder ! 
The torrents are strong — ^Dut your valour was stronger ! 
Twenty ages are long — but your proud line is longer ! 
When jBngland was crushed by the Danish intruder, — 
Ere Windsor's grand halls heard the name of a Tudor, — 
Those old regal hiUs, with their red capes of heather, 
Saw the splendour and power of the kings of " Lamh Laidir r 

Most noble descendants of great Heber Fion, 
And Cormao the valiant, and conquering Brian ! 
Ko wonder our annals are rich with your glory, 
And filled with your high deeds of iJattle and foray! 
The swiftest-winged falcon would tire on his pinions, 
Kre he*d fly the extent of your princely dominions I 
From the sea's olifted marge to Slieve Bloom's purple border, 
lie the lordly estates of the chiefs of "Lamh Laidir P* 

But yet, tho' the pomp of their royalty's ended. 
And their star from its zenith of hght has descended — 
Tho' the nugeetic branch of the Km^-Tree has wither'd. 
From which the bright fruitage of glory was gather'd ; 
Old Thomond can still show a true nome scionf 
Of the proud, honour'd stock of the princely O'Brien ! 
And may the hi^ boughs of thy house never wither. 
Descendant and neir of the chiefs of "Lamh Laidir /" 

* Althou^ fiercely quarrelling amongst themselyes for the royal honoun 
of the chienaioGf, they still managedSto settle aooounts with the foreignecii 
which they often succeeded in doing with a yengeance. 

f The {Hreeent Lord Inchiquin is Xeatii in descent from Donog^ the flnt 
BMtm of Inchiquin, and the third sou of Morogh, the last prince and flnt 
Earl of Thomond. And well worthy he is to represent the nohility of hit 
time-honoured house. He is generous, humane, and considerate to hit 
imantry and dependents, and strictly honourahle to all who ap|uroaA 
him. 

" See Geneology of the Earls of Inchiquin, in Memoirs of the House of 
Thomond. The Dromoland O'Briens were connected by marriage with 
English royalty. Ludus, son of Sir Donogh, was married to Lady Catherine 
Keightly, who was a first cousin to Queen Mary and Queen Anne. Thonai 
Keightly, the fkther of this lady, got two grants, containing 12,381 aoes, 
as a marriage portion fbr his daughter, and in consideratioiL ot his ova 
loaMt during the Williamite war.*'— JniMi(« qf Thonumd, 
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A MIDSUMMER EVENING. 

When the scent of the wild thyme, 

At dreamy eve's mild time, 
Honied the airs of the midsummer-lea — 

Down in the valley's gloom, 

Where the marsh lilies bloom, 
On a moss-bank of flowery broom, Mary met me ! 

Bright was the aerial blue, 

Brown was the landscape's hue. 
Spangles of sunny dew silver'd the glade — 

Fringes of ripe lusmore 

Crimson'd the fountain pure, 
Where, down the moimtain-moor, glistening it stray'd. 

Splendid the parting li^ht 

Blended its red and wmte. 
O'er the hill's purple height, skirting the sea — 

Berries, like beaded fire. 

Glanced from the wreathed brier 
Borders of meadow-lands, rich with new hay — 

Light as a lover's dream. 

Laughing, the zephyr came 
Over the pulsing stream, uke a young bee — 

Trembled the glossy waves 

Under the mossy leaves — 
Danced the broom-bells on the bank's dewy knee. 

Red — ^where the airy path. 

Winds by the Fairy Kath — 
Haws gemm'd the crest of the white-thorn screen — 

On the enamelled ^und. 

Daisies were glowing round, 
like pure, little pearl-drops, dotting the green. 

I look'd on the mountain wioe, 

Zoning the forest's side. 
Gushing with wild fruits of green bush and tree — 

I look'd on God's hall above. 

Murmuring ** all is love I" — 
** All is love 1" wnispered sweet Mary to me I 

Gently I heard her speak, 

While a light-flushing streak 
Smm'd her bloom-blushing cheek, like a ripe peach ; 

** Sweet one, those scenes," said I, 

" Fill me with strains of joy. 
And you are the bright fairy genius of each !'' 
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As a rain-drop, at noon-day hour, 

Falls thro* a heated bower. 
Into a thirsty flower, freshening its bowl. 

Thus my heart felt the dew 

Of her eyes' melting bine. 
As her glance, like a sunburst, flew into my souL 

Up the dark-brown ascent 

Oi the calm hill we went, 
Soft to our footsteps bent hare-bell and spray — 

Rabbits, like showy things 

Flitting on snowy wings, 
0*er the pink neather-nngs bounded away — 

High in a floating cloud, 

Skylarks were noting loud, 
like sweet little silver bells tinkling in air ; 

Low, on the sallow plain, 

€rold waves of yellow grain, 
Freshen'd with mellow rain, swell'd and sway'd there. 

Joyful we sat to rest 

On the hill's fern-crest. 
Fronting the fiery west, where the red flames 

Of the sun's glowing eye 

Melted the flowing sky 
Into one rich dye of roseate streams — 

Songs o'er the heather rush'd, 

Airs full of odour gush'd. 
Like fairy sighs, wafted the hill-side about ; 

All in such glory lay, 

Everything seem'd to say, 
Angels on some loving mission are out. 

Feathery clouds glided on 

O'er the flush'd horizon, 
Each, like a sleeping swan, floated in gold. 

Forming a rosy ring 

Kound the day's dying king, 
lake pictures of Eden's Spring brightly unroll'd — 

Sky above, hill and grove, 

Vernal dells, flowery bells. 
All their wild beauty-spelk seem'd to unite 

In one elixir cup 

To our lips lifted up. 
Circling our hearts with a wave of delight. 

Rush'd our souls, hand in hand. 
Flying thro' Spirit-land, 
Treading bright diamond sand, lit by love's 8un ; 
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Drinking the music-air 

Of that resplendent sphere, 
Where the cold eye of care on its joys never shone — 

Youth ! what grand sunbow dyes 

Garnish thy mom skies, 
Ere earth's evil shadows rise up in the heart ! 

Ere the world's cold stain of clay 

Blots the soul's dewy May, 
O Love ! what a radiant Hy-Brazil thou art! 



YOUTH'S GREEN SPRING. 

SONG OF AN OLD HAN. 

Fbom sylvan lawn and mountain height 

The wintry haze is gone, 
With yellow beam and blossom white. 

The vernal days come on ; 
The wood-shades, like an altar-choir. 

With golden solos rinc, 
And youth's glad ^irit feels the fire 
Of love's sweet Spring ! 
Love's bright Spring — 
Love's sweet Spring — 
The flowering May-time of the heart, 
Love's green Spring I 

My soul delights to roam back 
Those dreamy scenes among. 
Thro' many a pleasant home-track, 

When I was wild and yoimg. 
Before the world's wisdom, cold. 

Threw gloom on every thing 
That wore the hue of fairy gold. 
In youth's bright Spring ! 
Youth's gay Spring — 
The heart's sweet Spring — 
The Eden May-day of the soul, 
Youth's bright Spring ! 

The frost of years is on my brow. 

Its ice is in my blood ; 
I've pass'd life's weary campaign thro*. 

In trials, ill and good ; 
But when, in April-moms, I hear 

The glorious sky-birds sing. 
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My soul looks backward, with a tear, 
To youth's bright Spring ! 
Youth's green Spring — 
The heart's young Spring — 

The sweetest, brightest time of life, 
Is youth's gay Spring ! 

Youth is a faiiy"dream of love — 

A glimpse oi Eden's light, 
Reflected from the bowers above, 

On young souls' innate sight ; 
But when we climb to manhood's years. 

Our worldlv lot to try, 
The wintry cloud of care appears, 
And Eden's roses die ! 

Youth's green Spring — 
The heart's youn^ Spring — 
The soul's sweet moming-walk on earth- 
Youth's bright Spring. 

The comrades of my early time 
Have vanished, one by one ; 
Some to a world-divided clime. 
Some to the grave are gone ; 
And when to strip the summer-glade. 

Dark autumn has began. 
In eveiy fallen leaf I read 
The rate of wretched man 1 
Youth's bright Springy — 
The heart's sweet Spring — 
Oh, the world is not the wond it was 
In youth's green Spring ! 

With staff in hand, and drooping frame. 

Out in the fields I go. 
Where, ^on the moss-bank of a stream. 

The milk-white haw-flowers blow ; 
I sit to see the children play, 

And hear their laughter ring. 
Then my life's December feels the ray 
Of youth's green Spring, 
Youth's sweet Sprmg — 
The heart's bright Spring — 
The golden mom of life's romance — 
Youth's gay Spring I 



Man, when in thy green years. 
How beautiful thou art I 

Till the wintry day of age seres 
The rose-bloom of thy heart f 



r> *>>«t~c« 
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Then with feeble steps yon move about — 

A solitary thing, 
Like fallen Adam driven out 
From Eden's sunny Spring ! 
Youth's bright Spring — 
The heart's sweet Spring — 
The fairy hours of life and love — 
Youth's gay Spring ! 



THE MOUNTAINS. 

I climb'd to the mountain's heavenward brow, 

Till I seem'd to stand 'mid the gold-brow'd stars ; 
While far, like a dull, cold vision, below. 

Lay the crime-stain'd earth, with its plagues and .wars. 
The teees of the valley were at my feet, 

With their green heads bow'd to the morning sun, 
And the birds 'mid the glistening boughs sang sweet, 

As happy souls in the light of God's throne. 

The clouds open'd round me their silvery arms, 

As if bidding me welcome to heaven, awhile — 
The winds, like unseen wizards, muttering charms, 

Whisper'd vernal life to the cold, dead soil. 
On the blue heath-flower hung the drops of morning, 

Like tears of love in a young maiden/s eye; 
And the fresh dew-mists, from the plains returning, 

Arose, like spirits, to their native sky. 

The cloud-shades were, like sunny spectres, chasing 

Each other o'er the emerald of the hill ; 
The streams, exultant, down the rocks were racing. 

Like voung fawns bounding at their own free will. 
On the Drier's arm sat the crimson berries, 

Rock'd gently by the zephyrs' breathing wings ; 
On the weird fern the night-dance of the Fairies 

Circled the dewy sheets with airy rings. 

Oh, ye Mountains ! ye sublime aspirants 

Oi light and gloom ! ye haunts of solitude 1 
No sicOy slaves, nor iron-handed tyrants 

On the d£u:k glory of your shades intrude ! 
Onyou the fogs encamp, the rain-cloud settles 

Tx> rest its burden ere it moves at large ; 
Onyou the tempests fight their mighty battles, 

While the big thunder sounds the roaring charge 1 
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O'er you the sullen eagle makes his highway, 

In the fierce freedom of his flight alone : 
Down your dark sides the torrent shapes its by-way, 

like a wroth god descending from nis throne ! 
Your craggy foreheads are the lightning's pavement — 

Your heathery beard is sing'd by meteors r»i ; 
On you dim mionight wears her gloomiest raiment. 

And sits, with au her clouds, upon your head ! 

God wove a robe of grandeur round you flowing — 

The summer's brightness and the winter's snows ; 
And oft his bolts, from heaven's furnace glowing, 

Are smash'd to fiery atoms on your brows ! 
In your gray bosom sleeps the dusky vapour. 

And 'mid the silent blackness of your frown 
The ghostly wild-fire lights its nightly taper, 

And, redly glinting, to the plam flies down ! 

Freedom's true spirits in your laps are bom. 

To right the land God gave their sires to till ; 
At your green feet springs up the spiry com 

Whose yellow waves the teeming valleys filL 
Oh, ye grand ramparts of insulted freedom ! 

Why do your peasants from your shelter fly. 
And let the tyrant and the brute succeed 'em. 

Ye glorious Hills of Erin answer — ^Why ? 



A SUMMER LOVE DREAM. 

I DBEAM of you in the flowering time. 

When the summer is all aglow. 
And the kingly sun flings his heavenly fire 

On the blossoms that laugh below — 
When the fairy birds, like living harps. 

Give a voice to the woodland wide, 
Then I dream of you, as I walk alone. 

And wish you were by my side ! 

I dream of you, when the moonlight dew, 

Lies white on the glistening mead, 
And the world with silent wonder looks up 

At her beautiful sisters array'd— 
And a honey-drop, from the angels' feast, 

Seems into my soul to glide ; 
Then I dream of you, at that lovely hour. 

And wish you were by my side ! 
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I dream of you, in the bowery grove, 

In the hush of the glowing noon. 
When the lusmore-bells wear a richer dye, 

In the sultry breath of June ; 
And the fairy hum of the fleeting bee, 

And the soimd of the restless tide, 
Weave their pensive spells round my musing scul} 

Then I wish you were by my side ! 

I'm ever in love, for my heart is fresh, 

With the dews of ethereal spring. 
And my spirit is drunk with the magic wine 

Of each beauteous and brilliant thing ! 
And my banquet-hall is the dark-green wood, 

With its bloom in the sun-beams dyed — 
Oh, living rose of my charmed soul, 

I wish you were by my side I 

The world is old — and the selfish and cold 

Are dailv increasing there, 
And the glory and love of its youthful time 
. Have flown to some other sphere. 
The gold of life has changed to brass. 

And the flowers of the heart have died ; 
In the heavenly Eden where they are gone, 

I wish we were side by side! 

Thank God ! who gave my soul a wing 

To fly where the eagle flies ! 
And freshened the blossoms of my heart. 

With the dew of his holy skies ! 
And, with the desert-honey of song, 

Has sweeten'd my life's dark void. 
And sent me one of His Angels of Love 

To sit at my poor hearth side ! 



GOLDEN-HAIRED ANNIE. 

A SONG OF THE IBISH EXODUS. 

Sweet is the heath on the blue hills of Ara — 
Kich are the flowers in the fields of Clonlara ; 
Bright are the woods, when the mom laughs o'er them, 
Where Shannon's gray billows are dancing before them. 
But richer and brighter than all those together — 
Woods, waters, and wild hills, and purple-bell'd heather- 
Is a sweet little spot in the vale of Knoc-Many, 
The birth-place and home of young golden-hair'd Axmie* 

25 
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Mild by the brooklet the primrose is glowing — 
Wild in the hedge-row the haw-blossom's blowing ; 
White on the bank-slope the daisy is springing, 
li^t o'er the hill-broom the fresh gale is smgmg — 
Trees, flowers, and birds are at home with each other, 
Praising the bounty of Nature, their mother ; 
But happiest of all sings young eolden-haired Annie^ 
A-milkmg her cow in uie vale oi Knoc-Many ! 

Fair, o'er yon moss-crag, the brier-rose is flushing,^ 
Clear from the blue rock the rill-spring is gushing ; 
Bright looks the furze, with its star-clusters mellow—- 
Bl^^e hymns the lark in the cloud's bosom yellow. 
Creature I go f orth— lo I the morning is rosy- 
Nature is radiant and rich with Grod s poesy — 
See, 'mid the dew-lawns, how golden-lutired Annie 
Trips home, with her pail, thro' the vale of Enoc-Many ! 

In Erin there's many a green valley, pleasant. 
But vainly enrich'd by the sweat of the peasant. 
For the lords of the soil, and the laws tluit enslave him. 
Deny him the fruits of the plains which Grod gave him ! 
And off to the land where the Star Banner s glowing. 
The pride, hope, and health of our Island are going — 
Oh, curst be oppression ! — ^young golden-hair'd Annie 
Is gone, with the rest, from the vale of Enoc-Many ! 

Air of the mountain, there's grief in your sighing ! 

Where, bleak on the cold sward, her cottage is lying — 

Bowers of the valley, her looks ceased to mess ye ! 

Flowers of the meadow, her feet will not press ye ! 
Skybird that sings to the beauty of morning ! 
You'll see her no more, from the bright field returning, 
With a voice like your own, when, on light wing ascending, 
Where the hues oi the rainbow in glory are blending ! 

Sing on, little bird, on your sun-gilded pinion ! 
Landlords can't trouble your lofty dominion ; 
High 'mid the clouds you have taken your station. 
Far, far from the reach of the brutes of creation ! 

I'll climb to the top of the hill, to be near you ! 

I'll sit on the red-blossom'd heather to hear you ! 

Your sweet strains remind me of golden-hair'd Ajinie, 

When she first sang of love, in the vale of Knoo-Manyl 
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THE BATTLE OF BUNRATTY,* 

A.D. 1311. 

All night, in Bnnrattv, the forges glow, 

And the smiths are bnsy about the fires, 
For the Lord of the Castle, to meet the foe. 

Five himdred spears for the field requires ; 
The scouts are abroad in valley and wood — 

The aids are rapidly coming in ; 
To-morrow shall be a red day of blood — 

Make haste with the spears for De Clare's brave men ! 
Ding, dong, ding, the anvils rinff, 

As the hammers clash on the Duming bars, 
While, to and fro, at each fiery blow, 

The white sparks shoot, like little stars. 
Ten men at the rusty anvils toil. 

Shaping the red bars to weapons keen ; 
Ten more at the vices, with rasp and file, 

Polishing off the rough blades, are seen : 
The bellows roar and the quick flames soar — 

Sledse, hammer, and rasp, are dinning away ; 
And when dawn appears, five hundred spears 

Shall be ready to shine in the dashins fray — 
And the grim smiths sang to the iron cmng, 

'' To-morrow the bloo&ounds and wolves shall tear 
The flesh of each other, for right and for wrong, — 

Make haste with the spears for the fierce De Clare !" 
Ding, dong, ding, the sledges ring. 

With a mighty swing on the bars blood-red, 
While the dusky gleams of the dancing flames 

Glare up, like fiends, from their ragmg bed, 

All night in the Castle the banquet smoked — 
Stewards and warders were busy kept ; 

* This battle was fought on an eztensiire field adjoining the Castle of 
Bonrat^. The action commenoed on the morning of the 14th of May, 
1311. "mere exists no real account of the numbers engEiged on either side, 
but it is very probable that the armies were considerably' strong, and the 
commanders were men of princely blood and high mihtary distinction. 
Dermod O'Brien was join^ by the clans of eastern Thomond, with De 
Clare of Bunratty and his Norman troops, to depose Donogh O'Brien* 
the rightftil King of the Dalgais. Donogh, after a valiant fight, was de- 
feated, leaving the best of Ms ofQ.cer8 and the flower of his troops dead 
on the field. Six hundred of his veteran gallowglasses were cut to pieces^ 
and but a few of his footmen, i.e., kerns, survived the battle. The loss 
of the confederates was also very great. Tradition tells that De Glare's 
policy on that day kept his Norman band in reserve, while the Irish on 
both sides were cutting each other down ; he did not bring his troops into 
action until he saw Dermod and the Hym-bloid clans nearly exhausted, and 
then he issued to their assistance, repulsed Donogh's pierailiog anns, and 
snatohed the yiabory irom his hand. 
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Over their ale-cans the soldiers joked, 
And not an eye of a thousand slept. 
' Cooks and attendimts, with weary hands, 
Huge sirloins carried from kitchen to ha 
And every hour, as the march-tired bands 
Arrived at the gates, there was plenty for a 

Full twenty chiefs in the council sate, 

Discussing the plan of the morrow's fight. 
And twenty arm'a aids-de-camp wait 

On their surly lords, all the long, dull night — 
Till heralds announced that the foe's war-van 

Was rapidly moving on Cuill-na-lawn; 
Then the rising chiefs for their arms ran. 

And armour and broadswords were buckled on. 
And orders were issued to every clan. 

In battle-array to be drawn — 
The war-horns bray'd, and the war-steeds neighed. 

And the banners were flung to the cold dawn air — 
On every side, thro' the coui^ard wide. 

They were rushing, and mustering here and there — 
Out on the lawns of the Castle tall, 

March'd many a bearded and bimded clan — 
Forth from the Castle's majestic hall 

Strode many a lordly and lofty man — 
Steel glimmer d, like flitting rays of light, 

Along the lawns, 'mid the wood-shades brown ; 
Collected in groups, on the tower's dim height. 

Ladies and servants stood gazing down. 
But where is Dermot the evil-eyed. 

Whose wild ambition the hosting form'd ? 
like a lightning-cloud, by the ash-grove's side. 

The dark chief stands, with a broad axe arm'd. 
And the withering fire of his sullen eye 

Seem'd to blast the verdure it look'd upon; 
While over his head, in the dawning sky, 

A flame-edged cloud, like a blood-speck, shone. 
There's a beam on his stem brow's cloudy shade, 

As, in gloomy triumph, his wolf -eye scann'd 
His glittering spears in close lines array'd, 

And the firm-set front of each steady band. 

To serve the usurper, O'Ceameigh* came 

From the golden borders of Raite's tide ; 
And many a lord of valorous name — 
Whose deeds were long the ** Secmachies* " theme — 

* All those chiefs whose names appear in those eleven lines were leaden 
of the clans of Hym-bloid, or Eastern Thomond, and in general united 
with the De Clares to overthrow the senior branoh of the OBtioM, tad 
exalt the junior one; 
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Wild waves and whirlwinds all were tame 

To their chivalry's fiery pride. 
O'Shanahain bold, O'Kennedy stem, 

O'Conaing, O'Hogain, and stout O'Heam ; 
O'Lonar^n of the silver brands ;* 
O'Congail of the numerous flocks, 
And (yCeaffa,, from Glenderg*s mountain-rocks, 

Were ihere with their stormy bands. 
In his iron towers De Clare remained 

To watch the events of the awful day, 
And his fierce reserves, like wolf-hounas chained, 

In the square of the ample courtyard lay. 

Lo I — ^there's a stir on the crowded plain, 

'Mid the wavy ridges of slanting spjears ; 
The enemy's coming! — again and again 

The heavens are smote with his hostile cheers — 
And, pouring out, in the sun's broad blaze, 

From the misty skirt of the woodlands brown, 
Bank after rank, like moving seas. 

Came Donogh*s clans the wild hiU-side down. 
Clan Cuilen's race of gigantic men 

March'd first of the desperate powers ; 
Next os^e O'Loghlin and tall O'Quin, 

And fierce O'Dea from Magowna's towers.+ 
The Clanna Dongail,:}: of stubborn deeds, 

With their flame-headed spears, was there. 
In number, like the autumnal reeds 

That circle the lakes of woody Clare. 
A spear-cast from his army's van, 

R:x)ud Donogh, with Lord De Burgo, rode, 
A stem, majestic, princely man, 

Whose **glibbe"% like a morning sun-cloud flow'd. 
His curling " crommeal "|| hid his Up, 

His clustering beard to his breast-plate feU ; 
His **cochal "IT flowed to his stalwart hip. 

And his **gochaV^** fitted him tight and well. 
Two jewels in his helmet gleam'd. 

Beneath his tall plume's quivering wing, 
And the dignity of his eye proclaimed 

The haughty soul of an Irish king. 
Sternly tnunp'd his host behind, 

Surging to the battle's brunt, 

• The silyer-hilted brands. 

t The Castle of Magowna and the Castle of Dysert were the family 
seats of the warlike O'Deas of Inchiqoin. A flim and faithful friendship 
existed, during centuries, between this brave sept and the aexdor branch 
of the O'Briens. 

t The (yChradys. 

9 Ooolun, or long lodes. 

I) Hair on the upper lip. 

HA cloak. 

** A tight-fitting jacket of striped leather. 
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And aoon the sevenl bands stood lined 

Agminst eftch other, front to front. 
War-pipes, with a savage breath. 
Song the banqnet-hYnin of death — 
0*er the hills, and iJbrongh the wold. 
The martial anthem rang and rolled. 
Spoils are thrilling — hearts are beating — 

As each dark host came in sight ; 
Blood from proud cheeks is retreating^ 

LeaTing noe and forehead white. 
Friars * breathing prayers, are waiting 

T6 attofid each ^^ing man — 
Boflj captains are completing 

The airangonait of each oan. 
While the horrid spear-groves, meetin^^ 

Fonn their ridges, left and ri^^t^ 
With the tnimpets' dirge repeating 

Notice of the coming fi^t — 
And the fieroel^-featored leaders. 

In thm* maroal harness bound, 
Pttmd as eagles, tall as cedars, 

In the fore-firont take their ground. 
Banners streaming, axes^eaimn^ 

Armoured champions, nlded steeds^ 
Valour-mettled ranks emlDattled, 

Throng B«inratty*s wounded meads — 
Black clouds nther round the heather. 

And the red sun closed his eye ; 
^fists assembled, and resembled 

Funeral feathers in the sky. 
With a stifled croak, the raven 

On the tower-top grimly stood — 
Bale rays pointed down from heaven. 

Like spectres' fingers ling'd with blood — 
Bound the cairn moaned the fern. 

As the wind-gust bnish'd the hill ; 
Shriek'd the duk trees, like a death-aon^ 

And the spear-grass whistled shxilL 



The siffnal^s given — ^the war-fiends 

Phalanx on p)>*lMft-r ftnng 
Its mi^t» like the crash^the riven skieo^ 

When the thunder*s mine is sprung. 
Chief duurged chief, and host charged host^ 

In one yeUin^ **mel«" dire, 
TSU the leddemng &u» of the plain was lost 

In a whirl of i ron-fire! 
"XonU Laiderif on them!" Dona^ criea. 

And his dan, Uke a hill-flood, broke 

•ftian from the Abbey o<lBun*ty, taoilt by tte De 
f Ftanoimeed, Lmn Lamitr. 
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To the strong steel-heart of his enemies, 

With hea<Song thrust and stroke ! 
Into the war- wolves' pack they dash, 

Like wedges thro* nint-rocks drove, 
Or a hundred axes cleaving ash 

In the heart of the quivering grove. 
But backward roll'd their prowess proud, 

By the steel of their foes o*ertum*d, 
As eagles fly from a flaming cloud, 

By the angry lightning bum'd. 

For a while the clang of death 

Subsided o'er the red-hued plain ; 
The war-god was but takine breath. 

To roar for draughts of blood again! 
And, tightening up their wounded strength. 
The gadier'd ranks recharged, at len^h. 
While their wild shouts to heaven roll'd on,] 
like bursting seas, one after one — 
Densely moved the surging masses, 
KemSf bonnachtSf and galhwglaaaea^ 
like rain-swell'd floods thro' the dark-hill passes. 

Leaping from opposite sides, 
And furiously dasmng headlong in 
To the bosom of the wintry glen. 
Thus, desperately, those wrathful men 

To the fight flung their banded tides. 

Thrice was Dermod's battle broken, 

And thrice he rallied and held his ground ; 
Havoc left its reeking token 

In his steel-thinn'd lines around, 
Donogh saw the time and chance 

Of the victory were at hand ; 
Holding up his gold-ring'd lance. 

He shouted loudly to his band — 
"Lol proud Dermod's columns shake — 
The iron vultures are grown weak ; 
Charge, De Burgo! ''farrahr ''farrahr* 
Onward — onward — MacConmara ! 
Bear them down — ranks, flags, and leaders — 
As a storm overthrows the cedars I 
See the fiery war-clouds breaking. 
And their banner'd lines are shaking ! 
Ere De Clare comes forth to aid them. 
Let the sum of blood be paid them I 
On them, warriors of * Lawh Laidir P 
Knit your souls and charge together — 
Grasp your war-axe handles shorter — 
Glut your steel and give no quarter !" 

* Hurry, hurry. 
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Down the plain, like hill-rocks rolling, 
Dash'd the war-bands of Clancoilen, 
Fierce as demons, full six hundred 
On prond Dermod's phalanx thondered 1 
Back they huri'd them — chief on chief — 

Gash*d with many a bloody mark. 
As the sea- waves on a reef 

Flings a fleet, bark after bark — 
Clan was driven into clan. 
Smashing centre, flank and van — 
Horseman trampled footman down. 
In one tangled war-coil thrown — 
Then the spears, like fiery rowels, 
Burst thro' bleeding breasts and bowels ; 
And the sweeping war-axe, speedy 
For destmction, grim and greedy, 
Eat the armour, thro' and thro*. 
With a tooth of lightning-hue. 
Men as strong as stormy billows. 
Were cut down, like perish*d willows ; 
Blood-drops fell, like showers of fire. 
Smoking 'midst the sodden mire. 
Which the warriors' trampling feet 
Into crimson mortar beat. 
And the banner of **Lamh Laidir,** 
Danced above the whirling slaughter — 
like a plague-cloud streaming down 
O'er an earthquake-ruined town — 
Sling-stones smote and arrows tore it, 
Still the gallant bearer bore it ; 
Round it, in one roaring surge. 
Javelin, falchion, axe and targe 
Blazed and clash'd, in mingled clangor, 
lake the ocean in its anger, 

Leaning o'er the parapet's breast, 
On the Castle's rocky crest. 
High as spirits throned in air. 
Stood the household of De Clare, 
Looking down, with thrilling wonder. 
On the war-flood roUing under. 

Thundering, towards the Raite's marge, 
Swung the battle's burning surge ; 
On the spear-grass and the reeds 
€rore-drops hung, like coral beads. 
In the river's bed of gloom 
Dermod's host had found a tomb. 
But De Clare, the flight beholding. 
His strong Castle-gates unfolding, 
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Hurl'd forth his grim war-beagles 
On brave Donogh*s fiery eagles : 
Madly to the fight they spring, 
like the hurricane's headlong swing — 
Sway'd the war-mass to and fro, 
As crashing on the ranks they go ; 
O'er the steep veree of the stream, 
Clash'd and nash'd the iron flame ; 
Backward from the reeling bank, 
Hank is driven after rank, 
Blent on one recoiling torrent. 
As the mill-wheel hurls the current — 
Thick as corn-sheaves, man on man, 
Fell the yellow-shirted clan ; 
Bloody weapons shrieked and shiver'd, 
As the death-strokes were delivered ; 
Boimd the towers the thunder-clang 
Of the desperate conflict rang, 
like a broken wave, fierce-boiling, 
From a jagged cliff recoiling, 
Donogh's clans were borne amain, 
Disorder'd o'er the deadly plain, 
Lord and baron, knight and squire, 
Perish'd in the battle's fire — 
Here and there they lay about, 
With their ^ant-limbs stretched out, 
Stout and stiff as fallen oaks, 
Stark and still as doven-rocks — 
And their stony eyes, uptum'd — 
Where no more a soul-beam bum'd, 
Glared, reflecting frigidlv 
The light they could no longer see. 
Youth, in its spring-year of gold, 
Manhood in its noblest mould, 
There lay dead on every side. 
For a royal dream deslroyed ! 

There's no more of Donogh's host — 
Throne and army — all are lost 1 
Bleeding, thro' the forest fled 
The living remnant from the dead, 
And the wounded prince alone 
Thro' the dark woods staggered on : 
His sick soul weeping in his eye. 
And a deep spear-nead in his thiffh ; 
Heart- wither d, weary, feeble, famt. 
Against a tree the warrior leant, 
Wliile, on the low breath of the wind. 
He heard the blood-wolves* howl behind. 
Mercy I are his friends all gone — 
Is no one near him ? — ^no, not one ! 
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Tea, there's one whom he had known. 
When his full noon of gloiy shone, — 
A kinsman of his name and blood, 
Still lingers near him in the wood ; 
One who to power he lifted up. 

And honour in an evil day, — 
Oh, wine pour*d in a rotten cup ! 

Oh, worth on baseness thrown away! 
Keen on the blood-trail of his prince, 

The traitor sought the desert-place ; 
He gazed on him, with confidence, 

And gladness, in his sickly face. 
" Thank heaven I" he cried, * *one hope is near, 

One helping arm to aid my way f 
A friend, in this dark hour of fear. 

Is more than armies yesterday !" 
With the last accent on his tongue, 

"Welcome! brave arm of help!" he cried. 
When the foul murderer forward sprung, 

And ran a javelin thro' his side ! 
Wrath of the Holy Spirit ! fall, 

Thou more than demon, on thy soul ! 
M^ fire-plagues turn thy heart to gall. 

Black as hell's blackest bumins coal I 
Oh, may thy tenfold hideous deed 

Weigh, like a mill-stone, on thy hand, 
And aU thy hateful, future seed 

Die by a foul assassin's brand ! 
May the Recording Aneel trace, 

In blood-lines, with his weeping pen. 
Thy crime, accurst, detested, base, 

Ke'er to be blotted out again.* 



THE FAIRY GLEN.+ 

Thebe's a glen 'mid the dark hills of Cappantimore, 

Where the hazel-bowers play to the sweet mountun-air; 
Thro' summer and autumn, and winter-time hoar, 

Spring's beauty, in all its creen freshness, is l^ere. 
On the slopes of the valley the vernal moss weaves 

Its emerald sheets in the red rowans' shade ; 
Thro' the ^ove, like a golden hall, wreathed with leaves, 

The wild moimtain-harp of the echoes is play'd. 

* For a further detail of the above tragedy, see a poem called "Tlie 
Hurdered Prince," in this volume. The annalists record, and traditian i»* 
ports, that this perfidious assassin was made weal^y and raised to a ivf 
nigh p»ost of honour and trust by I^ince Donogh, in fact, be iris lul 
favourite companion and most confidential friend. Alas I for da^ leUiib, 
ungrateful, and treacherous human nature. 

f This romantic Glen is in the ancient tenitoxy of Clan Cnilen. It nov 
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In its deep lap of shadows, a fairy-voiced flood, 

Like an orcan, sines on, with its choir of wild tones, 
And its wavelets are nonied with blossom and bud, 

In their silvery dance o'er the pale-yellow stones, 
And the hawthorns, clad with a white cloud of sweets, 

Look up to the hill's purple helmet of broom. 
As if winning the breeze from its sunny retreats. 

To bear on the wealth of their sleepmg perfume. 

There the blackberries glisten, like dark maiden-eyes, 

Peeping out from the shades in the calm harvest ray. 
And the ripe nuts, like golden hail flung from the skies, 

Fall down as if fairies had dropp'd them in play. 
Oh, to hear, at red eve, how the throstle's notes gush'd, 

like a silver-key'd flute, the creen vistas among ; 
While the trees, like a crowd of admirers, stood hush'd. 

As if drinking the passion that thrill'd in the song. 

To that valley of streams, with a song-burd's delight, 

Oft I fled from the sin-darken'd heart of the town ; 
And stray'd 'mid its desert of blossoms, till night, 

like a shadowy dream of Gk>d's beauty, came down ! 
Then my heart, like a May-tree, was flowering with joy. 

And love, like sweet honey-dew, gush'd in its core ; 
'Till care's cloudy Autumn came on to destroy 

That heart-bloom which Spring-time shall brighten no 
more ! 

As a lover remembers his passion's rich dreams, 

When his soul, like a wild rose, was glowing and young ; 
Thus I dream of past joy in that vale of blue streams, 

When the mist o'er my brow, like a diamond-arch, hung t 
Tho' my soul's summer vision has ended in gloom. 

And life's pleasant May-day of brightness is o'er. 
Yet my fancy is fresh with the sweetness and bloom 

Of that scene 'mid the dark hills of Cappantimore. 

foTXDM a part of the larse estate of John C. Belmege, Esq., J.P., who, at 
immexiBe cost, redaimed the surroimdmg hiUs, and made uiemfinitfulto 
their highest summit e. Places which produced nothing but ftinse, brier, 
and fern since the creation, are now turned into hundreds of rich acres by 
his perseyering industiy. If the reckless absentees would remain at home, 
like him^ and follow is improTing example, very little waste land would 
be seen in Ireland. 
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COLLEEN DHU. 

A WINTBR LOVE-SONO. 

In Ballycar the woods are bare — 

On Trai^h*s hills the frost is gray ; 
And, thro' the pass of wild Doonas, 

The rock-cleft torrents surge and sway — 
In lone Glenmore the fern is hoar — 

On moor and marsh the mists are bine, 
But winter's lea had sweets for me, 

When meeting thee, my Colleen Dhu /* 

The flower-roots spread beneath our tread — 

Their little stems and leaves were gone, 
Botyet the heart-flowers are not dead, 

Wnich grew for you, my dove-eyed one. 
No frost-lmght drear could ever sere 

The spring-bloom of mv love for you ! 
A summer-oay, thro* all the year. 

Are you to me, my CoUeen Dhu I 

On Boolah's head the broom was red — 

The com was reaped — the summer gone — 
The durk-brown clouds their shadows spread 

Along the landscape wild and wan. 
When, by the side of Shannon's tide. 

As fell the silent twilight dew, 
I met you there, my head's sweet share, 

My fairest fair ! my CoUeen Dhu I 

My life was as a sunless thing, — 

A dead leaf on a withering Inree, — 
TiUyou, like heaven's dawn of Spring, 

With beam and blossom came to me — 
My heart was as a lonely well. 

That sone or sunshine never knew, 
Until your beauty's radiance fell 

Into its depths, my CoUeen Dhu I 

And tho' the sentence was severe, 

That bade our souls each other shun. 
Yet from our hearts it could not tear 

The golden tie that love had spun — 
Our adverse fate made doubly sweet 

Each happy, stolen interview, 
And then our rapture when we'd meet. 

Was more than sweet, my CoUeen Dhu ! 

* Dark Utile girl. 
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1 sat by Avondoun, last May, 

Upon a glowing primrose throne ; 
A world of brightness round me lay — 

Qod's arch oi gold above me shone — 
But, oh, my heart was empty still. 

Because, sweet life, it wanted you. 
With all ^our wealth of love, to fill 

Its passion's grasp, my Colleen Dhu ! 

I never look'd on thy young face. 

Without a soul-thrill of delight ! 
Then, when I sought my resting-place, 

I dreamt of angels all the nicht — 
The fresh, wild spring-rose on tne lawn. 

Set in a silver ring of dew — 
The sweetness of the summer dawn. 

Remind me of my Colleen Dhu I 

I wish I were a mountain-fay, 

And you a little honey cup ! 
I'd range the summer-fields all day. 

To find you out, and drink you up ! 
Your soul within my soul, we d Uve 

The long years of creation thro', 
And heaven alone could only give 

An equal joy, my Colleen Dhu ! 



THE LAST OF THE ROYAL. O'BRIENS.* 

A.D. 1539. 

A LEOEKD OF THE HOUSE OF THOMOND. 

Habk ! was it the blast that shrieked down the dark hill, 
Where a red torrent rolls, which last nieht was a rill ? 
Or was it the demon, who rides on the flood. 
That sent his weird shout thro' t^e arch of the wood ? 

* Connor O'Brien, the last King of Thomond, who exercised, to the 
olofle of his lifie, the ^inctions of royalty, died in the year 1539. With him 
the royal sway of the illustrious and ancient descendants of Brian Bom 
became extinct. So great was his power that, after the rebellion and 
execution of Silken Thomas of Kildare, he took the young son of the Earl 
under his protection, and defiantly refused to yield him up to tiie tyrant. 
Henry YIII., who used every effort to induce O'Brien to place the pliant 
young Geraloine in his power. Threats, appeals, and intrigues, were all in 
vain ; the stubborn O'Brien was fiuthful to his charge, and the enraged 
Heniy was baulked in his design of extinguishing the heir of ^the princely 
Qeraldines. 

The above legend is connected with Connor's return firom Galway, after 
conveying the English Deputy, Lord lieonard Grey, under his safe conduct 
to that town. In his encampment^ on his way home, the family Spirit of 
the House of Thomond vt supposed to have appearM to him, and to have 
forewarned him of the extinction of his royal line, and the tn^^^T*f that 
were fiwt approaching his country 
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" O'Brien ! 0*Brien ! arise from thy conch ! 

Grasp thy war-axe, the bands of the Saxon approach ! 

See tiieir banners and plumes 'mid the gloom of the plain, — 

The fiends, in their vengeance, are muster'd again I 

" Dark Prince of the war-eagles ! hark ye ! awaken ! 
The spoils of thy battle-famed kingdom are taken ! 
Thy foes are abroad on thy borders foraying, 
Lord Leonard's grim blood-hounds are furiously baying !'* 

The chieftain arose from his couch, as a hound 
That starts up when he hears the wild chase-horn sound — 
And he looked thro' the night for the wamer in vain. 
But he saw no tall banners nor plumes on the plain. 

There's a curse on his tongue, and there's death in his arm. 
For the dastard who gave the illusive alarm ! 
And he stood, in his wrath as if fronting the foe, 
Like a tower with a thunder-cloud wrapt o'er its brow. 

AjD»in he lay down, and again the voice came. 

Like a wind-gust that fans sleeping embers to flame— 

His angry soul blazed at the wammff it gave, 

And he leap'd from his couch, like l£e bound of a wave. 

His eye swept the plain, like the wild-fire's red gleam. 
And he stampt, like a lion aroused from a dream ; 
His guards are asleep, and the cold midnight sky, 
Look'd dark as the passion that burned in his eye. 

The clouds lie, like ghosts, on the mountain's black pillow— 

The echoes are timing the chant of the billow — 

The valley is dreary — the crisped autumn-leaves. 

At the feet of the chief, roll'd their pale-yellow waves. 

Tho' the midnight was moonless, a bird could not fly 
Unknown to the search of his far-shooting eye. 
Yet the warrior saw nought but a gray Druid stone, 
Where the moss and the bramble for ages had grown. 

But why is the head of that old rock so white ? 
Or is it the snow-spirit sits on its height ? 
Or some worshipper's soul that, in ages long gone. 
Knelt there at mat altar, adoring the sun ? 

'Tis the mould of a woman^the dark chieftain sees 
The white hem of her drapery stirr'd by the breeze. 
And her hair did her foreheaaand shoulders festoon. 
Like the mist's dusky fringe round the ring of the moon. 
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"Who art thou?" said the prince, striding forward a pace. 

With his gleaming eyes set on her cold, dreary face, 

Bnt he shrank, with his burning glance quench'd by the 

charm 
Of the dark, solemn beauty that froze round her form. 

And the awful-toned voice, that broke in on his dreaming. 
Again smote his soul, with its ominous screaming, 
Now distant — ^now near, 'rose the ghostly sound breaking. 
As if 'twere the wind or the cloud that was speaking. 

While the cold spirit-figure sat still, without motion. 
Like a white pile of ro^-surf flung up from the ocean, 
And her lips seem'd unmoved, as if frozen together. 
Like flakes of new snow on the bleak wintry-heather, 

'* Thus Destiny's mandate the sentence has spoken — 
O'Brien ! 0*Bnen ! thj sceptre is broken ! 
And the race of the kmgs, than the<forest oaks stronger, 
That reign*d for a thousand years, reigneth no longer I 

" The brood of the eagle shall change into swallowB — 
The pines of the mountain shall dwindle to willows. 
And the brave souls that walked in the glory of freemen. 
Shall bend to the * Galls ' * with the weakness of women I 
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Lo ! the cloud of the curse o*er the valleys is swelling ! 
A skeleton stands at the door of each dwelling ! 
God's angels shall weep for the fearful disasters 
That await on the Gael, when the land shall change masters ! 

" On the hills where the tempest its cloudy roba gathers, 
Assembled, in grief, are the ghosts of your fathers. 
They mourn for their sons, and the black doom that's coming 
To lay them, like weeds, at the feet of their f oemen ! 

" The Dragon t has broken the arm of rebellion — 
The brave Silken Thomas has died, like a felon ! t 
The lordly MacWilliam, Clanrickarde's high leader. 
Has bow'd his proud head to the merciless raider ! 

• Foreigners. t Henry VIII.I 

t *' Silken Thomas, after a froitleas struggle to overthrow the'goTemment 
of Henry VIII. , was executed at Tyburn, along with his five uncles, on 
February 3rd., 1537. The main cause of his failure was the betrayal of the 
great fortress of Maynooth into the hands of his enemies, by Ms foster^ 
brother, Piras or Pierce, for a large bribe. When the Lord Deputy, Skef- 
fington, was after gettixig possession of Jthe castle, he asked the traitor about 
his connection with Lord Thomas, and the many 'favours bestowed on him 
by that nobleman. Being answered in the affirmative, he ordered the golflU 
the price of his treason, to be brought and counted to him. ** You are paid 
now, according to our comx)actI" said the Deputy, then turning to his 
mimons, he commanded them to seize Piraz and hang him on the nearest 
tree, remarkinB; that he was no longer fit to live, after such a base act of 
izigratitttde and perfidy."— iTittory of the Oeraldinet. 
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** In vain has O'Carroll,* his war-axes wielded — 
Modereny's strong towers to the spoiler have yielded ! 
And the princely O'Kennedy's tall gallowglasses 
Are worried, like wolves, in their dark mountain-passes! 

*' Maclbrien of Ara, thy kinsman and alley, 
Has crouch*d to Lord Urey, like the fawn of the vall^ — 
And the blood of thy house, where the miehty once flourish'di 
Henceforth, like the weed of the field, shsQl be nourish'd! 

" Lo ! Connor shall march against Morogh, his brother. 
To poison with rancour the milk of his mother. 
Ana his sons shall contend, in their moon-eyed ambition, 
To make to the stranger the meanest submission ! 

*'Ha! the black discord seeds which your sires have been 

sowing, 
To a harvest of curses are rapidly growing, 
Your power shall be crushed, and your pride shall be hum- 

bled. 
Your feuds shall be hush'd, and your palaces tumbled ! 

" For the judgment of God, on a red thunder-pinion. 
Shall cleave to the heart of your blood-stain'd dominion ! 
Ail Erin must die, and the death shall not leave her, 
Till her sons heal the wounds which their rank discords gave 
her! 

** For ages on ages, each new generation 
Shall perish, }ike leaves, on the grave of the nation ! 
When the hope of their hearts shall be brightest and dearest. 
The withering curse of despair shall be nearest ! 

" O'Brien ! O'Brien ! the sentence is spoken ! 
Thy life- wine is drank, and thy regal cup broken I 
The shadows of death on thy house have descended— 
The black doom is sealed, and thy kingdom is ended I" 

As the blue, living fountain is chill'd into death 
By the cold midmght spell of the North's icy breath, 
Thus the chieftain^ hot blood, like a stagnated stream. 
Stood tideless and dull in its channels of flame. 

He gazed on the gray rock — the figure was gone. 
Like the dew's airy mist on the plain of the sun — 
He gazed on the dim wold, but saw nothing there, 
Save the trees with their red foliage trembhng and sere. 

* Mac William, O'Oaxroll, O'Kennedy, and Maclbrien, were tributaxiM 
to the King of Thomond. 
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Again the hoarse mountain-blast shriek'd thro' the wood, 
And the wither'd brier si^h'd, like a ghost, by the flood, 
As the chieftain strode sullenly back to his tent. 
With his dark, thoughtful eyes on the gloomy sward bent. 

Kine suns flun^ their gold on the towers of Clonroad, 
And brighten'd the gray hills of cloudy Hymbloid, 
But ere the tenth dawn streak'd the orient with red. 
The last of the Royal O'Briens was dead ! 
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THE PEASANT TO HIS EMIGRANT DAUGHTER. 

AcniSHLA mo stoirf do I see the day 

You are leaving your poor father s side ? 
You, who kept the dark cloud from my heart away, 

Since my sunny-hair'd Nora died ! 
Sure I see her soul in your bashful glance. 

And youVe borrowed her fawn-like form. 
That first, in the ring of the village-dance, 

Fill'd my heart with a fairy charm. 

Your modest cheek with her bright blush glows, 

Like the west cloud's roseate stain, 
And your lips are, like hers, as the young Spring rose, 

When *tis wet with the morning rain! 
And you have her voice, like' the songful breeze. 

When the blossoms of May are white 
On the mossy boughs of the apple-trees. 

All glistening with drops oi light ! 

The daisies are fresh on her bed of rest. 

And the haw-flowers above it are fair ! 
But cold is the pulse of my lonely breast, 

Since I laid my poor darhng there !— 
** giUa mo stoir r* come to me once more, 

TUl I kiss you and clasp you again ! 
My head is grey and my. h^art is sore, 

For 'tis piuidng its living vein ! 

Mo caiUin /t you were a joy to me, — 

As a cloud in the noon-day sky 
Spreads its crystal veil o'er a drooping tree. 

Whose leaves with the heat are dry ! 
And your image is lock'd in my heart's deep core, 

As the honeycomb's golden cell 
Holds the mountain-bee's sweet summer-store 

Which he gather'd in vale and dell I 

* Literally, ♦♦ Child qf my love r* t My little girl I 

26 
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I never thought a day would come 

To part us, achree mo stoir /* 
Till the roof was stripp'd from our woodland-home, 

At whose hearth we shall sit no more ! 
But when you shall land in the far, far West, 

And meet your brave brothers there, — 
Oh ! tell them how Ireland is oppress'd, 

But say that she don't despair! 

God guard you away^ to the Exile's Land ! 

But in Erin 1*11 die alone — 
Mavoumeen ! I'd keep your lovely hand 

For ever clasp'd in my own ! 
And my heart's bright love, oh, my dear, dear one ! 

Shall follow you o'er the wave. 
But I'll go to the churchyard, when you are gone, 

And pray at your mother's grave ! 



THE FATHER'S LAMENT FOR HIS CHILDREN. 

Death came to my house, like a hawk to a nest, 
And he tore mj two darlings away from my breast ; 
And my heart is as lone as the nest in the ^ee, 
Since my sunny-eyed dear ones were taken from me ! 
December blasts howl roimd the gloom-vested hill, 
And the life pulse of Nature is torpid and still ; 
Yet Spring will return from the clouds of the Pole, 
But it will not ^e^dve the dead flowers of my soul ! 

Sure my Patsy's blue eyes were as blossoms of light 
That glow in the galaxy-splendours of night ; 
There was health on his cheek, like the sim-bloom we see 
On the peaches that hang on a sweet garden tree. 
Good heaven ! was it all out the dream of an hour ? 
He's gone — and without him I'm lonely and poor — 
Will you meet me no more, oh, my heart-cherish'd boy ! 
With your innocent face and your bright laugh of joy ? 

The winter will pass, with its rain-cloud and storm, , 

And the spring-grass will rise o'er the dust of your form ; 
But when will the bleak, wintry darkness retire 
Which you left in the heart and the home of your sire? 
I hoped, when the gray days of age would come on, 
To find a protection and prop in my son, 
That he'd love and care me, as I loved and cared him, 
When my hands and my eyes would grow feeble and dim ! 

And my lily-fair Maggie — my bosom's white dove — 
Whose face had the Bght of God's sweetness and love, 

* My heart's lovel 
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Did I think that the star of thy beauty's young noon 
Would lie shrouded in dust and in darkness so soon ? 
Like the delicate flower of the field was your fate, — 
So sweet was your life and so short was its date ; 
Oh ! my memory is full of the joy of your look, 
like a modest young rose in a green, mossy nook ! 

Sure you said, ere your tongue in its death-silence lay, 
That your fond little brother had called you away I 
Yes, he call'd you away to partake of his joy 
In the palace of Gk)d, in the halls of the sky ! 
Oh ! the thoughts of that morning are chaining my breath, 
When your fair waxen image lay frozen in death — 
When I entered my house, from a long night of toil, 
And dreamt but of meeting your loving young smile. 

There you lay in death's trappings, so frigid and white. 
Like a blossom blown downlby die cold winds of night : 
Your eye had no ray and your cheek had no rose, 
And your yoimg brow was iced in its marble repose. 
A few seasons hence, you would sit by my side. 
In womanhood's sweetness and maidenly pride ! 
And my heart would exult, and my spirit grow warm 
In the joy of your eyes, and the grace of your form I 

And lovers would come, like wild bees to a flower. 

When its young heart is wet with the dew's honey shower ; 

But God's eye may have seen through futurity's gloom, 

Some dark blight awaiting thy ripeness of bloom — 

Some gloomy affliction, or soul-killing grief. 

To slay with rank poison thy sreen virgin-leaf, 

And he snatch'd thee away to his kingdom of Ught, 

Ere thy pure angel-soul would be stained with tiie blight ! 

Oh, 'tis better — if a world were staked on thy life — 

To be safe with thy Maker, than be a king's wife ! 

Thy life was a transient and innocent dream, — 

Pure gold with no dross to be purged by the flame ; — 

What glory can earth with your ^ory compare. 

Or could earth's grandest queen wear the rooes you now wear? 

The splendours of heaven are bound on your bro^*. 

And earth's queens are all needy, compared to you now ! 

How manv, in convent and temple, for years. 
Have knelt to their God, with devotion and tears ; 
Pray'd, fasted, and sufler'd, and struggled and strain'd, 
For the Heaven mjr doves have so easily gained ? 
Thev went in the time when his image was fresh 
In the spirits that kindled their passionless flesh, 
Ere the foul, evil mists of the world rose to dim. 
In their young gentle souls, the grand likeness of Him ! 
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Tho' my house and my heart are as desolate made, 
As the dreary churchyard where my darlings are laid- 
Tho' my heaitf like a sere leaf when summer is gone, 
Is left m life's winter to tremble alone I 
Yet why should I murmur — ^why should I repine — 
Against the high will and the mandate divine ? 
He took them away, and He has the best claim — 
They're His own — I was only their parent in name ! 



THE OUTCAST. 

Pale, at the comer of the long, dark street, 

Poor child of night, your wasted form I see ; 
The cold flags freezing up your naked feet, — 

Oh, frail, young blossom, fallen from Virtue's tree! 
Deep darkness, the congenial mask of crime, 

Attends your footsteps and befriends your shame ! 
Ah! your sad looks say, once there was a time. 

When Guilt's black finger could not touch your name! 

Was it the tongue of sly seduction pour'd 

Its fiendish honey in your heart's young core, 
And nipt the plant which in Grod's garden flower'd. 

And added to sin's waste one foul weed more ? 
The world, on which an outcast jovl are thrown, 

Will ne'er forgive thy erring hfe nor thee I 
None, save the outstretch'd arms of Grod alone, 

Shall e'er receive you, with a pardon free I 

You've fallen ! — Magdalen fell and rose again, 

Tho' wild and wicked the career she ran ! 
They'd cast her off", but Jesus stood between 

Her and the judgments of corrupted man ! 
He look'd into her heart — the black clouds there 

Burst and dissolv'd to drops of burning love; 
She bathed his feet and wiped them with her hair : 

Man frown'd — God smil'd, and heaven rejoic'd above! 

Poor child of sorrow! is your mother dead? 

And did your kin the homeless daughter spurn? 
Some friendly action done — some kind words said — 

Your straying footsteps back to grace may turn ! 
Man may seduce, betray, and nothmg lose. 

In what society character calls ; 
But ruthless is the principle which shows 

No mercy to a woman when she falls! 

Instead of lifting up the broken reed, 
The godless verdict lives to crush it down ; 

Stem Rigour sits in judgment on her deed. 
And every hand is raised to cast the stone. 
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This is the spur that farther drives astray 

The reckless culprit into guilt's retreat — 
The same reproach which sought to turn awav 

Poor, loving Mary from her Saviour's feet I 

Give me your hand, forlorn one — it is cold — 

Cold as the charity of the human race ; 
In years you're young, and yet in sin you're old. 

But heaven to you may send a beam of grace — 
Poor brother man, weak sister woman — all 

Have, more or less, some cruel cross to bear; 
Oh! pity, but condemn not, those that fall — 

Life's path is slippery, and the way is drear ! 

In the short journey which we have to laread, 
Our footing's insecure, infirm, and frail ; 

None knoweui where the hidden snare is spread- 
None knoweth where or how a step may fail — 

Not alwavs can we good from ill select, 
So weak our judgment and our will so blind! 

Great oaks have faUen while reeds have stood erect ; 
Strong ships have sunk where skiffs brave tide and wind! 

Many a pearl in the dust is cast, 

And spum'd by the foot of ruffian pride ; 
Many a piece of dross for gold has pass'd. 

While the pure ore is basely flunff aside ; 
Many a tender floweret bom to bask 

In Virtue's light, is torn from its sweet bed ; 
Many a scarlet vice wears Virtue's mask, 

And ''fools rush in where angels fear to tread!" 

Turn, erring sister, to thy Saviour's knee ; 

One loving tear thy darkness will dispel ; 
The spirit of his mercy smiles for thee, 

As sweet as for the child that never fell. 
For such as thee, rank vinegar and gall. 

To quench his death-thirst on the cross was given ; 
For such as thee, his lonnng, loving call 

Is echoed thro' the reahns of earth and heaven. 

If thou hast yet the memory of one prayer — 

Thy poor, fond father taught thy fispmc tongue. 
While on his knee he stroked thy curling hair. 

When thou wert sweet, pure, innocent, and young — 
Repeat it in the language of thy heart, 

And tho' polluted be thy life s young rill, 
The sullied stream has yet a crystal part. 

Where God, with love, beholds his image still ! 
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MARY O'NEILL'S ELOPEMENT. 

A TRUE STOBY. 

The twilight cloud shook from its pale golden arm, 
Airy crystals of Spring upon moorland and farm. 
While the breeze, like a fairy-bard, walked thro' the woods, 
And kissed into sweetness the mouths of the buds. 

There's a feast in the cottage of Mary O'Neill, 
And her kinsmen are gathered from hamlet and vale ; 
And the piper is there, since an hour before noon, 
Drawing out the heart-sweets of each old Lish tune. 

Maid servants are busy, with brown arms bare, 
At cooking and boiling, and cleansing of ware ; 
And many a youth did old Patrick invite 
To dance at the nuptials of Mary, to-night. 

But the croom was a " bodogh" who barter'd and sold 
Land and cattle, to glut his soul's hunger for gold ; 
And he had, by his drudging, to twilight from dawn. 
Large wealtii in the Bank, and ten cows in his bawn. 

Every scheme of the world's slave-market he saw— ^ 
Quick and small was his eye — pale and thin was his jaw ; 
Shrewd, cold-soul'd, and cautious, his years were two score, 
While the blooming young Mary was just twenty-four. 

Bold Phelim O'Keefe, from the banks of the Faile, 
Came down to the wedding of Mary O'Neill ; 
Tall, graceful, and gallant, ind comely was he, 
WitJi a hand, like a giant's, 'that reacned to his knee. 

A good-hearted devil for fighting and fun. 
As stout as a tower and as straight as a gun ; 
Every fair in the country knew Fhelim right well, 
Tho' no pig, goat, nor garron he ne'er had to sell. 

Oft he met pleasant Mary, when going to toil, 
And she paid his salute with a kind word and smile. 
And she said, in her heart, "may I never know grief. 
But I like your fine shoulders, bold Phelim O'Keefe ! " 

And she went to her cottage-door, day after day. 
For a peep at bold Phelim when passing the way, 
But she was so rich that he still pass'd ner by. 
With an humble salute and a wink of his eye. 
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But when he had heard that her marriage was fixed, 
His heart was bewildered, his head was perplexed, 
And he came to her wedding to wish her good-luck. 
The* he wished that Old Nick all the match-makers took. 

He entered the cottage and greeted her sire, 
And he stood, for awhile, with his back to the fire ; 
He watched and he waited till Mary appeared. 
And old Patrick was gone to look after his herd. 

As a queen-picture, kindled with life's spirit-flame, 
(We only suppose) stepping out from its frame ; 
So stately in movement— in beauty so real — 
Were the sweet face and figure of Mary O'Neill. 

Her small feet, with stockings as white as bog-down. 
Slyly peep'd from the hem of her gay bridal gown ; 
Her cheeks were as poppies the sun looks upon. 
But the wild-laughing nre of her large eyes was gone. 

** Sweet Mary I " said Phelim, so soft in her ear, 
In a low tone which none but the maiden could hear, 
** Be poverty curst that forbade me to woo 
So lovely, so noble a maiden as you ! 

"But were I a lord or a prince's high son, 

I'd die or the wealth of your love rd have won ! 

No man in all Erin would take you from me. 

For you're wrapt in my heart, like a bird in a tree ! " 

** 'Tis a pity," the maid, in a whisper, replied, 
** That love to the loving should e er be denied I 
*Tis a pity that wealth should exist to o'erthrow, 
The sweetest heart's joy human bosoms can know ! 

"Go 'round to my sleeping-room window, unseen, 
I'll hand you my mantle, then run thro' the green. 
And wait near uie grove, till the light leaves the sky, 
And ere the priest comes, I'll be with you or die I " 

He took the maid's mantle, and ran to the grove, 
While his heart almost blazed with a fever of love ; 
And she, to disguise her intentions the more, 
Stay'd to welcome the guests, and then stole from the door. 

They met at the grove-side — one grasp of the hand. 
One wild kiss of ]oy, and one glance round the land. 
And away went they oE thro' the mist-gloom of even, 
As glad as two souls on their journey to heaven. 
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The brideCTOom is come, with the priest by his side. 
And there^s feasting and fun in the house of the bride ; 
Hot smoked the fuU dishes— fast flowed the bright ale, 
And there's many a shake hands for old Patrick O'NeilL 

The wicked-eyed youths at the coy maids are winkings 
The maids on their dinners and dresses are thinking ; 
Some sat near the piper and cheer'd him the while 
He squeezed from his bag **Norah Creina** in style. 

But where is the bride ? — she was there while ago! — 
Grood Lord, sirs, where is she, does anyone know ? 
She is out at the next house, with Nelly Mulcare ! 
Gk), tell her the groom and his reverence are here ! 

The neighbours were questioned, — ^no Mary was found— 
The ffuests grew suspicious, sly whispers went round ; 
The feast was abandoned ; they searched far and wide — 
And the groom has ran home, fiercely cursing the bride. 

The night waned away, but no news, nor a trace 
Of the lovely deserter, were foimd in the place ; 
Her sire stamped and storm'd, like one raging mad, 
And the priest for his twenty gold guineas was sad. 

Next week, in high triumph, came home to the vale, 
Fair Mrs. O'Keefe— alias Marv O'Neill— 
And her gossips and cousins declared, with one voice, 
That 'tis hard to debar a young maid of her choice ! 

Old Patrick look'd up at the runaway pair, 
With an oath on his lips, and a black-scowling stare. 
While PheUm, as straight as a pike-staff, stood by. 
And Mary look'd down, and pretended to cry. 

Her father leap'd up — kick'd the rush chair aside, — 
" Away from my sight !" hoarse with anger, he cried, 
" You stole my fine daughter, you night- walking thief !" 
** 'Twas your daughter stole me !" said bold Phelim O'Keefe. 

"We want nothing from you, the world is wide — 

I have stout hands, thank God, to win bread for my bride ; 

To give her a good living I'd toil in a ditch. 

And with peace, health, and love, we'll be happy and rich !" 

Oh ! to see the old man how he fought with his heart, 
When Phelim and Mary prepared to depart — 
He rushed to the door, calling Mary, twice, thrice, 
And a passionate tenderness yearned in his voice. 
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" Stay, stay, Phelim! stay with your wife in this house, 
'Tis your own, and I'll give you the land and the cows ! 
m count yovL her fortune, five hundred pounds bright — 
In her choice of a husband perhaps she was right !" 

The matter was settled — her friends were called in, 
-And old Conway, the piper, was sent for again — 
Three casks of poteen and ten sirloins of beef. 
Were despatched at the wedding of Phelim O'Keefe. 



THE BATTLE OF KILBARJRON.* 
A.D. 1259. 

O'Brien sate in his mountain-hall, 

On a seat of rushes and dark-green fern ; 
His shield hung o'er him, on the wall — 

At his feet lay a wolf-do^, gprim and stem. 
His daughter Mor was at his side, 

With her milk-white hand on iie ** cruU-imres /* 
And his bounding spirit thrill'd, with pride, 

As she sang the d!eeds of her kingly sires. 
But ere the lofty sons was done. 

Three stem-brow*a, hawk-eyed mountain-men — 
With their faces bronzed from wind and sun — 

To the royal chieftain, came rushing in. 
" Oh, mighty son of kinss !" they cri^ 

" MacMaurice is marching on thy land ! 
He comes from Connaught's bordering side, 

With two score knights, and a numerous band ! 
His English host is two thousand strong, 

And Sie Welshmen of Mayo have joined the chief — 
They come, a lawless, ravenmg throng — 

To plunge our reahn in dole and grief ! 

* MacHaurioe Fitsg^ald led a strong army into Thomond, to attack 
Ckmnor O'Bnen and to despoil the country. O'Brien having timely intelli- 
gence of the intended raid, called his clans together, and marched to oppose 
the advance of the invaders. The armies met at Kilbarron, in the paridi of 
Feakle, coimty of Clare, and a fierce battle was fought, in which MacMau- 
rice and his English host were defeated and driven into Connaught in head- 
long rout, lea'nng seven hundred of their army dead on the field. The 
Weuh settlers of Mayo who joined the English were nearly all destroyed, 
and the victors also suffered severe loss, for many of the nobles and duefii 
of Thomond fell in the heat of the action. 

Connor^ shortly after his victory at Kilbarron, was killed at the wood of 
Buidane, in Burren, in combat with the O'Loghlins and O'Connors, whom 
he endeavoured to subdue as tributaries to his power. From this incident 
he is known in history as Connor na Suidane. 
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They'll camp to-night on Kilbarron's height. 

And i>lunaer the country at break of day, 
For, while shaded from view, near the host we drew, 

So we heard the knights and the captains say V* 

O'Brien leap'd up from his ferny seat, 

Like the angry fiend of a stormy night ; 
Mor*s silver ** cruit"* fell down at her feet, 

And the bloom of her cheek became cold death-white. 
** GrO, rouse Clancuilen !" the stem prince cried. 

And summon from Dysart the fierce O'Dea, 
To meet me to-night, by Loch Doon*s dark side. 

With their bravest troops, in their best array ! 
Like a burning plag[ue, I will cross the track 

Of those robbing invaders ! those beastly men ! 
By the holy St. fleuman If they'll never go back, 

With the coveted spoil from the lion's den !" 

Away flew the scouts, with unslackening speed. 

Thro' the plains of Clancuilen and Dysart O'Dea ; 
Their dpurs erew tinged with the blood of each steed. 

So furiously rapid they rode away. 
And long ere the setting sun redden'd the west, 

The signal of war through the land was spread ; 
And nightfall saw on the mountain's crest 

The fires of battle blaze large and red. 
And the clans were muster'd and marshall'd allf 

And old and young rush'd the host to join ; 
And the war-slogan rung from shieling to hall, 

**Lamh Laidir Inochta /"J brave O'Brien !" 

They march'd along thro* the gloom of night. 

Till they came to the side of Loch Doon's blue flood. 
Where they pitch'd their tents, till the morning's light 

Would guide their steps to the field of blood. 
They lighted their camp-fires, and spread their feast, 

And drank fiery goblets of bright red " mead ;"§ 
Then the clans lay down on the sward to rest. 

With their heads on their folded **cochal8"\\ laid. 
The army sank into sleep profound, 

And nothing was heard, save the sentinels' tramp. 
As, with measur'd paces, they walk'd around 

The shadowy ring of the silent camp : 

* Cruit, a small harp. 

+ St. Flannan was one of the patron saints of Thomond. 

t Latnh Laidir Inochta — ^i.e., the strong hand uppermost— waa the mi* 
err and motto of the O'Briens. 

8 "Wine. 

II The eochal was a woollen cloak, with a hanging collar, striped with muy 
ooloun, and fastened at the throat of the wearer with a button or brooch ot 
gold or silver. It covered the body to the middle of the thigh, and the 
warrior often used it as a shield in battle by winding it tight^ xound the 
left arm. 
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But the wakeful chiefs, with their brehons, and bards, 

In the tent of O'Brien held council 'till dawn ; 
While abroad in the night-shade the royal guards 

Surrounded the place, with their long swords drawn. 
A dark-blue cloud o'er the dim woods hung — 

Cold was the beam of the setting moon — 
And dismally the night- wind sung 

To the fairy waters of wild Loch Doon ; 
The dark foeman's watch-fires flamed afar, 

Thro' the hazy gloom of Kilbarron's height ; 
And ghostly murmurs of woe and war 

Were heard in the gale, all the lonely night. 
Mom gushed, like wine, o'er the purple lake. 

Like golden harp-strings, its ripples play'd ; 
And the wild-birds' anthems, from bower and brake, 

With the woods and waters, rich concert made. 
But ere the sun climb'd the reddening east, 

A solemn Mass in the camp was said ; 
And all receiv'd, from the gray-hair'd priest. 

The shrived soul's living eternal Bread. 
Then the priest, with his ejea and hands upheld, 

Pray'd God and his Virgm Mother to bless 
The warriors' toils, in the dangerous field. 

And crown their arms with oright success. 
Then the dim shore clang'd with the sound of steel. 

And the ^therin^ tramp of the rising clan ; 
And the prmces and bards sent a brave appeal 

To the strengthen'd heart of each martial man. 

Awav to Kilbarron's dark height they 20, 

Like the volumed roll of an autumn flood. 
Where, in bristling masses, the banded foe 

On the broad, yellow hill-slope grimly stood. 
Their banners red to the winds were spread. 

And the shifting blaze of their spears and shields 
A quivering torrent of radiance shed 

O'er the dewy green of the glowing fields. 
Scowling, in front, stood the archers grim. 

With their quivers stored and their long bows drawn, 
And each arrow's keen point flashed, like a gem. 

In the brightening glow of the red-eyed dawn. 
The armour d cavahers, four deep. 

Stood ready, with rein, and spur, and lance, 
To dash their steeds, with headlong sweep, 

And deadly might, on the foe's advance. 
«* Go,'* said The O'Brien, to bold O'Dea, 

Attack their right, where the Welshmen stand ! 
And if any escape with his life away, 

May your heart's blood smoke on a foreign brand ! 
And you, MacConmara, strong arm of power ! 

Hurl Clan Cuilen on their left wing ; 
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By the soul of my sire, in another hour, 
The eagles and wolves shall have banqueting ! 

Myself, and the warriors of Inchiquin, 
Shall deal with the centre our spears and sparths ;* 

Now, sons of ** Lamh JAudir,** 'tis time to begin 
To speak, with our steel, to the robbers* hearts !" 

Then the comasf were blown, with a mighty sound. 

And the Enelish bugles made fierce replv ; 
And up the hm-side, with a surging bound, 

Dashed the wild clans, shouting &eir battle-cry. 
A torrent of arrows, like hurricane-hail, 

Leap'd, with deadly hiss, from the English bowa^ 
And the foremost ranks of the fiery Grael 

Fell dead ere their weapons could reach their foes, 
And, as wolf-hounds sweep thro* a bed of fern 

The cavalry down on the footmen sprung ; 
But the lon^, shaxp spears of the active kern, 

Riders and steeaJs to the red sward flung. 
As a whirlwind shivers a forest of oak. 

So reel*d the dosed hosts on the steel-ridged height^ 
And the quick, shrill edioes of shout and stroke. 

Told the glorious madness of the fight. 
To the crest of the hill surced the roaring mass. 

With stormy clangor and deadly thrust, 
While the weapons oi kem and gaUowgloM 

Were cleaving the archery to the dust. 
On front and flimk of the Welshmen bold, 

Thunder'd O'Dea, with his mountain-bamd ; 
Their **cochals" around their left arms roll'd. 

And the grinding axe in each stroniir right-hand : 
Then the yell of death shriek'd o'er the heath. 

And the shattering blows smashed helm and taige ; 
And the warriors fell on the hill s rou^ swell, 

Jjike cli£b lash'd down by a mad sea-soige. 
With equal valour on every side. 

The wrathful conflict blazed and ra^ed ; 
And the vigour and strength of the chiefe were tried, 

Ab their anns. like sweeping flames, engaged. 
Into a dai^ hollow, adown the hilL, 

The stem Clancoiloi the right wing bore ; 
And thero the demoai of war roar'd durill. 

While his red hand was reeking with ot^iioas gore. 
Fkkldon to falchion, and spear to ^)ear, 

Ia furious '' Mmelet" they grappled long ; 
TUl the ;* Gai^*^ wer« dnven. &e rooted deer. 
Into flight, a min^^ed, impetuous throng. 



• 
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Clancuilen's chief, in that furious strife, 

Exhausted the strength of his powerful arm, 
While over the grim devastation of life, 

His war-shout was heard, like a midnight storm. 
Still brave Mac Maurice, with desperate might. 

With his central phalanx his ^und held good. 
Till fierce MacConmara, upon his right, 

Like a hurricane hurPd his spears of blood. 
Then backward the totterins band r^coil'd. 

Like a cloud of fir^, o'er tne hill's red height. 
While vainly the brave knights and captains toil'd, 

To shield the retreat, and prevent a flight. 
MacMaurice was wounded by fierce O'Brien — 

His guards bore him off from the burning fray, 
And across the brown hill, in a reeking line, 

Lar^ drops of blood mark'd the warrior's way. 
With iron valour and desperate force, 

Three times did his brave troops charge amain. 
Till the rolling masses of foot and horse 

Grew mingled together upon the plain. 
Then the broken rush of the flight began. 

Their order was ruin'd, their courage was gone; 
Li headlong panic, man struck down man. 

Where the rout, like a scattering wave, roll'd on. 
"Give the OaMs no quarter!" O'Brien roar'd, 

And his voice thro' the field^like a trumpet rang. 
While his swift Dalcassians, with axe and sword, 

Like sharks on the flying squadrons sprang. 
And the srim chief stood on a moss-headed crag, 

With we dead at his feet and the blood on his mail ; 
And o*er him the folds of his glorious old Flag, 

With its ** Three Yellow Lions,^^ stream'd on the gale, 
While the loud war-slogan of victory grew, 

Like a thunder-peal, from his warrior-clan, 
** La/mh Laidir Inochta ! haua na Sasaenach ruidh r* 

As after the furtive troops they ran. 
And few of the Welshmen escaped, with life, 

From the terrible kernes of fierce O'Dea ; 
Two hundred braves, in the blaze of the s^f e, 

A feast for the crows, on the hill's crest lay. 
Lynotts, and Barretts, and Tymlins bled. 

On the field's right wing, in one reeking pile ; 
Leonards, and Wattins, and Grosses lay dead 

On the left, where their blood-^outs fatted the soil. 
Five hundred men in the centre &11, — 

Brave men of high prowess and mettle, and might ; 
Their stark corpses ndged all the hill's red sweU, 

And six hundred were slain in the rushing flight. 



* Batu na Sastenach rutt^A, i.e., Death to the red Saxon. 
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Nor soon did the victor-Dalcassians forget 
The carnage and wounds of the deathf ul fray ; 

For bloody and hot was the greeting they met, 
In that minous field, on i£skt fatal day. 



THE BARD'S PROTEST. 

A LIFE FICTTJBE. 

I AM Bard to none but the God above, 

Who sent me the gift of Song 
From His angel-choir, and taught me to love 

The right, and to hate the wrong ! 
I sing no tinsell'd autocrat's praise — 

I crouch at no lordling's knee ; 
Not birth nor blood, but the True and Good, 

And the Loving, are themes for me ! 

But scarce as the Just are the True and Qood, 

And the Loving on earth are few. 
For the hemlock grows where the sweet wild rose 

That was planted by God's hand, jgrew I 
Heaven wastes its glory in endless floods — 

Earth blossoms in every part — 
While the serpent breeds and the nettle buds 

In the gloom of the human heart. 

In these rigid and icy Christian days, 

I wish that I ne'er had been. 
To know the sorrow my heart has known. 

For the mockery my eyes have seen. 
Has your ** Civilisation" sown one seed 

Of love in your bosom's ice ? 
Has your "march of Progress" crush'd one weed 

In the desert of human vice ? 

I have seen the image of God thrown down, 

And a beast set up in its place. 
And truth's and honour's perverted crown 

On the head of the false and base. 
I have seen insipid buffoonery prized. 

And extoU'd as a golden rule, 
While the god-like scholar has been despised. 

And the patriot mock'd as a fool. 

I have seen the philanthropist betray'd 

To the gloom of a dungeon cold. 
While the heaven-curst traitor was amply paid 

For the innocent blood he sold. 
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I have seen, at a beastly Herod's feet, 
Vile sycophants worship the brute, 

And a Judas raised to the judgment seat, 
To pervert and betray God's truth. 



I have seen the low clods of ignorance 

At majestic wisdom sneer, 
And poltroons scoffing at manly sense, 

And cowards, without Grod's fear. 
I have heard the honest, brave man reviled 

By the ton^e of the dastard knave ; 
I have seen the generous soid beguiled. 

By the snares of a sordid slave. 



I have seen sly, silken hypocrites 

Exalted above the just ; 
I have seen Mammon's hungry steel-claw*d kites 

In high places of godly trust. 
I have heard a mongrel, huxtering wretch, 

Applauded for Christian zeal — 
A vampire who'd suck, like a grim horse-leech. 

The olood of the common- weal. 



I have seen the sluggard and dullard fed 

By the sweat of the starving poor ; 
I have seen from the kindly hand, the bread 

Snatched away by the churlish boor. 
I have seen the honest man cast aside 

In the shadow of stem neglect. 
While the villain, who Nature and Grod belied. 

Was greeted with marked respect. 



I have seen the noble sons of worth 

To the hell of felons consign'd. 
While reptiles, whose crimes disgraced the earth, 

Walk'd free as the summer wind. 
I have seen the swaggering upstart turn 

His fiend's sneer at merit's claim ; 
And the devil-soul'd profligate spat, with scorn, 

On the virtue he brought to shame. 



I have seen a ravening human wolf 
Devour half a country's side. 

And swallow whole granaries at a ^lp« 
While God's poor with hunger died ; 



407 
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And the monster revell'd on broken hearts, 
Ay, hearts of the pure and true — 
. And the law gave hun aid, with its devilish arts. 
His mission of ruin to do. 

I saw the Apostle of Holy Writ, 

To the godless wronger lean, 
And at the banquet of Dives sit, 

While poor lAzarus begg'd in vain. 
I saw a covetous steward of God, 

His wealth with a steel-grip hold, 
While famine stalk'd thro' the land, plague-shod, 

And the poor lambs starved in the fold. 

I saw Christ's vineyard overrun 

By huxters in saintly shapes. 
Who thro* the top of the roof stole down. 

To rob and to eat the grapes. 
I have heard a shepherd, in holy clothes, 

Preach eternity not too lon^. 
Nor hell too hot, to punish all those 

Who dare rise agamst tyrant wrong. 

I saw the greedy monopolist haste 

To devour the small fry of trade ; 
I saw the scheming bankrupt feast 

On the wealth that industrv made ! 
And the law for tiie rich thief could forget 

The thousands he squandered away, 
While the straggler was whipp'd for a paltry debt, 

Which his poverty could not pay. 

As grubs in a narrow, earthly hole, 

Men grovel in low pursuit, 
And the generous bound of the manly soul 

Has deserted the breast of youth. 
Old social manners have died away. 

And kind fellow-love is no more, 
For men's hearts with selfish schemes are gray. 

Ere one hair in their heads is hoar. 

Like Argus, for every sordid chance- 

They watch with a hundred eyes. 
As spiders grim, from their cobwebs glance 

To seize on the hovering flies. 
No wonder the sons of the desert-camp 

Shoidd fly from the Christians* greed. 
And fear it more than the poisonous swamp 

Where the deadly copper-snakes feed. 



LAYS AND LEGENDS OF THOMOND. 409 

If this be your ** Civilisation's " sway, 

May the Lord put an end to it soon ! 
And enlighten the age with a brighter ray, 

And give mankind a happier noon ! 
Look around, and behold, on every hand, 

Li these days of political law, 
Worse Cromwells and Lretons in the land 

Than our forefathers ever saw. 

Earth and ocean, shake from line to pole, 

With the strides of the giant steam ; 
And progress advances, cheek by jole, 

With ttie march of deceit and scheme — 
The lightning to herald the thoughts of man, 

Has left its ethereal clime, 
But it might have on nobler missions ran 

Li the gloom of the pagan time. 

Once my bosom's core, like the flower of the wold. 

Knew the sweetness of love for all 
Earth's daughters and sons, till the cruel and cold 

Changed my heart and my blood to gall ; 
Till I saw the world as dark as hell, 

With man's perfidy unto man ; 
Then I cried, worms 1 the Lord doth well 

To shorten your evil span ! 

They sent me to drudge in the market-place. 

Till my handstand my heart grew sore, 
And the olood-sweat burst from my burning face, 

Till the weary, long day was o'er — 
How slowly the sun sunk down to the main, 

While my toil-crush'd spirit sigh'd 
For the holy breath of the summer-plain, 

And a seat by the river's side ! 

And the heart and tongue that would feel and speak 

The language of love for all. 
Grew rank as the trail of the death-fang'd snake 

Foredoom'd in the dust to crawl ! 
And I flung back the sneer to the monied slave, 

My contempt for the vile to show ; 
And I redden d the cheek of the scofi^g knave. 

With a hot and vindictive blow. 

I have seen, on the bough's silver arm high, 

A little bird sing in glee, 
While a treacherous cat, with his tiger-eye, 

Stole up in the moss-clad tree ! 

27 
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And thus while song's empyrean cup 
Was grasp'd by my thirsting soul. 

Some demon-shadow of earth sprung up, 
And threw dust in my aerial bowl. 

And the golden fools at my folly laugh'd. 

For my spirit disdained control 
Of the servile yoke and the sordid craft 

Of the spurious and dull in soul. 
And I stole away to the mountain-wood. 

From the city s detested den. 
And I blessed, in the flowers, the beauty of God, 

And curst tiie base greed of men. 

Avaunt, false pride ! with the arrogant stride ! 

The black deed, and cold hard stare 
Of the steely eye, which tells no lie. 

That the "civilized " wolf is there ! 
Not love nor worth, at thy trifling birth. 

But a snake to thy soul was given. 
To scatter more seeds of ruin on earth. 

Than Satan hath done in heaven. 

There's a mystery in the thunder-doud 

That darkens the summer-air — 
There's a mystery under the death-white shroud, 

And the ice-cold ashes there ! 
There's a mystery in the grave enshrined, 

With its darkness damp and chill, 
But the himian heart and the human mind 

Are darker mysteries still ! 



THE EXILE'S RETURN. 

The breezy wing of morning swept the silver beads away 

That on the yellow fringes of the dusky heather lay ; 

Blade, flower, and leaf, and soaring bird, blue rill, and cooling 

gale, 
Made golden spirit-music in the glory -lighted vale. 

A village-maiden sat within a ruin'd cottage hall. 
Beneath the tawny grass-blades that were trembling on the 
wall ; 

Her moisten'd eye and pallid cheek, and drooping brow de« 

fined 
That some loved image stood before the mirror of her mind. 
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** Three cloudy winters o'er yon hill, have shook their sleety 

wings, 
And yonder vale has worn the robe of three successive 

Springs, 
Since, o*er the dark-green waters of the distant western-sea. 
Mo bachaU doun,* my bright-h^ed one, has gone away from 

me. 



These are the four walls of the home where his young life was 

nurst — 
Here, at a dance, one summer-eve, we met each other first ; 
His glance of love soon found my heart, as the golden-honey 

bee 
Finds the sweetest part of the opening flower of the beautiful 

apple-tree ! 



It was not for his bright-ring'd locks, and eyes, like a clear 
lake blue, 

That I promised to be his own fond wife, with a passion un- 
changed and true ; 

But he spoke so kind, and he loved so deep his own dear, 
native land. 

There's not a girl in Erin's Isle would deny him her heart and 
hand! 



And often, by this humble door, when summer nic^hts were 
fine, 

We sat relating fairy tales, with his brave hand clasping 
mine; 

And at this hearth, that's now so lone, when winter days 
were done, 

We had many a song and merry laugh, while the busy flax- 
wheel spun ! 



I dreamt last night I saw him coming down by the meadow's 

Side, 
With his pleasant look, and his free, wild step, and his bearing 

of manly pride ; 
While my jojriul heart to meet him sprung, as a little bird flies 

away 
To a lovely tree, all glowingly robed with the blossoms of sunny 

May! 

* My browu boy. 
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Sme, the day before he went away, by the river-bank we met, 
And we sat beneath a gray hawthorn, and talk'd till the son 

was set; 
He press'd my hand, and pledged his faith to send for me, 'ere 

long. 
And his deep, sweet voice has haunted my soul, like the aoimd 

of an angel's song ! 

Pale evening stretch thy shadows o'er the face of the silent 

plain! 
And nasten, blessed, peaceful night I till I dream of my love 

aeain! 
Oh ! rd rather sleep for ever in the heaven of that sweet dream, 
Than awake to be the mistress of a palace wanting him ! 

The maiden ceased, and started up — ^for she heard a footstep 

nigh— 
And a stranger stood before the walls, with a fixed and brimful 

eye; 
He walked within the roofless cot, where the nettle and tidl 

dock grew — 
He saw and dasp'd the weeping girl — *'Dear Eveleen ! is it 

you? 

** And did you come, my lonely love, to this dreary, ruined cot. 
To think on me, who, I had tiiought, that every one forgot ? 
Oh ! my heart is glad to find you true — we'll ne'er be divided 

more! 
Fve plenty of wealth, and a home for you, on America's 

mendly shore! 

" I came to take a last fond look at the hills of my native Isle, 
And her storied fields, where the tyrants' curse has wither'd 

the blighted soil ! 
To say one prayer at my mother's grave, and take, at her 

place of rest, 
A shamrock from the sacred clay that lies o'er her moulder'd 

breast! 

" Then come away ! the ship will sail ere to-morrow's sun goes 
down. 

And we'll be on our foamy path to New York's stately town ; 

We'll leave this wretched, lawless land, where oppression's 
pandering knaves, 

Grow fat on the poor, like chamel rats in the gloom of de- 
serted graves!" 
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ADDRESS TO THE SHANNON. 

My beautiful Shannon ! how bright runs thy stream. 
From the morning's first smile to the evening's last beam I 
Oh I sweet are the odours that float round thy tide, 
When the summer sun glows on thy emerald side I 

My beautiful Shannon ! how oft have I strayed 

On thy wild, flowery banks, with my raven-hair'd maid, 

And open'd mv soul to thy music, that 'rose 

On the sweet fairy wind, o'er the sunmier's repose ! 

My beautiful Shannon ! alone on thy bank, 
What a banquet of glory my fancy has drank ? 
There, while thy blue current swept on to the sea, 
I stood, like a Magian, in converse with thee ! 

How grandly thy wild hills and dark woodlands frown. 
As thy flood's glancing splendour between them rolls down, 
Majestic and mighty as when, from thy side, 
Great Brian's Kinkora looked down on thy tide ! 

*Twas there, by thy stream, dashing brightly along, 
My spirit inhaled the wild magic of song ; 
And there, 'mid the calm, floral shades of the grove, 
I first drank the golden enchantment of love ! 

Oh, my spirit floats back, in a vision of joy. 
To the days when I stray'd on thy green l>anks, a boy. 
When my heart, like the linnet that chants in the dells, 
Gush'd out into song as it drank of thy spells ! 

When Earth, like a garden of glory, look'd fair. 
As if death, pain, and sorrow hath never been there ; 
While my bosom, 'mid summer's wild day-dream of light. 
Made love to all beauteous things transient and bright ! 

Oh, Youth ! thou magician, one hour on thy stage 
Is worth all the gray-bearded wisdom of Age ! 
Oh, Memory ! thou syren of pleasuro and pain. 
Bring me back to my green spring of boyhood again ! 

We know not the worth of its sweetness and truth. 
While we bask in the beams of the spring-bloom of youth ; 
Till out on life's rigid sea, shipwrecked and toss'd, 
We look back, m tears, to the Eden we lost. 
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EiUeely of gray tombs, I haunted thy elades, 
like a fairy-bird singing alone in thy shades ; 
There nature taught lessons of beauty to me, 
Li the tinge of the flower and the lea^ of the tree ! 

Oh, sweet Monabraher ! whose rich meads have given 
The wildest perfume to the breathings of heaven ! 
There, oft by the May-moon, I wander'd at night, 
Till my soul fell asleep in a dream of delight ! 

Parteen of the sunny streams ! QuinsburgVs bright lawn ! 
Fairy isle of St. Thomas, and aiij Kilquan I 
May blessings, like honey-dew, rail on your shades, 
Ana plenty and sweetness long teem in your meads ! 

Weird scenes, where the lore of tradition has cast 
Dark legends of Fairy — ^wild tales of the Past — 
Where the fisherman saw, thro* the night-shadow still. 
Gloomy hosts of the dead marching down the blue hill. 

Proud Limerick of fleets, by the azure flood zoned ! 
How glorious you sit on your green isle enthroned ! 
Ah ! oft has my burning heart ^sh'd into showers, 
As I gazed on your old nails and war-broken towers I 

Even now, as I stand bv the tide's crystal roll, 
The rays of your glory burst bright on my soul ! 
And I weep as I gaze on thy historic plain. 
Where thy mighty sons perish'd or conquered in vain ! 

Roll on, kingly river ! thou pride of our Isle, 
And slorious uf e-pulse of the heart of her soil ! 
The fleets of the world triumphant may ride 
On the broad-swelling breast of thy ocean-like tide ! 

But thy strands are deserted — thy harbours are bare — 
For no trade-ships nor engines of commerce are there ; 
Thy jzreat tide flows idle— our trade is undone — 
Our fields lie uncultured — our people are gone ! 



LAMENT FOR THOMAS FRANCIS MEAGHER. 

Gifted Meagher ! gallant Meagher ! 

Soul of honour, true and tried ; 
Have you perish'd thus untimely. 

In Missouri's gloomy tide ? 
In the spring-noon of your manhood. 

While your glory's wreath was bright, 
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Are you gone from all who loved you 

All who hail'd you with delight ? 
Noble Meagher ! princely Meagher ! 

Pulse of Erin's hope and pride ! 
Would to God that, Drave and brilliant, 

In the battle charge you'd died! 



There are tears and throbbins anguish 

In the sad Isle of your birm ; 
And the murmur'd grief of millions 

Has resounded o'er the earth, 
Since the rushing fire-tongued spirit 

Of the lightning- wires of thought, 
The dark tidings of your death-doom. 

To the startled nations brought ! 
Golden mouth of flowery sweefiiess — 

Towering soul of eagle-pride — 
Would to God that, young and doriouSf 

On the battle-field you'd died 1 



Like a rich tree, full in blossom, 

By a lightning-stroke o'erthrown, 
Thus you perished in the moment 

When your laurels freshest shone! 
As a great ship, proudly bounding 

O'er the sea s upheaving might, 
After braving the red penis 

Of a fierce, tempestuous night. 
Sinks into a whirlmg chaos, 

While the sunny hmd smiles near, 
So sudden was your dark fate, 

And so brave was your career ! 



Had you fallen in the war-field, 

With your splendid flag above. 
And your heroed comrades round you, 

With the strong pulse of their love. 
Then the bounding souls that prized you, 

Would do honour to your bier. 
With their noble, throbbing bosoms, 

And their valour's manly tear ; 
But an envious, bitter destiny 

Denies you to the brave ! 
They may wail you but they cannot 

Drop a tear upon your grave ! 



( 
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Were your kindred angels jealous, 

Or did they deem it wrong 
That you, who spoke so like them 

Should remain on earth so long ? 
Grand and radiant as a meteor, 

Was your swift career of light ; 
Rare and wonderous as a comet, 

But as transient and as bright! 
Gallant Meagher .' glorious cmeftain 

Of the sword and seraph-tongue ! 
A dismal cloud has blotted 

Thy life-star, so grand and young ! 

Had you breathed your soul in Erin, 

Where your native Suir rolls blue — 
What a heart-flood of wild sorrow 

Would unseal its depths for you ? 
And the dark-eyed Decian maidens, 

Your sad funeral **caoine" would sing. 
And adorn your honoured pillow. 

With the sweetest gifts of spring ! 
Noble, gifted child of Erin, 

'Tis for you our ^ef 'would flow, 
With a burst of Irish feeling 

Which no other hearts could know 

In the war-field and the council 

Your high spirit was the same. 
Enkindling lofty actions, 

With the grandeur of its flame ! 
A mine of shining jewels 

Was your rich and racy mind. 
That, like a mighty river, 

RoU'd its treasures to mankind ! 
Thro* Erin and Columbia, 

Wail ye for our brilUant One ! 
Another light of beauty 

From our country's sphere is gone ! 

Freedom lost in you a champion 

Of exalted worth and power ! 
And Genius from her living wreath 

Has lost its brightest flower! 
And Valour from her warrior-ranks 

Shall miss your sword of light. 
That flash'd foremost in the war-charge. 

On the needful day of fight — 
You are laid, oh, heart of brightness ! 

Where no freeman, serf, or slave. 
Shall e'er disturb the silence 

Of your gloomy river-grave ! 
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But there's many a splendid memory, 

With your glowing name entwined, 
And golden is the monument 

Your genius left behind ! 
And glorious are the lessons 

Which your kingly spirit taught, 
In the felon dock and prison, 

And the glorious fights you fought I 
Your long exile now is ended ; 

Your high spirit 's gone to join 
Your pure and proud compatriots. 

Brave MacManus and Brien 1 



THE BATTLE OF CADMUS.* a.d. 1523. 

PALL OF TEIGB o'BEIEN, PRINCE OF THOMOND. 

The waT'Clans were mustered from mountain and moor, 
And they march'd, with their prince, to the banks of the Suir, 
Where false Ormond had gather'd his Sassenach band 
To harass the Gael, and to plunder the land. 

There are flaunting of banners and prancing of steeds. 
And waving of spears, like the tall morass-reeds. 
And glittermg oi falchions, whose quick flashes run, 
like the gleaming of waves, in the olaze of the sun. 

The wolf-hounds of Butler left blood on their track, 
With the marchmen and scouts of the Pale at their back.' 
But the eagles of Thomond shall teach the brigands 
That the spoil they have robb'd is too hot for their hands! 

The prince of the Dalgais ascended a height. 
Where he mass'd his brave troops in the order of fight, — 
While, threatening his front, from the wide river bank. 
Up march'd the bold Saxons, rank surging on rank. 

* *' When Piers Boe, Earl of Ormond, was created Lord Depniy of Ireland, 
he immediately oommenoed hostilities against the Irish chiefs. Torlogh 
Donn O'Brien, King of Thomond, sent his son, Teige, with an army, to 
give Ormond battle, at Oadmus, on the Suir, where the latter had maased 
an English host for the reduction of the country around. Teige, who waa 
an able and intrepid leader, vigorously encountered the English ; but press* 
ing the battle too eagerly, he fell mortally wounded by a bow-shaft, and 
died on the field. His troops returned, with the spoils of the enemy, and 
carried Ihe dead body of their Prince, on a bier, to tne Palaoe of Olonroad.'* 
— Annalt ttf Thomond. 
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*' Behold !'* said the chieftain, ** the pirate appears ! 
Now grasp your broad axes and poise your long spears ; 
And 3 any shall fly from my baimer to-day, 
May the wolves ot the hill tear his vitals away !** 

As a whirlwind shrieks from the peaks of Slieve Bloom, 
When tiie thunder-fiend roars in nis temple of gloom. 
So the fierce chief impetuously hurVd his clan 
On the foe, and the war-tempest madly began. 

The blue axes quiver— the broadswords flame out, 
And the long spears, like fire-snakes of hell, hiss about ; 
The broken shields fly, and the plumed helmets fall. 
Like the crest of a billow swept ofl* by a squall. 

As a flashing bolt severs the mountain's brown head, — 
As a blast nves a rock in the quarry's deep bed, — 
So the maiPd Saxon phalanx confusedly roll'd back. 
Before the steel-surge of the furious attack. 

On pressed the fierce Dalgais, like waves to the coast, 
With, their proud leader towering in front of his host ; 
And his sword hiss'd and glared, like a night-meteor's gleam. 
Shooting out from the mountain-cloud's bosom of flame. 

And the brigands were stretch'd in his pathway of blood, 
like the glen's branchy hazels tore down by a flood ; 
But the chieftain is doomed, ere the combat is o'er, 
To return from the red field of glory no more. 

For the Butler, behind a tree, bent his steel bow. 
And wing'd a barb'd shaft at the breast of his foe ; 
Thro' **8ciatk " * and cuirass the forky dart ran. 
And stretched the brave prince at the head of his clan. 

As a young mountain-beech, in the spring-time cut down. 
With a cloud of green buds opening fresh on its crown. 
Across the bright hill-side its stately boughs lie, 
And its tall crest that late seemed to brush the blue sky. 

Thus the beautiful chief lay majestic, while death 
Was freezing his veins and suspending his breath ; 
And his jewell'd locks, dark as the plume of the raven, 
Strew'd the dust, like a glorious cloud fallen from heaven. 

The voice of the war-fiend was hushed on the field, 

And hearts thrill'd with awe, that to danger were steel'd ; 

The foeman retreated across the blue Suir, 

When he leam'd that Thomond's young prince was no more. 

• A wicker shield. 
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With bow'd heads and clenched teeth the gather'd clan Btood 

As silent as trees when the blast leaves the wood ; 

Proud souls melted down, that ne'er melted before, 

And their dark-eagle eyes, with the grief -rain gushed o'er. 

Then he wrench'd from his bosom the cold stinging dart, 
And held back, with his hand, the hot stream of his heart ; 
And spoke to his troops, who in sorrow stood bj^. 
While the darkness of death gather'd cold on his eye. 

** I am fallen in my youth, and the years of my pride I 
For my country I die, as my brave fathers died ! 
The sun of my fame in its May-time has set. 
But unman not my heart with your bootless regret ! 

*' €r0 — ^gather the spoils of your insolent foe, 
That the people of Thomond your conquest may know. 
And prochum thro' the land tiiat O'Brien's high son 
Died m front of his host, when the victory was won. 

" On a bier, to Clonroad, let my body be borne, 
While the bards chant my dir^e on your lonely return ! 
And tell my gray sire, in his high palace-hall. 
That I fell as a Prince of the Dalgais should fall ! 

** Lay the cross on my bosom, and place on my bier, 
At my right and left hand, my blue falchion and spear ! 
Farewell !" And the last vital gush of his breast 
Ebb'd out while his last word was faintly express'd. 

Oh'! fierce was the agonised wail of his clan. 
As they closed round their dead prince, man pressing on man ; 
They kissed his cold hand and they clasp'd lus dead form. 
And shriek'd out their grief, like the groan of a storm. 

The red sun is set, and the death-pall is made, 
And tiie corpse of the chief on the dark bier is laid ; 
But while tnro' the eve-mist they carried that bier. 
The voice of their sorrow was awful to hear. 

Now rising in wrath, like the bleak desert-^le, 
Then dying awav, like the breeze of the vak ; 
For their aneidsn, with passion's wild vehemence, flung 
The cry of their souls into desolate song. 



THE CLAN'S DIRGE. 

They bore him alonff, on a black-pall'd bier, 

From the red field where he fell ; 
At the warrior's side lay his blood-stained spear, 

And his falchion of Spanish steel ; 
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Around him his drooping banners hung. 

While his clan march d slow behind ; 
Three white-robed bards his requiem sang, 

like the wail of the mountain- wind. 
Wrath and grief in each face appeared, 

As the dead was borne along, 
And murmur'd vows of rage were heard 

In each pause of the wild death-song. 

THE BASDS. 

'* Lay the sacred cross on our young chiefs breast 

Wnile his people around him weep, 
And bear him away to his place of rest,* 

Where his royal fathers sleep. 
No blood shall be shed till his princely head 

Is laid on his pillow of dust, 
Then, down on the Butler, like lightning red. 

Let the flame of your vengeance burst !" 

THE CLAN. 

" We are laden with spoils, but poor are they, 

For our bosoms are dark with grief — 
All the spoils of Ormond would never pay 

For the blood of our high, young chief. 
But these fiery spears, in our wra&ful grasp. 

At the heart of his gloomy foe 
Shall strike, like the sting of the angry wasp. 

And blood for blood shall flow." 

THE BABDS. 

** Erin's friend, and Thomond's pride, 

Lies cold on his Mer to-day ; 
Clonroad's young eagle, lightning-eyed. 

Is a breathless mass of clay. 
He lay on the field, with his proud breast riven. 

And his soul, thro' his blue eyes bright, 
Look'd up at the golden orbs of heaven. 

Ere it soared to those spheres of light." 

THE CLAN. 

'* No more shall the splendour of his shield 

Be seen in the battle- van ; 
No more to the toils of the red war-field 

Shall he lead his warrior-clan ! 
In his father's hall, in future days. 

His conquering sword shall rust, 
While the hand that whirl'd its lightning-blaze 

Lies withering in the dust !" 

• The Abbey of Ennis was, for centuries, the burial-plaoe of the 
of Thomond. 
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THE BABDS. 

** We knew that the angel of death was nigh 

The steps of our princely one ; 
For we saw the clouds, in the dawn's gray sky, 

Melt in blood rings around the sun ! 
And the raven came, with a low, hoarse croak, 

From the old cairn's misty height ! 
And the Banshee cried, by the mossy oak, 

Near the skirt of the camp, last night!" 

THE CLAN. 

"The Saxon host, by the dark-blue Suir, 

Before him vanish d away, 
As wild birds fly from the wintry moor, 

When the eaele swoops down for prey ; 
But, while on the rout of the flyins foe. 

Our briffht-hair'd chieftain press d, 
A death-shaft leapt from the Butler's bow. 

And sank in his brave young breast 1" 

THE BABDS. 

** Accurst be the Butler ! scorn and hate, 

like hill-clouds darken his name ! 
Black-hearted and false to our Church and State — 

May he sink to his grave in shame ! 
May the shadow of death never leave his door. 

And dogs drink blood in his hall. 
And the red dew of murder paint his floor. 

Till his house, with a curse, shall fall !" 

THE CLAN. 

"God's lightning strike his dark eyes dead, 

And wither his treacherous hana I 
May the waters of sorrow wet the bread 

That he eats in our bleedins land ! 
May the ghost of famine stand in his way, 

And the fiend of the fever red 
Scorch his brains, with the plague-fire, night and day, 

Till they melt in his burmng head 1" 

THE BABDS. 

"May rank dews, like drops from a poison bowl. 

Blast and blacken his burial sod ! 
And the stains of murder reek on his soul, 

When it flies before its God ! 
And our nation's curse, like a thunder-cloud, 

Between him and mercy loom, 
Till no ray of heaven can pierce the shroud 

Of its deep and eternal gloom 1" 
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TBE GLAir. 

** Warriors, bear our dead eacle slow, 

To his father's hish palace oack ; 
Garry him slow, and cnrse his foe. 

Till your tongues with the curse grow black ! 
Heaven hath no balm, nor earth no peace. 

For the sorrow of Torlogh Bonn, 
When the gray chief shall see the cold, white face 

Of the corpse of his noble son f ' 

THE BASDS. 

** The blue-fork'd lighning spares the reeds. 

But shatters the mighly oak, 
Thus the blue-eyed son of our chieftain bleeds 

By an ambush'd foeman*s stroke ! 
The tears of sorrow, in Desmond's hall, 

like the ni^t-cloud's drops shall descend. 
When the chief shall hear of the early fall 

Of his valiant and princely friend !*' 

THE CLAK. 

** The wild heart wail of his people's woe 

To the throne of heaven shall surg|e. 
And a curse for the hand that laid him low. 

Shall float up on the pealing dirge ! 
Dark-eyed women, with milk-white hands. 

Shall dress his hmeral bed ! 
While stem-soul'd men shall whet their brands 

To avenge the noble dead !" 

THE BASDS. 

** Clansmen, lay down the prince's bier. 

And around, in a circle, kneel I 
With cross'd hands touch the warrior's spear, 

And swear, by its purple steel. 
That, ere the first blade shall drink the dew 

Of spring, on his grave's red clay. 
Your vengeance shiul wipe the murder-hue 

Of our young chief's blood away !" 

* He formed an alliance with the Earl 1 of Desmond and O'Neill of Ty- 
rone against the Butlers and the English interests. He was twenty-two 
Jean of age when he fell. Tradition states that for personal courage, noble 
eeds, and high-spirited chivalry he promised to outshine some of ue most 
illustrious of his predecessors. 
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THE BEAUTIES OF DROMOLAND.* 

-A MOONLIGHT PICTURE. 

RespectfuUy inscribed to the Right Hon. Edward Donogh, 

Lord Inchiquin, 

One calm November even', 

When the white moon hnng in heaven, 

And the lonely hour of seven 

By the solemn clock was told ; 
At that beautiful and bright time 
Of the growing winter night time, 
I wander'd *mid the white rime' 

Of Bromoland's lawns of gold. 

One soul, whose kindred feeling 
To my own was fondly stealing. 
Moved gently, with me, hailing 

The gray glory of the scene, • 

Where Art, like some strict teacher 
Of a lovely wajrward creature, 
Imparted to wild Nature 

The adornments of a queen. 

I have seen, in visions airy. 

Isles and palaces of Fairy, 

Till my dazzled soul grew weary 

Of the magic-teeming sight ; 
But a scene of scenes enchanted. 
By fays or spirits haunted, 
Or by god-like Genius painted, 

I beheld it on that mght. 

Lake and hill-crest, moonlight-bathed. 
Bower and forest, silver- wreathed, 
Lawn and vista, weirdly shaded 

By their glistening sylvan screens : 
Royal oaks the paths embowering ; 
Ivied elms gigantic towering ; 
Fairy knolls, with dew-buds flowering 

On their fragrant evergreens. 

Mighty ash- woods, lightning-branded, 
Like great Brian's army banded, 
Strong, tall, and giant-nanded. 

On Clontarf s immortal field — 
The stars, like spear-points seeming, 
O'er their branch^ helms are gleammg 
While the moon m front is beaming. 

Like great Morogh's fiery shield. 

* The maimificent Palace of Dromoland was built by Sir Edward O'Brien, 
the grandfather of the present Lord Inchiquin. 
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White birch and hoary linden, 
On the golden hill-sides bending, 
With the mighly beech are blending 

Their grand shadows* silvery bine : 
TasseU'd fir and droopmg willow 
Show their dank crests, dark and yellow, 
0*er the valley's ferny hollow, 

Streaked with pearly lines of dew. 

The circling hill-tops muster, 
In many a vapoury cluster. 
Curling plumes of snowy lustre. 

In the moon's reposing beam ; 
And, with breathless stealth, the winter 
Comes, the beauteous shades to enter, 
While calm summer, in their centre, 

On her green couch seems to dream. 

Snow-white walk and mist-frinc'd alley, 
Clustei^d bower and glowing vaJley, 
Where bronzed laurel and bright holly 

Their immortal wreaths unite ; 
Shadowy glades, with gold moss spangled, 
Gloom-capp'd proves, in darkness tangled. 
Their weird spirit-pictures i&ingled 

In a silver frame of light. 

All in solemn grandeur sleeping — 
Heaven's pearls the lawns are steeping — 
Misty shapes, like thin ghosts, weeping, 

In the white beams float around — 
No ethereal breath is blowing — 
God's golden fires are glowing. 
Their diamond-splendours showing 

In the Lake's blue heart profound. 

And the noble palace-structure — 
Pride of kingly architecture — 
Frames its calm, majestic picture 

In the crystal-sheeted Lake ; 
No cloud its sheen is dimming — 
No breeze- wraith o'er it skimming. 
Save where the wild duck, swimming, 

Its deep-azure slumbers break. 

And the lordly towers seem heighten'd^- 
By the moonbeams' glory whiten'd — 
As if magic grandeur bnghten'd 
Their imperial fronts of stone ; 
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And their regal summits splendid, 
With the blue of heaven seem blended, 
While from their halls ascended 
Music's golden seraph-tone. 

House of Brian's proud descendants ! 
In whose halls of rich resplendence, 
Guests, strangers, and dependents. 

Find good cheer and plenteous fare ; 
For those proud halls yet inherit 
Courteous hearts and noble merit. 
And the hospitable spirit 

Of old Thomond still is there. 

In those halls' palacious splendour, 

Erin's patriot-defender 

Pass'd nis young da^s, bright and tender, 

'Mid the storied hills of Clare ; 
And tho' fortune had assign' d him 
Every joy that wealth could find him. 
He left them all behind him, 

Poor Ireland's griefs to share. 

Mighty-hearted, princely-minded — 
By no self-devotion blinded — 
But he felt he was descended 

From a ro^al Irish line ; 
And when i&in's woes grew double, 
Still he strove to soothe her trouble — 
Oh, the noblest of the noble 

Was your spirit, Smith O'Brien ! 

Deep he drank the poison-chalice 

Of aespotic tyrant-malice. 

Since he left a radiant palace * 

For a dreary felon cell ; 
But no love of life could win him 
From the fate that frown'd a^in' him. 
For the proud old blood was m him, 

And he loved his country well. 

Alas ! that in Bathronan 
He slumbers low and lone on 
Death's couch, with the cold stone on 

His bosom, once so bright. 
But mortal life is fleeting — 
Yet glad would be our meeting, 
And kind would be his greeting, 

If he were here to-night. 
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YOUNG ANNIR 

Youyo Axmie*8 lips are red 

As the rich vennilion-dye 
By the glowing sunrise shed 

On the borders of the sky. 
like tiie flax-flower's azure hue, 

Jb the May-field*s shaded liffht, 
Beams her eye's resplendent Uue 

*Neath her fair brow, lily-white. 

Knoc-Feirin has no fay. 

On its red-bell'd heather sweet, 
That ooold lifter skip away 

On a whiter pair of leet. 
Than young Annie, when she glides 

'Mid the dau^ters of the town, 
like a aysnet on the tide's 

Milky £>am-specks drifting down. 

The willow on the strand. 

With soft^ downy germs lined. 
Dancing o'er the vcilow sand 

To the music ol the wind. 
In its airy summer dress. 

With the sunshine's beauty warm. 
Hath the graceful slendemess 

Of young Annie's foot and form. 

Have ye mark'd, ^dien May-eve's hour 

Reddens Cratloe's mountain-crown. 
The gentle primrose-flower 

On the banks of Avondoun — 
When around the scmted plains, 

And^the crystal arch of space, 
A calm, fairy sweetness reigns? — 

'lis ihe type of Annie's Hce ! 

Have ve seen the airy threads 

Of the light gossamer play 
In the aephyrs of the meads. 

On a sunny harvest day? 
So the wavy silken-duster 

Of young Annie's soft brown hair. 
Flings its doud of shaded lustre 

O'er her waxen shoulders &dr. 

When, a little blue-eyed one, 

Witii the wild Mav-flowera she p]ay\L 
The Faiiy Queen look'd on. 

From a haw-tree's blonom'd shade : 
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With a fix*d, admiring gaze, 

On the tiny girl she moiled, 
And she whisper'd to her fays, 

"Harm not this gentle child I" 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

Faib child of the May-beams — 

Sweet nursling of sprine — 
With the dyes (3 the sunSow 

All rich on thy wing ! 
How pleasant's thy flight 

O'er the field's glowing sod, 
Where blossoms are bright 

With the painting of God I 

Now circling and playing 

Around the lusmore, 
Where the willows are swaying 

Along the green shore — 
Now careless and easy. 

You're floating away. 
O'er the bank where the daisy 

Glows white in the ray. 

Now up where the sweet brier 

Is scenting the hedge ; 
Now down where the gold flower 

Glows bright in the sedge; 
Now off o'er the plain low 

You flutter and sail, 
like a piece of a rainbow 

Afloat on the gale. 

Now into the green retreat, 

Where the white plumes 
Of the odorous meadow-sweet 

Waste their perfumes — 
Now on the red ring 

Of the glowinff hedge-rose, 
For a moment thy wing 

Is laid down in repose. 

Soft airs, like a gush 

Of sweet laughter, awaken. 
And from the green bush, 

Like a blossom, you're shaken — 
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Now round the bright leaves 

Of the thorn yon play ; 
Now o*er the green waves 

Of the com yon stray. 

Now down to the gold-ridge 

Of rag- weed you go ; 
Now up to the old hedge, 

Where blossoms the sloe — 
Now where the grove's skirt 

Spreads its shadowy bars, 
like a snow-flake, yon flirt 

O'er the furze's yellow stars. 

Then oflF by the river, 

Along the bare strand. 
Thy gaudy wings quiver 

A TOve the brown sand — 
Now back to the meadow 

You're skimming again. 
Where the poplar's blue shadow 

Is dimming the plain. 

You see a fair sister 

At rest in the bower. 
Where a heaven-ray kiss*d her 

To sleep on a flower ; 
Around her you hover — 

She 'wakens to ereet you, 
With the joy of a lover. 

She rises to meet you. 

Ye sport *round the blossom, 

Impearl'd with spray ; 
Yeperch on its bosom — 

l^en part, and away — 
Again you are wandering, 

All wildly, alone. 
O'er the bright field meandering. 

High up, and low down. 

On the fox-glove's red ringlets 

There's not a rich dye 
But is fann'd by thy winglets. 

And scann'd by thine eye — 
'Till on its blue crest. 

With thy pinions reclined, 
In the sunbeam, you rest. 

Gently rock'd by the wind, 



LAYS AND LEOENDS OF THOMOND. 420 

But short is thy stay 

On that flower's purple throne ; 
lake a star-glance, away 

To the bsmk-side you re gone ; 
Now brushing the gemlets 

That shine on the grass ; 
Now over the streanQet's 

Brown margin yon pass, 

Now airily skimming 

The river's breast wide, 
Where the foam-specks are swimming 

Adown the blue tide. 
In the water's clear brightness, 

Thy image of snow, 
On its pinions of whiteness, 

Is fluttering below. 

You stoop down to plftyt 

With we bright-miraged thing, 
But the stream's shining spray 

Clogs thy delicate wing — 
Ah! radiant-robed creature! 

Thy wanderings are o'er ! 
The glonr of Nature 

Shall feast you no more I 

Your pinions, all golden, 

In tmts heaven gave. 
Are now ruthlessly holding 

You fast to your grave ! 
Bright child of the meadow 

And sweet floral-glade, 
By your own silly shadow 

You're sadly betray'd ! 

Thus, flies of humanity — 

Early or late — 
Beaul^ and vanity. 

Such is your fate ! 
With butterfly motion 

You flutter about. 
By your own silly notion 

Pu^d up and let out! 

Pride marches before you, 

In fashion's gay flare. 
Poor foplings adore you. 

And nincompoops stare — 
Your silken vest covers 

A heart dead as stone. 
And the hearts of your lovers 

Are false as your own ! 
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From pleasure to pleasure, 

In vice you descend, 
*Till your vanity's measure 

Is brought to an end — 
The halls you resorted, 

'Mid pomp's hollow glare, 
And the world, where you sported, 

Forget you were there ! 



THE SILVER BELLS.* 

A LEGEND OF ST. MAST'S OATHBDBAL. 

The briffht-red even' is purpling o'er 
The golden summits of Cappantimore, 
And the dark-blue Shannon is rollinj^ down 
Bv the war-deft ramparts of Limerick town. 
There roams no zephyr on bank or shore — 
The hills are hazed and the plains are hoar ; 
And the moss-clad bridge, with its rocky chain 

Of hurl-built arches, uiy o'er the tide, 
And its brown shadow rusted the silver •phia 

Of the sweeping current from side to side ; 
While tiie sunset cloudlets seem'd to diffuse. 
In the river's crystal, their diamond hues. 
As if spirits were lining its bed below. 
With the glistening dyes of the showery bow. 
On bank and mead, town, turret, and wood, 
A calm, like the charm of dreamland, dwells. 
And nothing is heard but the hoarse-toned flood. 

And the golden chime of St. Mary's bells. 
Whose melody, at that glorious hour, 
Fill'd, with thrilling sweetness, the charm'd air, 
As if angel-harps, from the grand church-tower. 

Flung out the rich soul of a love hymn there ! 

* The popular tradition, here illustrated, states that on the night before 
the '* BiBformers" took i>08session of St. Mary's Oathedral, the Priars 
carried off thirteen silver bells and hid them in a deep part of the abbey 
riyer. Those bells were presented to tiie church by uie Irish ^ninoes and 
lords of the surrounding mstricts. It is belieyed that the locahty in which 
those sacred treasures are deposited is a secret transmitted from age to 
age by the old members of the saintly order to their suocessors. There is 
a legend of the present bells, and it relates how they were conreyed to 
the Limerick Cathedral lh)m a church in Italy, at a time when that 
country was oonyulsed with revolution, but when peace was restored, the 
founder of those beUs sailed from i>ort to i>ort of Euroi>e in search of 
them; at last he entered the river Shannon, and, when nearing Limerick, 
the fbll chime of his beloved bells was borne on the wind to his ear^ and, 
overpowered with the excessive joy of hearing their solemn, plaintiTe 
melody, he expired on the deck of the ship. 
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Ring on, sweet bells ! *tis the last Mass-chime 

0? vour fairy music that mortal ears 
ShaU hear, thit>' the shadowy mist of time, 

In this ancient town, for three hundred years — 
To-morrow the spoiler's hand shall hold 

The sacred keys of the hol^ place ; 
And its altars, yellow with virgin-gold, 

Shall be levell'd down to the very base — 
Censor, chalice, cross, bell, and bead, 

As evil things, shall be cast away. 
And the saintly priests of GU>d*s heaven-taught creed 

Shan be hunted out, like wild beasts of prey. 
At midnight, in the pillar'd church, 

The USt immaculate Mass was said ; 
In chancel, sanctnarv, aisle, and porch. 

The livinff knelt o er the silent dead — 
The tapers, from the grand altar, threw 

Their golden lines on the columns dim, 
And the choir responded, while Friar Hugh 

Sang the holy Virgin's glorious hymn — 
**Sancta Maria!" pealed ^ong 

The lofty aisles, with majestic swell. 
And the sacred notes of that holy song 

Thrilled arch and roof, with their heavenly spell ; , 
And the people wept, with a passion strong. 

As the hymn on tneir ears. Eke a blessing, came, 
For they ^ew that her temple would soon belong 

To a foreign creed that abhorred her name. 
Her image looked down from its altar-throne, 

In the living glow of her virdn-charms, 
And Jesus, the Saviour, her infant Son, 

Reposed in the heaven of her sacred arms— ^ 
Ave Maria ! Mother of Love ! 

How glorious in heaven thy state must be, 
Since the Great Infinite left the worlds above. 

To dwell in thy womb and be bom of thee ! 
Magnificent Queen ! — Empyrean Rose 

Ot Eternal Sweetness ! thy name shall be 
Heaven's eolden honey in the mouths of those 

Whose hearts love Jesus and honour thee ! 
White flower in the bosom of Qod serene ! 

The virgins their canticles round thee sing — 
Oh, the heart thaVs estranged from so good a Queen, 

Feels no true love for so greata King I 

The congregation has ^ne away. 

In tears, from the aisles of the holy fane, 
With the priests* benediction, the last that they 

Shall ever receive in those aisles again. 
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Twas a fjfoomj hour of sorrow and fear — 

Mild ngfat was crashed by remorsdess wiODg — 
Qniet doves must fly when fierce hawks are near« 

So the weak mnst ever soccnmb to the stztn^. 
The Friars around the high altar stood ; 

Oh ! keen was the pang of their anguish then — 
Twonld melt the heart and curdle the Uood 

To see the mute grief of those holy men. 
Some bow*d their heads on the altar-steps, 

And wet the cold stones with their h^urt>teaRi there ; 
Some stood erects with their marble lips 

Turned np to the Virgin, in ardent prayer. 
And the morning's radiance would have uione 

On that scene of sorrow and desolate fear. 
But Friar John, in a calm, low tone, 

Cried, ** Rise, oh brothers ! the dawn is near ; 
Haste ! take from the altars each sacred thing. 

And hide it from the hand of blood ; 
Soon the beastly crest of a godless king 

Shall stand in the place where the Holy One stood ! 
Bat where shall we hide onr Silver Bells, 

From the greed of those merciless sons of prey ? — 
Under those aisles there are dreary ceUs 

Which never shall see the glance of day ! 
Yet those cells are not eloomv and deep enow 

To conceal our bells nom the robbers' greed ; 
But down in the Abbey river below 

There are caverns cloak'd by the dead man's weed ; 
Fathoms beneath the mirv plains 
Those caverns were work d oy the currents drear. 
And the demon-spirits of the red-haired Danes, 
Who channelled that river, are dwelling there.* 
The fishermen shun its haimted gloom, 

When the night-stars glare on its cloudy waves^ 
For many a mortal has foimd a tomb 

In the treacherous jaws of its fearful caves ! 
There shall we hide our Silver BeUs — 

There they'll be safe from the spoilers' greed — 
Deep in the river's Plutonian cells. 

As false and as black as the Norseman's creed !" 

Down from the Altar the sacred things. 

Of ^old and silver the Friars took — 
The pious presents of Chiefs and Kings — 

Cross, Cnalice, Image and Holy Book — 
The tabernacle, with jewels rich, 

From its golden frame-work they tore away, 

• It is traditionally believed that the Abhey riyer vas sunk by the Danes 
to fortify ancient Limerick. This river has become notorious on account 
of the number of men and boys vho have, from year to year, been drowned 
there. Some people think that it was made by the old Dominican Friars. 
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And the Virgin's bust from its hallowed niche, 

Where the Infant God on her bosom lay — 
Two by two, thro' the western door. 
The priests their sacred burdens bore. 
And, as they pass'd from the tall-arch'd fane, 

A sheet of lightning, as bright as day, 
Smash'd the high altar-window, sash and pane, 

And the dead seem'd to sob in their he& of clay — 
Round roof and steeple the dull wind moan'd, 

like a troubled ghost, and the flood shriek'd loud 
O'er Curracour's rocks, and the thunder groan'd, 

like a wounded lion, in the low-hun£[ cloud. 
Round chancel, monument, nave, and aisle, 

A dismal sound, like a spirit's wail, 
Throbb'd away tlux>' the gloom, and the mighty pile 

Shook, like a tree in the midnight gale. 
The massive bells in the steeple swung. 

To and fro, on their ponderous oaken beams, 
And their awful tinklings suddenly rung. 

And sullenly ceased, uke dying screams. 

Down to the Abbey river's shore, 

The Silver Bells the cowl'd brethren bore ; 

Th^ loosen'd a boat from the bank's wet side, 

To drop the Bells in the central tide— 

The waters raved, like a sick man's brain. 

And the wind, like a Banshee, cried o'er the plain. 

And the lightnings came, with a purple gleam, 

From their halls of flame in the clouds o'erhead, 
And they shot here and there, thro' the troubled air, 

like mssing bars flimg from & forge-fire red — 
While the thunder's boom, thro' tibie inky gloom. 

Of the pitch-black heavens roll'd, muttmng on. 
As if the great GU)d thro' the dark clouds trod. 

Proclaiming his wrath against fallen man. 

Out from the shore, without helm or oar. 

The boat was toss'd at the waves' wild will, 
' Till over the deep, where the dead weeds sleep, 
As if chain'd in the water, the boat stood still. 
One by one. 
The BeUs are gone, 
like things of stone 
To the bottom thrown ; 
And the river grew fierce as a demon's frown. 
While the holy Bells thro' its depths sank down. 
Loud and long the Friars pray'd — 
Fervent and rast were the prayers they said : 
" Ave Maria ! — Mother blest I 

No robber's hand shall thy Bells profane ; 
Here shall they rest in the river's breast, 
Till thy holy fane be restored again ! 
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Ave Marift ! — glorious Bride 

Of the Holy Spirit that with thee dwells! 
Let thy power preside o*er this dreary tide, 

To guard tiiy sacred Silver Bells V^ 



MANNIX THE COINER. 

AiB.— << Muttms the Barber / '* 

The B«BM of y«nniT tbe Ooiner has achieTed an almost immwtal no- 
toriety in tho ooontj CQaie, not oalj for his ready art of prodndjig the 
nenlAil, hut fte his lecklen expkits and hair-hreadui escapes. He was one 
of the wUdest eharacters in Ireland, and led a roving, rolucking life about 
the coontey. His physical strength, actire vigour, and swiftness of foot, 
wwe unrivalled. fOr vears he was watdied, tmcked and chased, by the 
police, b«t he snccesuoUy eluded their vigilance, and fireqiuiitly out- 
stripped ttMir swi fteei runners in the pursuit, and he was often seen to 
dear waUs, seven and eight feet high, at a sin^e hound. He was, at one 
tnEMk captured while sleeping in a bam, and ctmvcyed to Limerick jail, 
but he managed to escape by cutting the bars of his cell window, which 
overiooked the Shannon ; those bars he cut by the agenpy of aquafortis^ 
iriiich was conveyed to him by his wife, who was a elever and accomplished 
woman, and was as weU skilled in the /tianeui/ erttft as himself. He cot 
oat cf the jail at midnight, and also effected the liberation of a oomrade- 
uriaonear, who broke lus leg in leaping fitam the cell-window, but ICannix 
forded the riw and brought a boat from the opposite side, by which he 
carried his disatded comnanion to the north strand, and from, uienoe bore 
him on his bade to a place of safety, four or five miles distant in the 
oountxy. He at last made his exit to America, where he died in IMOi The 
incident illnstrated in the following ballad leaUy happened :~ 

Maxnix the Coiner and Neville the Piper — 

Rebels and outlaws, jolly as thrushes ; 
They lived in a Lane where the^ had a sreat reign 

(n pining and coining, and drinking l^e fishes. 
Neville he swore, with wild fury. 

That M^nniY should share with him half the prog ; 
Then Mannix Jumped up, in a hurry. 

And sent off the wife for a gallon of grog. 
" Well done !** said the piper ; •* Play up !" said the coiner, 

*' We*ve ffold in our pockets and gn^ on the brain ! 
The l(uc and the gallows are made in the palace, 

While we, who defy them, rejoice in the Lane !** 

When the ^g was brought in, they soon swigged it, 

And Neville then raifp d up another gay tone. 
And bold Mannix merrily jigg*d it, 

As brisk as a bee in the meadows of June ; 
«« Well done!" said the piper—" Play up!" said the 

•* We are the bojfs that can lire everyfchere ! 
Life, without fun, is like Spring without sun — 

So we\lji<ish it away, and the devil may care!" 

•* Those guineas — ^whoever may take *em — 

Are but flying tokens to vrorldly f ocds lent, 
And I am the 5oy that can make em. 

As bright as e*er came from the Sassenach mint !' 
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" WeU done !" said the piper—" Play up !" said the coiner, 

* * My golden character I'll always maintain I 
And, compared with the schemers who rule and befool us, 

We're i^al honest men and good boys in the Lane !'' 

Then Mannix put fire to his grisset, 

And out of his mould he shook many a shiner^ 
But ere he had time to inipress it, 

In roWd the peelers ana snaffled the coiner. 
So there was an ^id to the piping and coining. 

And a ruction was kick'd up, but no one was slain— 
** Fm done !" said the coiner— r" Cheer up I" said the piper, 

"Fortune will favour the brave in the Lane !" 

** We have you, at last !" cried the peelers, 

" Tho*^many a dajr we have chased you in vain !" 
**Then !" said Mannix, "your dungeons and jailors 

May all be high hang*d— and farewell to the Lane!" 
Then off rsm the coiner, and loud laughed the piper, 

Aj9 his friend disappeared thro' night's darkness and rain; 
like a shaft from a quiver, he plung'd o'er the river. 

And left the bold peelers bef ool'd in the Lane. 



THE BARD AND THE SHANNON. 

A DRAMATIC BALLAD. 

Aiit. — " The Young May Moon /" 

The following disoonne took place between the author and the genius of 
the rirer Shannon, concerning the embankment of a portion 6t the waste 
shore of that mighty stream, which he was about to reclaim and add, as a 
valuable piece of land, to his garden. After seven years of the most per- 
serering and excessive labour, the extraordinary work was accomplished, 
having put. with his own hands, thousands of tons of stones and other ma- 
terial into it to fill the chasm and resist the strong up-coming tides and 
the rapid down-coming winter floods. But after all his expenditure in 
building for himself a handsome new house — ^which he called Thomond 
Cottage, and after all his weary time and hard toil in converting a barren 
shore to a useful and beautiful garden— he was forced to give up the place, 
disgusted with domestic ingratitude and deceit cheated by mercantile 
tridkery, and finally made the victim of legal treachery and ddhiud. This 
interesting little place is on the north-western shore of the Shannon, 
bordering the ancient churdi land of St. Leila, surrounded by a pleasing 
scenery of mountain, meadow, and woodland, teeming with historic lore 
and legendaiT' tradition, with which the author, since his boyhood, has 
been well acquainted by untiring study. 

THE BABD. 

" YouB dominions are ample and grand, my lord ! 
And Vm wanting a small bit of liuid, my lord ! 
So, between me and you, the least you may do 
Is to give me a slice of your strand, my lord !" 
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THE SHANNON. 

" Yon miut have a strong pmse and strong hand, my bard! 
To oome at a slice of my strand, my bard! 
For the dash of my tide, in its glory and pride, 
Would level your work with the samd, my bard !" 



THE BABD. 

"I have no strong purse but a will, my lord ! 
Strong eoougih my designs to fulfill, my lord ! 
If I had a strong purse Td soon turn your force 
To the worldng oTmany a mill, my lord !" 

THE SHANNON. 

" If you're set on invading my shore, my bard ! 
To embark half an acre or more, my bard ! 
Some wild night or day, 'twill be all swept away. 
When my miSl flood, with storms, shall roar, my bard V 

THE BABD. 

" In summer-time, while you're asleep, my lord ! 
rU build my banks, heap upon heap, my lord ! 
Then, in winter-time bl«kk, when in wrath you awake, 
111 laugh at your torrent's wild sweep, my lord !'* 

THE SHANNON. 

** When my mountain-reserves shall come down, my bard ! 
With thick foam on their bosoms so brown, my bora ! 
While they leap, in their might, like war-horses in fight, 
Youll wish you kept threshing the town, my bard !" 

THE BABD. 

*' 111 meet them with ramparts like brass, my lord ! 
Then let them roll backward or pass, my lora ! 
Or leap to and fro, with their war-^umes of snow. 
As they leap round your throne at Poonass,* my lord !" 

THE SHANNON. 

" Do you deem it a shame or a wrong, my bard ! 

To turn your heart from sweet song, my bard, 

And to stop my brave flood with your stone banks and mud ? 

But, by G^- — , m not leave them thero long! my bard!" 



* Alluding to the Falls of Doonass, which, when the river ii U^ily 
flooded, espedaUy in the winter season, present a grrand sad terrifle ap- 
pearance. See a poem on this great cascade at page 91. 
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THE BAUD. 



"I know you broke up Corconree,* my lord ! 

On which there were thousands spent free, my lord ! 

But, faith, if I were an engineer there, 

You'd not find such a sea-gull in me, my lord 1" 



THE SHANNON. 



" Go bask in the Muses' sweet smile, my bard ! 
And don't mind reclaiming this soil, my bard ! 
Or youll find that, by-and-by, some one else will enjoy 
The fruit of your honest hard toil, my bard !" 



THE BABD. 



** For my ooimtry I sung, night and day, my lord ! 
And many a legend and lay, my lord ! 
Have I moulded and read for a people thiWa dead. 
And misfortune and fraud were my pay, my lord !" 



THE SHANNON. 



*' Still throw your song's seed in their mind, my bard ! 
And in the fpcetkt future you'll find, my bard ! 
That more nch fruit will s|)ring from the verses you sinff, 
Than yoxa fight with my wild waves and wind, my bara !" 



THE BABD. 



" Industry's a noble, fine thing, my lord! 
And my Muse shall be still on the wing, my lord ! 
I'm delighted to toil at reclaiming your soil. 
And, wmle Tm at work, I can sing, my lord !" 



THE SHANNON. 



" I feel mighty thankful to thee, my bard 1 
For the songs you have sung about me, my bard I 
As you stray'd by the side of my bright sunny tide, 
like the sky-bird, as fond and as free, my bard !" 

THE BABD. 

" I love your sweet banks and rich bowers, my lord I 
For my soul drank the bloom of their flowers, my lord ! 
Inspiration I drew from your majesty blue, 
And was' drunk with your glory, for hours, my lord !" 

• Corconree embankment, near Limerick, where the ivork of rechunation 
was 80 repeatedly swept away by the fury of the tides that three able con- 
tractors were made bankrupts before the enterprise was suooessftilly oom- 
nleted. The actiye genius of Williun Corbett, Esq., C.B., bnwght matters 
to a satisfactory issue. 
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THB SHANNON. 

*' While you're toiling and singine your song, my bard ! 
Take oare that your work won't be wrong, my bard ! 
For it must be right ffood to resist my brave flood, 
Well you know it is desperate and strong, my bard !" 

THE BABD. 

** I have reason to know it right well, my lord 
And *tis I your wild humours can tell, my lord ! 
For ott\ from your waves, surging up from your caves, 
I saw people running pell-meU, my lord !" 

THE SHANNON. 

" m make my wild surges give room, my bard! 
To the work which you plan or presume, my bard ! 
And youVe skilful and brave, from the weed and the wave, 
To raise up a garden of bloom, my bard !" 

THE BABD. 

" I'll make it a sweet little spot, my lord ! 

To adorn the rear of my cot, my lord ! 

But, whate'er way it ends, we'U sure be good friends, 

An4 the devil a fear you'll be shot, my lord !'* 

THE SHANNON. 

•* Beware of yowr friends — ^they are mean, my bard ! 
And as hungry as vultures for gain, my bard ! 
This warning, pray take, or some morning you'll wake 
To find all your labom* in vain, my bard !" 

THE BAUD. 

** I am grateful to Nature and you, my lord ! 

For all that I think, dare, and do, my lord ! 

And you'll long think of me when this garden shall be 

A green wreath on your vesture so blue, my lord !" 



THE BARD'S FAREWELL TO THE SHANNON. 

On the day before the author gave up i>OBse8sion of " Thomond Cottage,'* 
January 14, 1879, he adyanced to the pier, raised by his own labouTp during 
seven years, at the end of his garden, where the following mutual * Fare- 
well ' took place between himself and the Gtonius of the river Shannon. 

BABD. 

'VThou azure lord of mighty floods! 

I leave thy vernal scenes to-day ; 
From thy bright billows, banks, and woods, 

By foul injustice driven away. 
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No more my sinking heart shall hail 
Thy autumn channs and wintry elooms ; 

And spring preparing grove and vale 
To nurture summer's coming blooms." 

BIVEB. 

" Why would'st thou co ? — ^My fairy fields 

Rich beauty to thy heart supplied. 
And all the sweets that Nature yields, 

Thy spirit, with a hymn, enjoy'd — 
Or are those scenes wluch largely gave 

Thy life enchantment, grown less fair ? 
Or dost thou all their treasures leave 

For inspiration's feast elsewhere? 

BARD. 

** Oft on thy misty moonlight shore — 

Thou foam-clad lord of rushing streams, 
I lay beside the torrent's roar, 

ML wrapt in ^dld romantic dreams ; 
The golden stories of the Past, 

My warbling spirit turned to song, 
While mingling with the niehtly blast, 

Thy raving billows dash'd along." 

BIVEB. 

" I saw thee on the bree^ lea, 

I saw thee by the lonely grove. 
Where sweetheart Nature mmg to thee 

Her pleasant wreaths of song and love ; 
And, sure, you will not leave her now ? — 

Her glorious, gushing spring is near, 
When bulk and bower, and bird and bough 

Shall pour their spells on eye and ear. 

BASD. 

"I never. dream'd from thee to part. 

Until the warning came too late — 
And then I read, with freezing heart. 

The iron edict of my fate. 
Let worldlings hug their sordid store — 

But aU I a^'d of Qod on high. 
Is that I'd never leave thy shore. 

Till on thy floral banks I'd die !" 

BTVEB. 

** Strange, stem, and evil is the doom — 

The <&ed deserves eternal blame- 
That tears thee from thy new-made home. 

Which looks so stately on my stream ; 
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But who has undermined thee there^ 
And driven thee from my airv aide, 

And bloom-bower which thy labouring care 
Has fix'd 80 sweetly in my tide f 

BABD. 

*<Alas ! oh, grief ! I blush to tell 

It was no stranger did the deed. 
But 'twas the friends I trusted well, 

That struck my heart and made it bleed ! 
By life-long pains it was my pride, 

For them a beauteous home to win. 
But while I fondly toiled outside, 

I was betrayed by those within P* 

BIYEB. 

'* Yes, many a morning, bright and dark, 

I saw thee labouring on mv shore, 
While roll'd the anthem of the lurk 

My purple-sheeted bosom o'er — 
And now is sorrow thy reward. 

For all thy love and labour brave ? 
The gloomy hearts that wrong'd thee, bard. 

Are darker than my deepest cave !" 

BAUD. 

** Ah, 'tis the sad mysterious way 

Wbich those we love oft work us woe ; 
And one who smiles our friend to-day. 

To-morrow frowns, a deadly foe ; 
We cannot see the future drear, 

Where hidden lurks our grief or joy ; 
The world is but one mighty snare. 

And nothing there is worth a sigh." 

BIVEB. 

** Thank Heaven, I'm not of mortal strain 

To feel the wrongs, the woimds and woes, 
Of which so justly you complain. 

Inflicted by yoxxr friendly foes. 
But could I De of human form, 

I would return with rapture free. 
The glowinff admiration warm 

Tlukt thrms thy burning soul for ipe." 

BABD. 

When on thy shores the floral cup 

Of summer's gems is pour'd by spring ; 

And €k)d calls all his sky-birds up 
Around his gates of light to sing ; 
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I'll not be near to join the choir, 

I'll not be there to love the flowers ; 
To hear God's universal lyre, 

To kiss the bjids and twine the bowers.'* 

BIVEB. 

"When spring with emerald pencil comes 

To touch my glowing landscapes wide ; 
Amid her myriad gushmg blooms 

I'll miss thee from my radiant side ; 
When bursts the bud and hums the hee 

In Mona's simny meadows fair I 
111 miss thee from the vernal lea, 

While soulless serfs are wandering there." 

BASD. 

** No more thy banks shall gem my feet. 

When summer mists along them roll, 
While Nature in the rising heat. 

Is laughing out her flowery soul. 
In the dim city's heart of stone, 

'Mid fraud and sin I'm forced to dwell. 
Like waif from thy bright waters thrown — 

Thou lord of Erm's streams ! Farewell !" 



THE BATTLE OF DYSERT. 

A.D. 1318. 

De Clare assembled all his troops in wild Bunratty's glade, 
And thrice ihiee thousand reckless men for battle stand ar- 

ray'd; 
For to maintain his sinking power against the dread Clan Tail 
The desperate chief again must try the eloquence of steel. 

And all the bold adventurers from England's hostile shores. 
Who worm'd themselves in Thomond's soil, have swell'd his 

niartial corps ; 
And many an Irish traitor in his guilty host is seen, 
Wretches who for the foreign £ed exchanged their native 

Green. 

A thousand vigorous war-steeds in refulgent harness shone, 
like evening douds in golden range around the Day King's 

throne; 
And proudly were those steeds bestrode bv cavalier and knight. 
With spears and plumes, and girded swords, and corselets broad 

and bright. 

20 
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And gazdns on the mustering troops the Castle-portal near. 
Stood bold De Clare's haughty wife, with her impeiioua air ; 
While, at her high behest, her vassals went from linelto line, 
And served the thirsty soldiers with large bowls of Bhenish 
wine. 

Then turning to her steel-dad lord and her majestic son. 
On whose bright cheek young manhood's down its silken 

srowth begun; 
While knight and squire respectful in her queenly presence 

stand, 
Each listening, with his helmet doff 'd, and broadsword raised 

in hand. 

** My lord of high Bunratty 1 this great day's important toil 
Must soon extend or end our clami to Thomonas <langeroas 

soil; 
Ye go— may heaven nerve your hearts — a tiger-race to quell. 
And God, I trust, will fire each man to fight the battle well! 

"This is a land where all our friends in princely state may 

Uve, 
If valiant souls and manly arms the conquest would achieve ; 
Remember then this land shall be, or not be, ours to-day, 
And strike ye brave — ^let not your lives be idly thrown away!" 

Then, stretching out her stately arms, she clasp'd her warrior- 

l)oy» 
And tears impearl'd the long dark fringe of her commanding 

eye; 
She whisper'd gently — " my son ! to part thee I regret, 
But I do nope r 11 one day see thee lord of Thomond yet I 



*'Now be thy young heart firm to meet the battle's glorious 

shock, 
Pight near thy sire, he'll prove to thee a guard and sheltering 

rock; 
I wish with equal care thou would'st preserve thy life and fame, 
Be cautious, cool, and wary, without blemishing thy name!" 



»» 



She press'd him — bless'd him — kiss'd his cheek, and wrung his 

sinewy hands, 
Then to the topmost tower she went to watch the moving 

bands; 
Amid the blazing wave of spears she marked her lord and son. 
Till, indistinct, their lessening forms beyond the bilU were 

gone. 
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In three diTisions march'd the host to distant Inchiqam* 
Where oouch'd the Dalcas war-wolves in their aeatix-sar- 

ronnded den ; 
Impatient^ awaitinc the Inyaders' ranks to hew,— 
The ^od of war might quail with fear the desperate dans to 

view. 

Some on the mountain-sandstones their keen war-axes edges 

plied , 
And on the deeply-wounded trees the sharpened weapons 

tried; 
By turns they roll their burning eyes alone the southern plain, 
'* Are the Norman wild boars commg yet f ' they ask, and ask 

again. 

To Dysert's woody passes the swift scouts of bold ODea, * 
Betum'd with the welcome news — '*De Clare is on the wav," 
Then Thomond*s prince disposed his troops — some on the rising 

ground, 
And some within the wood's green skirt their order'd stations 

found. 

Upon a narrow plain that lav two thicket shades between, 
The brave O'Dea deployed his force of twice three hundred 

men; 
While posted firm on Scamhal's hill, in glittering hostile show. 
Stood, with his yellow-vested clan, the Prince of Corconm)e.t 

Behind, within the bordering grove that f rinced the open plain. 
Clan Cuilen's stem and desperate troops me shaded ground 

maintain; 
And on 0*Dea's extended left Hy Cormiac's squadrons lay. 
With gallant Lochlin Boe O'Hehirt commandbg their array. 

Now o'er the distant misty heights the Norman flags appear'd. 
Loud and more loud their hculow drums and martial pipes 

were heard : 
And hiffh above the van, De Clare's conspicuous form rose tall — 
Powernil and proud as Lucifer an hour before his falL 

Like Fergus in his wintry wrath, the foremost ranks swept on, 
And dash'd into the guarded pass upon Hy Fermiac's clan : 
While right and left the troops drew back to lure them 

farther in*— 
"Up," cried ODea, "my valiant Kerns ! your bloody spor 

iJegin!" 

* Chief of Hy Fennlao^.e. Inchiquin. 
t Felim O'Connor the Hospitable. 

i The Barony of the Islands. It was the territory of the O'Hehixs, a war- 
like sept of the Daloaadans. 
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"Those Ixigyids came to rob 118 of our patrimoziial ri^t! 
Cor fortune, freedom, home, and alL depend on tins dsy^ 

fight! 
God gave ^nr siree this noUe land — ^they bravely kept it free 
Ttom foreign thieves, and bo, with God's Aiaaiffity aid, 

shall we! 



"To weaken and divide oar strength the basest .means they 

tried— 
To disunite our friendship they the vilest arts employ'd : 
To root ns out, like hated weeds, tiiey toil'd with tireless 

nerve, 
Now pay them the red wages which their cursed deeds 

deserve! 



^'There are the robbers! teach them well, as robbers should 

be taught, 
That ere uiey touch 4he tempting spoil it must be dearly 

bought: 
Let every man who sooms to be a wretched Norman serf, 
Now cleave tiiem as our others dove the Northmen at Clon- 

tarf!" 

Then, with a cheer that shook the woods the madden'd dan 

dosed round, 
And, like a thousand sledges' din, the rapid blows resound : 
'Gainst jJated mail the GmHc shuts their safifron fcdds opposjB, 
And grinding thro' the scaly sted each Dalcas war-axe goes. 

De CSlare's main army onward rush'd to aid the doven van. 
But up O'Hehir's squadrons leapt and met them man to man : 
Then shriek'd the uiunder-storm of sted roimd plain and dell 

andlmtke, 
Tremendous as a shower of rocks upon a frozen lake. 

Up dash'd the iron cavalry led by De Clare's bold son. 

And glimmering bright above tiieir crests the lifted broad- 
swords shone ; 

When, with a yell, from Scamhal's hdght O'Connor^s spearmen 
leapt, 

And, like lions thro' a deer-fence, on the wavering line they 
swept. 

Now madly plunged the spear-gored steeds and down the 

riders roU'd — 
Out dash'd the dread Clan Cuilen from the shadows of the 

wold: 
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And on the second phalanx of the Norman army fell, 
Witii glarmg eyes and gnashing teeth, like panthers loiind 
a well. 

Now clanged the sharp resounding axe and reek*d the driving 

pike, 
Unnumbered swords together clash, and whirl, and gleam, 

and strike ; 
The grassy hollows of the field the showerinff death-rain fills, 
like red waves rolling to the plain adown a nundred hills. 

As when the kingly Shannon, on some stormy winter^s niffht, 
O'erwhelms tibie bulwark of his bounds, in his stapeimous 

might; 
In scatter'd fragments o'er the meads his broken banks are 

tost,— 
So rush*d the charging Dalgais thro' the mighty Norman host. 

Wild rose the planet-shaking cheers, and all the roaring plain 

Seem'd to conmie within its ring a boiling iron main ; 

While 'mid the lightning- whirl of steel that upward danced 

and feD, 
The raging combatants appear'd like fiends begirt with hell. 



Like dondy garments of the storm-ldnff o'er a rock-ridded aetL, 
The burners swung their blood- wet folds above the burning 

fray: 
like fire-tongues in a furnace-bed, steel splinters hiss'd and 

flew. 
And o'er the ground, in mingled piles, the carnage-havoc grew. 

With lion-ourage nerve and might, the Normans brave the 

charge, 
like firm-based clifib, they stand the shock— each bulwark'd 

by his targe. 
But vainly do those iron orbs the Dalcas axes meet. 
At every stroke the bursting plates fall shiver'd at their feet. 



With mutual wounds and dying grasps, foe grappling, falls 

with foe, 
The boiling toil-drops turning cold upon each death-struck 

brow; 
And quick as sightless vapours rise in summer's flaming heat 
Souls left their tenements, and flew before the Juc^;ment 

Seat. 
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As two tall ships by veering blasts against each other dri^«ii 

When midnight's doud-flags darkly shake their fatohy folds 
in heaven; 

The huge masts and the crashing planks groan o'er the howl- 
ing sea, 

Thus, mid the frantic tomnlt, met De Clare and fierce 
ODea. 



The Irish chief round his left arm wound his martial doak, 
And with his swift destructive axe, that gave no aeooiid 

stroke, 
Assail'd his powerful Norman foe, from head to foot in mail. 
Whose ponderous plate was of the best and purest Milan 

steeL 



As smites the lightning-sword of heaven the granite of the 
hill. 

Their weapons 'gainst each other clashed, with clangor sharp 
and shrill; 

Red flame-sparks leapt at every stroke from blade and sound- 
ing plate. 

While round them tugged the reeling hosts, like quivering 
fields of wheat. 



As two mad hun^y wild beasts rush each other to devour. 
They roar and roll, and tear the earth with rampant a&vagd 

power; 
Thus furious in their fiery might the vigorous warriors meet. 
With vengeful yells of demon-rage, fluked brows, and gnash- 
ing t^th. 



But yet so well the Norman used his shield and dexterous 

blade, 
To strike a sure decisive blow O'Dea in vain essay'd ; 
At last against a larchen tree he forced the warrior back, 
And then, with strength of soul and fnune, renew'd ^e stem 

attack. 



Be Clare's sharp sword-point stung O'Dea, and drew the boil- 
ing gore. 

But yet the shallow wound provoked the raging chieftain 
more : 

He hurl'd his vengeance-driven axe against the Nomnan 
mail. 

And sunder'd, like a brittle board, the solid mass of steel. 
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Shoulder and breast, down to the heart, the grinding wei^Km 

ploughed, 
As sommer-thnnder, in its fnry, tears a flimsy-cloud : 
The armour fell in riven halves — ^the gasping chief sunk down, 
like an expiring storm when it gives its last death-groan. 

And now the wrathful victor, with ferocious enmity, 
HeVd the fallen lord to pieces, as a woodman hews a tree :* 
Inch by inch he fiercely cut the body, flesh and bone. 
And round the sward to feed the crows the reeking bits were 
strown. 

Then thro' the 3rielding Norman host a panic-terror jprew, 
And, like a swift electric shock, from rank to rank it flew : 
While in among the shatter'd lines, with mad impetuous 

force, 
The desperate clan of Corcomroe impelled the troop of horse. 

Entangled, mixed and terrified the masses roll around, 

And <mve amain, in headlong rout, along the shaken 

ground; 
Man tramples man, in reckless haste they fling their arms 

away. 
And on the hideous tumult whirls, as wind sweeps matted 

hay. 

De Clare's proud son was stricken down by stem O'Connor's 

spear, 
The stately branch lies withering in the May-time of its 

year; 
His mother, in Bunratty's hall, expects, from hour to hour, 
To hear good tidings of her boy — her heart's beloved flower. 

He was the only blossom of her life's green summer-bough. 
The flower has fallen to the dust — ^the tree is barren now ; 
The sunny garden of her hope shall soon be plunged in 

gloom. 
And never shall another spring reanimate its bloom. 

With folded arms and heaving breast from hall to tower she 

flies. 
And o'er the intervening heights she strained her &loon 

eyes; 
No sign — ^no news — ^they come not yet — ^the evening sun is 

low — 
They have delay'd to take — she thinks — ^the trophies of the 

foe. 

* This is a hoixid historical fact. 
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Ah ! little does her proud heart know the awfol work thsl^ 

done. 
On that oread havoc-plain where lie her mangled spotue and 

son; 
The sword of fate has deft in twain her golden chain of life^ 
She's now a childless mother and a lonely widow'd wife. 

Still the fiend of slaughter rages, as the torrent of the rout 
BoUs on before the victors, with commingled groan and 

shout. 
No quarter or no mercy, to the fugitives is shown, 
But the mercy which a deer-herd finds 'mong hungry lions 
. thrown. 



The valorous knights and captains of the Norman host are 

' slain, 
De Naas and De Capel, and the bold De Condons twain ; 
Stout Apilgard and other chiefs, of martial feats the pride, 
There bravely met [the shock of war, and fiercely figlifng 
died. 



Back to Bunratty's blood-curst towers the scattered remnant 
runs, 

And grim, as wolf-hounds, on their track rush Thomond wrath- 
mi sons ; 

As blasts drive on a rapid flame thro' withered brambles 
brown. 

They spring upon the flying groups and sternly hew them 
down. 

The news have reached Bunratty's hall — what fearful shrieks 

are there ? 
Grief, rage and consternation fill the mansion of De Clare ; 
The.lady tore her silken robe, and in distraction wild. 
Flew thro' the rooms, loud screaming for her slaughter'd lord 

and child. 

** The Dalcas wolves are coming fast !" the frightened guards- 
men cry, 

** Let all wno wish to keep their heads, desert the towers and 
fly V\ 

The frantic lady, with a brand, the rooms and rafters fired. 

Then (quickly, in a well-mann'd barge, down Baite's flood 
retired.* 

* After setting the woodwork of the castle on fire, Lady De Clare flew to 
England ; and never more did any member of her race or name return to 
claim right or title to Bunratty. Thus ended the long wars of the De Glares 
and the Dalgais. 
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Thenceforth in golden Thomond no De Clare returned to 

claim 
The lordly power, the hostile state, and honours of the 

name; 
Bunratty's awful towers still frown upon those blood-deVd 

plams 
Where many a hard fought battle raged and left its reeking 

stains. 



like the ghost of desolation, the mm Ca8tle-i>ile is seen. 
In the gray age of its glory, a daxL wonder 'mid the scene, 
As if the souls of those who bled for fame, around its halls, 
Had written, at their parting, a romance upon the walls. 



FINIS. 
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ON THE FIRST EDITION OF THE "LAYS AND 
LEGENDS OF THOMOND." 



" Ik relatiojo; the Old Legends of his conntry, and in his rural 
and domestic Poems, Mr. Hogan displays a lively &ncy and 
great vigour of description." — AtkencBum, 

** This volume has got many homely beauties, tender fancies, 
and forcible thoughts. The poems evidence great natural 
abilities, and possess unmistakable merit." — UniversaZ News, 

" Mr. Hogan's volume is intrinsically rich, In^half a dozen 
songs and ballads one may detect the brilliant frivolity of 
Moore, and what is a healthier sicn, of the riotous humour 
and vnld imagination of Bums; but we are bound to say 
that he is never so felicitous as when he is most himself. That 
he has turned the abundant materials within his reach to good 
account, is evident from the many fine ballads of war and 
chivalry scattered through his book. They are rinsing ex- 
amples of that striking chiss of poems with which MjBU»ulay 
and Aytoun have enriched our literature. His Legends are 
high proofs of his power in another direction. These taidi- 
tions, which have long led a naked and fugitive existence at 
the hearths of the Munster peasantry, have come from Mr. 
Hogan's hands adorned with a costlv raiment." — Taiblet. 

"What Mr. Hogan is we havelitue difficulty in judging, if 
the man be like his book. There are plenty of gooa poems in 
it. Songs that sing well, and ballads teeming with fire and 
force, and a good deal of martial fury. The writer is un- 
doubtedly possessed of true poetic power." — Northern Whig, 

"In Mr. Hogan's volume there is such true and reid merit as 
entitle him to public patronage. The vapid and empW order of 
versification is not his ; every verse, every line, adds to the 
story and carries it directly to the purpose. Several of the 
poems show much feeling, and touches of the picturesque come 
out well in them. His battle pieces are full of life and action. 
Surely the author has been truly gifted witii sterling poetio 
capacity." — NatUm, 

** This book contains some wonderful productions. No 
one can take it up without interest or lay it down with- 
out a feeling of surprise. We are fairly compelled to admit 
that we can scarcely glance at a page without finding pas- 
sages perfectly chaimmg, and as genuinely natural, as tibe 
primrose on the brooklet's marge, or Wordsworth's * Violet 
oy a mossy stone.' " — Irishman, 



*' Mr. Hogan, like a true Irish Bard of the olden tune, ad- 
heres to the hard facts of history in his leffendaiy poems. . . . 
In sevemJ of the shorter poems and ballads eveiyline yibntes 
with fairv music, wild and witching as the ' CcBlaia ' of the 
green rath that enchanted Carolan." — Limerick Reporter^ 

''There is a rich and racy vein of hmnonr, thoroughly Irish, 
nmningthroiigh the pages of the Bard of Thomond s varied 
work. Me is a bom poet, and his fame, we believe, is destined 
to go far. We hope the public will appreciate his literary 
labours as they justly deserve." — Chromde, 

** The writer of the * Lays and Legends of Thomond ' has 
proved abundantly in his pages that his spirit is imbued with 
' the fine phrenzy of true poetry.* He paints graceful pic- 
tares of fra:iale beauty, and sings of chivalry and valour tike 
Ossian." — Mwnster News. 

'* We congratulate our provincial bard in chief ; and whoever 
reads his sweet 'Lays' and enchanting 'Legends,' will 
say that he can present his Mends with trophies rich and 
rare, &c." — Cla/re Advertiser, 

" Lady Wilde presents her compliments and offers her best 
thanks to the ' Bard of Thomond, for his volume of varied 
and beautiful poems, which she has had the pleasure of perus- 
ing, every page of which affords brilliant evidence that the 
poet's Mdour was kindled by that noblest of inspirations, 
'love of country.' It is, indeed, gratifying to every Irish 
heart to find so much true genius allied to so much true 
patriotism. And while the past heroism and pathetio Le- 
gends of Ireland are cherished with such fervour and feeling 
as flash through the rich melody of Mr. Hogan's verse, the 
national spirit of her ancient chivalry can never die out. 

" Lady Wilde is happy to add one more name to her 
rosary of Irish Poets, consecrated in her memory by tiie noble 
-ness of their genius, and must once more express her pleasure 
and gratitude at being both remembered and honoured by so 
distinguished a bard of Erin." — Lady WUde^s Letter to the Bard 
qf Thomond. 

" If true poetry consists in the translation of the loveliness of 
nature into the loveliness of language, the Bard of Thomond's 
volume is full of it." — Northern Star, 

" The romantic beauty, brilliant imagery, and rural sweet- 
ness of these poems breathe an immortal freshness." — Ulster 
Observer. 

" This volume is composed of imperishable materials created 
by undoubted genius." — Irish Times. 

" There are a visour and power in these poems which the 
reader cannot easily forget." — treeman^s JovrnaX, 



